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She agreed to it, and because she loves me so much she wasn't going to back out. She never wants to disappoint me, but she did agree to something that was very straining and difficult for her. My fiancée, Autumn, agreed to allow me to have complete control over her one twenty four hour time period. Anything was available, nothing off limits. I was to have her do anything I wanted. From what she ate and wore (or not wear), to how I wanted her to be displayed for me or perform for me.
When the day finally arrived that this task was to be completed, we had the whole house to our selves. Her parents had left for the lake for the weekend. The day for controlling her officially started when I got off work at three. This meant that until three in the afternoon the next day, she was all mine.
I started her off by laying down some basic ground rules. First, if anything was absolutely too much for her, she was to say the safe word which was "serendipity", and I would stop everything and end it right there. She was only to say the safe word if she really felt she could not complete anything I asked of her. Second, she was not to wear any bras or panties, and if we to go out in public she was only allowed to wear dresses. Lastly, she was to swallow my cum every time unless instructed other wise.
My fiancée is a very attractive twenty four year old woman. She has short, light brown hair, athletic build, with small b-cup sized tits, and a very plump ass.
Once she agreed to the guidelines, I had her strip down naked and told her to pick out a nice sun dress because we had to get some groceries for dinner. She picked a nice blue and white, horizontally striped dress that had spaghetti shoulder straps and hung down to her lower thigh. She looked extremely sexy, especially knowing that she was not wearing any undergarments. I gave her a quick kiss and smack on the ass, then lead her out to the car so we could get going.
Nothing too eventful happened while we shopped for our groceries, but I did pick up a few items that I would use later in the evening. Autumn did get plenty of looks from the other shoppers and staff though, which was rather exciting to witness.
Once we returned home, I immediately had her disrobe before going inside from the garage. The garage door was still open so she was rather nervous, but did as she was told. I had her put away the groceries we had, and then told her to start making dinner. She was allowed to wear only an apron for protection against splattering. I then left to take a shower, but informed her to have dinner ready when I was done or I would have to spank her. She only had to make some angel hair pasta with marinara sauce, and a salad, so she had just enough time to finish.
When I returned from my shower, wearing a pair of basketball shorts and a t-shirt, I was pleased to see that Autumn had completed dinner and had served it already. She was sitting in her chair, naked, patiently waiting for me. When I sat down I noticed I had nothing to drink, so I ordered Autumn to get me a beer from the fridge in the garage. I had left to garage door open because I was planning for us to go out again after dinner, and when Autumn released this, she was once again surprised. She had to retrieve my beer in the will lit garage, in perfect view of any passing, or on looking neighbors. Once she returned with my beer we ate and talked. When we finished I had her clean up everything, while I went to find something to watch on the television.
While flipping through the channels I had her retrieve me another beer from the still, wide, open garage. After about ten minutes she was finished cleaning and I had found a ball game on TV to watch. Autumn then came over and sat down next to me. Before she got to comfortable, I ordered her to suck my dick while I watched the rest of the game. I only had her stop once so she could get me another beer. The total time she was blowing me was about thirty-five minutes, because the game was in the eighth inning when she started.
Once the game finished I had her get up and then go put on a nice night dress, one that was a bit fancy, because we to run an errand. While she looked for a dress I put on a pair of jeans and a button down shirt. The dress she chose to wear was a long red one, with a nice pair of matching heels. I had her lift the dress to confirm she was still abiding to the guidelines.
Once again we got into the car and headed on our way. This time however, I had her perform road head on me since I had not come earlier and also because we had a ways to go before we reached our destination.
The windows in our car are tinted black and it was getting dark out so there were really no chances of any one seeing her in action. Autumn, slowly sucked the length of my cock for the majority of the trip. Every once in awhile she would slide all seven inches of my hard member into her throat and hold it there for a few seconds. She really worked me over during this drive.
Twenty minutes later, I came just as we arrived at our one and only stop. Autumn, being rather true to the guidelines, swallowed my thick come right down. When she rose to see where we were, she noticed that we had stopped at an adult superstore. I then informed her that she was going to buy a realistic dildo, one with balls and everything. My only stipulation was that it could be no shorter than six inches.
We entered the store and browsed around for a few minutes until we both found the dildo that Autumn was to purchase. It was seven and a half inches long, about two inches wide, flesh colored, and had a pair of balls that also acted as a suction cup. I had Autumn take her new toy to counter and pair for it, and then wait for me outside by the car, I had a little more shopping to do. While she waited for me outside, I picked up a blind fold, a leather collar, a chain leash, some leather restraints, and a small beginner's butt plug.
When I returned to Autumn who was patiently waiting for me by our car, I had her strip off her dress before I allowed her into the car. She nervously did as she was told, and took her dress off right in the parking lot. We were parked near the end of the lot, so we were away from other cars but positioned right in front of the second entrance. No one pulled in while she was naked outside the car, but the feeling that at any second someone could have really made Autumn nervously excited.
Once inside the car, I had Autumn show me how her new toy worked while I drove us home. She spread her legs open, practically ripped the dildo from the package, and proceeded to prepare for insertion by performing fellatio on it. Once see had it nice and lathered with her salvia she began sliding it into her extremely wet pussy. When it was all the way in I took a picture of her with my camera phone. She then continued to pleasure her self vigorously as we headed back home.
When we arrived home, I had Autumn stop pleasuring herself, which from what I could tell was just seconds before she was about to climax. She reluctantly halted her assault on her juicy box as I stopped in the drive way. Instead of opening the garage door with the clicker and pulling into the port, I decided it was a better idea to have Autumn manually punch in the code. This meant she would have to get out of the car and walk in front of the headlights to get to the code box. Of course I made even harder for her when I did not allow her to get dressed. She had to remain naked, as will as hold on to the dildo that was covered in her come. Autumn knowing she could not disobey, quickly hopped out of the car and half jogged over to enter the code. She was out in the open air of our neighborhood, well lit by our car's headlights, and with nothing to hide behind. When she punched in the code I slowly pulled into the garage and met Autumn at the door.
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He has her meet him in the parking lot of the school where she teaches, at five in the morning. She arrives just on time, three hours before the school would be open to the children, two hours before any other faculty member would arrive, and still dark. As she pulls into the parking lot she sees her master, her dominant, waiting for her next to the lamp post in the middle of the lot. This meeting has had her nervous all night; she hardly got any sleep, her master has never taken their master/sub relationship out in public, let alone to her place of employment. Though she is nervous about what may occur she knows that her desire to please him, to serve him will prevail, and that she will obediently obey any orders he gives her.
After she parks her car next to the lamp post where he is standing, she exits the vehicle, and awaits instruction before anything else; for she knows that no doing so will result in a harsh punishment. Without even greeting her, he gives her his first instructions to strip off all her clothes except for her heels, and lock them in the trunk of her car. She is shocked; never has he had her strip nude in public before, but this whole scenario was different, his mood seems more brash than normal; as if he is going to see just how far she will go in order to please him. In her head she knows that there is no order he could give that would keep her from complying. Without hesitation, she quickly obeys his order, and strips naked in the hazy lit parking lot, then locks each item away in the trunk. Standing before him completely in the buff, except for her red heels, she begins to breathe heavily from being anxious and nervous, but knows too well not to move a muscle until told so. She awaits further instruction like a good, obedient sub.
Satisfied with her quick completion of his orders, he begins to talk to her, explaining exactly what he expects from her today. As she stands nude, chest heaving, and her body twitching from excitement and nerves, he informs her that he expects complete and quick compliance to all his orders, no reluctance or questioning will be tolerated. He asks her if she understands, and with a silent nod of her head she gestures yes. With that, he tells her to grab her book bag, hand him her keys to her car, and lead him inside the school to her classroom. Though she knows that handing over her keys means that the only way to get her clothes back would be for him to give the keys back to her, and even then she would not be sure when, or if he would. Without dwelling on the issue for too long she does as she is told. What worries her most is that she has to enter her school, without a stitch of clothing, knowing full well that there are plenty of security cameras inside that will be watching her. However, she leads him inside without any sign of reluctance, and as confidently as possible walks through the long hallways to her classroom at the other end of the school grounds.
Once inside the class room, he hands her an index card that he had prepared, and stashed inside a black bag he had brought inside with him. He instructs her to copy, word for word, what the card says on her dry-erase board. She immediately strolls over to the board at the front of her room, grabbing a black maker, and begins re-writing the card onto the white board. What she writes is as follows:
"My name is Erica Reeves.
I am a true slut, to be used as desired.
I am a willing slave, here only to serve.
I am worthless, unless I am pleasing my master.
My name is Erica Reeves, and I am my master's slave."
All of what she wrote was true, and know she was broadcasting it on her whiteboard for anyone to see. At least until he had her erase it, which she hoped, he would sometime before people began arriving. She could not have it up there permanently; she is a fifth grade school teacher after all, she could lose her job. She could also be released for being nude on school grounds as well, and realizing this she becomes a little more on edge, but her excitement overwhelms her and wins out.
While Erica had been writing the very revealing statement, he had emptied his black bag on her desk, and got all his "tools" set up. One of which being his digital camera. As she finished, he has her pose next to the board so he can capture her standing next to the very dark and intimate message. Pleased with the picture, he orders her to come to him and kneel at his feet, with her hands behind her back. Obediently, she walks over, and does as she is told. He then grabs a blindfold from his stash of "tools", and proceeds to cover her eyes with it. With her vision taken away, he goes behind her and locks her wrists together with a pair of heavy-duty, metal handcuffs. Properly secured, he fits a slave collar around her neck, and attaches a leash to it as if she were a dog. The final piece he straps to her is a large, red, ball gag. It spreads her mouth wide open, truly finishing off the look of a slave.
Standing her up, he again takes some pictures of her in the new attire. With that complete, he grabs a hold of the leash, and begins to lead her around. Since Erica is blindfolded, she has no idea of where they are headed. To her it seems as if he is just wandering the halls. In actuality, he knows exactly where he is going; he is taking her back to the front of the school. Specifically, he heads to the desk of the school's office manager, where he can use her computer. As they reach their destination he asks her if she knows where they are. Disoriented, she shakes her head no. He explains to her that they are back at the front office, and that he is going to use the office manger's computer to upload some pictures he had recently taken. She knows immediately what pictures he is referring to; the ones he just took of her back at the classroom.
What does he mean "upload"? Is he going to download the pictures onto the computer permanently, or just long enough to put them on the internet somewhere? With these questions running through her head he begins to lead her again, this time just a few more steps forward. He informs her that he does not want her wandering off while he is working, and to eliminate any chance of that he has tied off her leash to the handle of the school's main entrance door. He knows full well that doing so means that if any one of her colleagues decides to get an early start at work, they would walk right into, literally, a bound, blindfolded, and gagged Erica. Erica too is very much aware of this possibility, and instead of becoming scared she begins to get extremely aroused. Her puffy, pink pussy begins to become rather slick; so much so that her slit is glistening in the rays of the rising sun that is entering the school through the crack in the door.
Sitting down at the computer, he begins to upload the four pictures he took of Erica. When they are all completely uploaded he saves them onto the computer inside of a somewhat hidden folder marked "expenses 04" so that the pictures will most likely not be found, but there still will be a chance they might. Finishing up, the whole process taking less than four minutes; he gets up and begins to wander around the office, as if he is looking for something. Unimpressed with what the office contains he leaves, and goes out into the hallway; leaving Erica tied to the door, to explore other areas. Meanwhile, Erica is becoming more, and more aware of her situation. Once again her breathing has become heavy, causing her breasts to heave and her body to shake. Also, her saliva begins to leak out from behind the ball gag lodged inside her mouth, dripping out on to her breasts as well as the tiled floor below her forming a puddle at her feet.
A few minutes later he returns, and unties her leash from the door handle. He again begins leading her around the school. Erica is still unable to figure out where they were heading, but can tell they are not going in the direction of her classroom. He has gone back to her classroom though, when he was exploring the school, but only to get her set of keys to the school. With the keys in hand he heads towards the faculty's lounge. Reaching their destination, he unlocks the door and guides her to the table in the center of the room. Bending her over with her exposed ass, and wet cunt facing the open door, he goes to rummage through the staff's refrigerator. Inside he finds exactly what he was hoping to find; a browning banana, and a short but rather fat with girth cucumber. Grabbing the two pieces of produce, he shuts the fridge door and returns to his obedient slave bent over the table like a slut in heat. Without any notice, he begins to push the banana inside of her flooded pink gash, which eagerly opens to accept it. Moaning through the gag in her mouth, she expresses her need for more. He continues to push the fruit deep into her box, lodging it inside her with only the stem remaining outside of her pussy. Reaching the far depths of her gushing gash, he leaves the yellow intruder there, and turns his focus to the thick green vegetable. Using the puddle of saliva that has formed on the table top under her chin, he begins to lubricate the cucumber. With the green stick slickened with her saliva, he returns behind her to begin the task of filling her puckered asshole. He gains entry into her tender rosebud with firm pressure, and continues to push it deeper, causing muffled groans of both pain and pleasure to escape from behind the gag. She is mixed with emotions, on the one hand what is happening to her feels amazing, but on the other hand it is all happening in the middle of her school.
With only a half inch of the cucumber still exposed he stops, stands up, and snaps a few more pictures. After capturing the scene with his camera he removes both items, not wanting to give her too much pleasure yet, and returns them to their spots in the fridge. He does not clean them; instead he leaves them as surprises for the other teachers. Also, he does not clean up the puddle of saliva on the table; he just stands Erica up, and exits the room with her in tow.
Still blindfolded, cuffed, gagged, and naked, Erica is becoming more concerned with the time. She has no idea how much time has passed, and is wondering if her master is paying attention to what time it is. Though she does not show any sign of her concern, she is able to remember that the last she saw the time was when she was kneeling in front of him in her classroom. At that point of the day it was roughly five twenty, and with this she is able figure it must be about five fifty now. This means that in about an hour people will begin arriving at school. With this in her mind, she begins to wonder what else her master has planned as she, once again, is being lead through the halls of her school in such an obscene state.
Her master notices that he still has an hour and twenty minutes left to control Erica before others begin to arrive. With this knowledge he leads her back to the front office so they can exit the building to get to his car. As they are strolling towards their destination he informs her of what he is planning. He lets her know that they are going to the front door, he is going to remove her leash and blindfold, and she is going to go to his car for him to retrieve another black bag from the passenger seat. She will have to remain naked, except for her heels, ball gag, and handcuffs. As she is completing this task, he will be downloading his recently taken pictures onto the computer. She is shocked, and scared, but makes no visible sign of her fright. Doing so would result in punishment which she knows would be far worse than this task.
They reach the front door, and he does as he said; he removes the leash, and blindfold. She is able to see for the first time in a long time. It is a quarter to six she notices as she gets her eyes adjusted to the early morning sunlight. Before she is able to get to comfortable, he opens the door, and using his keyless entry, unlocks his car. Giving her a little nudge, he tells her to hurry up and get his bag, she wouldn't want anyone to show up while she is walking through the parking lot looking like complete whore. With his harsh words ringing in her head, she realizes he is right, and steps through the threshold, the door closing behind her, and begins heading towards her master's car. As she reaches the car, she becomes aware of the fact that with her hands cuffed behind her it is going to be difficult to open the door, let alone retrieve the bag. Although it takes a little bit of tricky maneuvering, she is able to grab the bag, shut the door, and start her trek back to the front door.
On her way back she becomes very much aware of how dangerous what it is she is doing. Being an attractive, young woman naked, gagged, and cuffed strolling through a parking lot of a school she teaches at is not entirely a good thing idea. She cannot believe she is doing this; she never thought she would ever be able to submit to such demanding orders, especially in such a public setting. The only reason Erica can come up with for why she is doing this is that she lives to serve him, to gain his acceptance by completing any task, no matter how humiliating or extreme, he gives. She becomes even more aroused from this realization, and by the time she is back at the entrance of the school, her juices are flowing down her thighs.
When Erica reaches the front door she finds a note, written by her master, taped to it. The note reads:
"Drop the bag a foot in front of the door, and then go stand to the left of the painted wall memorial on the side of the building. Wait for me to retrieve you, and bring you back inside."
Doing as she is told, Erica drops the bag and begins to head towards the side of the school. Though she knows that the side of the building is more hidden from view, she is worried about how much longer she will have to remain, in this state, outside. As she is heads towards her new destination she hears the door open, she does not turn around to look, knowing full well that doing so would result in punishment. All she can hope is that the person opening the door is her master, and not a co-worker early to work. Although, as quickly as the door opened, it slams shut, almost mockingly. She continues walking, wanting to look back but not daring too, and reaches the side of the building. She turns the corner, then stops and stands next to the memorial. As she is waiting she hears footsteps approaching from around the corner, luckily the figure that emerges from around the corner is her master a not a curious co-worker. As he appears from around the corner she noticed that he is carrying a sheet of white copy paper with him. Erica wonders what it was for, if it is more instructions. He slowly approaches her, and attaches the paper, with tape, right in the center of her chest, between her perky, b-cup breasts. She glances to try and read the sign; after a few seconds she figures out that it says, "Ms. Reeves" in bold black letters. While she is wondering why he has taped this paper on her with her professional name on it, he positions her so she is standing to the side of the memorial. As he steps back, and pulls out his camera, it becomes clear to her that the paper is there as an identifier of who is posing in the picture. He takes his time framing up the picture to make sure it comes out perfectly. Once he is satisfied, he returns to Erica and reapplies the blindfold.
With the paper still attached to her chest, and her eyes completely covered, he reattaches the leash and begins to lead her back to the front of the school and inside. As she submissively follows his lead, Erica begins to daydream. She starts thinking about how last night she did not expect to be doing the extremely, dangerous tasks that she has so far been completing. When her master told her that he wanted her to submit to him at her school, she thought that he would have her perform in the safety of her classroom. Never did she expect to be asked to perform the way she has all over school, inside and out. That is why she is drawn to him though, why she knows she will never disobey him. She can never anticipate what he is planning next, which excites her while simultaneously scares her. All she knows is that he owns her and what he says is law.
She is snapped out of her dream state by a sharp tug on the leash downward, causing her to fall to her knees. From above her, he asks if she knows where they are. Erica shakes her head no in shame of not knowing. He responds be telling her that it is ok, they are back in her classroom, and he will be releasing her soon. She is both relieved and saddened by the news. She does not want to be released even though soon her colleagues will begin arriving; she wants to continue adhering to his commands. While she battles over this conundrum, he interrupts her thoughts by informing her that she has to complete two more tasks before he releases her, and lets her go about her "regular" day. Excited she is not to be released from his control yet, she listens closely to his next instructions. His first instruction, her first task, is for her to lean over, and squish her nose into the carpeted floor. He also instructs her to raise her ass as high in the air as she can while keeping her face on the floor. She does as she is told, and immediately feels him kick at her knees, letting her know that he wants her to spread them wider. Once her knees are spread to his liking, he begins the process of applying lube to her tender asshole. When he feels she is properly lubed, he reaches into his black bag and produces a medium sized, hot pink, butt plug. He informs her that he is going to plug her hole, and any resistance from her will result in punishment; to be dealt out another day. With that he begins by placing the tip at her entrance, and with firm pressure begins to slide it in. As it gets to its widest point Erica lets out a deep moan which is muffled by the gag. Ignoring her sounds, he continues to push the invader in until it reaches its hilt, and is completely buried in her ass. With the plug securely inserted into her tight rectum he leaves to grab a black magic marker. Having her remain in her kneeling position, he returns and writes on her lower back. He does not tell her what he has written, but instead helps her to her feet and instructs her to remain still while he prepares to leave.
Erica stands motionless as she hears her master begin to gather his supplies. She hears him leave and wonders if he is coming back. The longer he is gone the more she worries he has left her there in such an awkward state. After a few minutes, and a few moments of regret, he returns to her; she is breathing heavily through the gag, but relieved he is back. As he approaches her he orders her to turn around and have her back face him. Doing as she is told, she feels him fiddling with the cuffs. He releases her hands and has her turn back around to face him. He then re-cuffs her hands together in front of her, and then informs her that he is leaving. He instructs her that she is to count to one hundred, starting once he exits the room and shuts the door, and when done to remove her blindfold and read the paper that he has handed her to complete her last challenge for the morning. Before he moves away he asks her if she understands; with a nod of her head he exits the room.
Erica silently counts to one hundred and then removes her blindfold. Upon her eyes adjusting to the flood of light she becomes very much aware of the fact that she is not in her classroom, but instead she was in the school's library. Coming to terms with the realization that she is not where she expected to be, Erica quickly glances at the clock on the wall and sees that it is now a quarter to seven. She then opens the folded piece of paper in her hands to read her master's instructions.



"As you may realize, you are not in your class, but I can assure you that your clothing for the rest of the day is. You are to go to your classroom where you will find more instructions and your clothes. Hurry up though; you never know when someone will arrive."
Frantically, Erica quickly and awkwardly, due to her hands being cuffed, heads out of the library towards her room. Every step she takes only heightens her arousal caused by the plug buried inside her ass. She gets to her room without any issues, except for a sloppy wet vagina, and immediately locates the clothes as well the further instructions on her desk. He must have put them there during that time he left her alone in the library the first time. She notices that the clothing he has provided her is simply a white, floral print sundress and nothing else. Accepting the fact that she will be wearing so little she picks up her next set of instructions and reads:
"Congrats, you have found your clothes, but as you can see the key for your handcuffs are not here. Unfortunately for you I forgot to leave them on your desk in my rush to get out of their before seven. However, on my way out I did manage to leave them inside of your school mail cubby. So before you can get dressed you will have to get those keys. When you are free you can put on the dress, but you are not to remove the plug. It is to remain inside of you for the remainder of the day. Also, I have your car keys so you will not be able to leave for any reason until I return at the end of the day. Good luck, and be quick."
A little put off by what she has to do, Erica glances at the clock and sees that it is ten till so she will have to hurry. All of the teachers' mail cubbies are located near the front entrance, so this task will be risky. Going up there would mean a great possibility of someone arriving and seeing her, but not going means she will be unable to get dressed. Without much hesitation she makes her way out of the room and towards the front of the school. She leaves her dress on the desk, feeling ok that if she can make it up there without incident, that she can make it back.
Two minutes later, Erica reaches her mail cubby and it looks as if the coast is clear. She grabs the keys, and turns to head back. She does not think it to be a good idea to spend too much time in the front trying to unlock her locks; she will do that in the relative safety of her own classroom. As she is turning around to head back, she hears the sound of keys jiggling, and she realizes that someone has arrived at school already. Erica immediately starts to run, but with the high heels and her hands cuffed together, it is a bit trickier than she expected. Fortunately, she is able to get into the hallway and out of sight of the front door before whoever showed up entered the building. Erica, with her heart racing, makes it back to her room safely and immediately starts to unlock the cuffs. After a bit of maneuvering, her hands are free and she is able to begin working on the lock for the ball gag. It takes a few more seconds, but eventually she gets it unlatched. With her jaw a little achy she quickly slips on the sundress. The dress reaches to about mid thigh, so she will have to be careful not to expose herself trough out the day. Trying to compose herself, Erica looks around the room and thinks to herself if there is anything she is forgetting that could get her in trouble. She stuffs the hand cuffs and the gag into the bottom drawer of her desk, when she looks up she sees the passage he had her write at the start of the morning still in full view on the white board. She quickly scurries to the board and erases it.
To be continued...
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I am not a lesbian. At least I never thought of myself as one. Even now I don't feel I am one, but my recent experiences have made me realize that no matter what gender, I am willing to serve a dominant; a master.
As a high school English teacher I have always thought I was the one in control; that I was the leader. In the case of this last school year and a very confident student, my outlook of myself has changed.
Being a young, attractive female teacher in a high school, I am well aware of the thoughts that go through the minds of students and colleagues. I know full well that I get my share of interested stares from the opposite sex and an equal number of jealous looks from females. My beauty has always been a tool I have used to my advantage; my power.
At the beginning of the last school year I began to lose that power to that one confident student I mentioned; her name was Sage Winfield. I took notice of her unnatural confidence, as well as her natural beauty, immediately. When she entered my class room for the first time, she did it with such grace and purpose; as if she knew she was in control of everything, and everyone around her. The following is a full account of my submission to her as my mistress.
Sage most certainly owned whatever room she happened to be in. However it was never in a way that seemed cocky or stuck up, just confident. On the first day of school she waited after class, sitting upright in her chair, until everyone else left for lunch; leaving me and her alone. Thinking she needed something I asked her if anything was a matter. Her response was no, she just wanted to see me without anyone around. Quizzically I asked what she meant. She in turn asked if I would be available after classes for some one on one help. I informed her, as I would any other student, that I am indeed available after class periods, before lunch, and at the end of the day. With that she smiled and said that would be satisfactory before turning to leave the room.
Her last statement seemed as though what I had said pleased her. My availability was satisfactory? At first I thought nothing of it; I just took it in and finished teaching the rest of my classes. It wasn't until I was sitting at home that I really began to go over what she had said. As a twenty six year old women I have never had an experience in which a simple statement has caused me to ponder it's meaning which such deep thought. With my analyzing of Sage's statement I began to think more about her as a person; more about her confidence, her beauty. This simple statement was causing me to spend the entire night just thinking about Sage, and I soon realized that it was having some unexpected effects on me.
I began to become very warm, as thoughts of Sage flowed through my mind. A sense of eagerness fueled my thoughts, which were quickly becoming desires. I was in unusual state of arousal; my breathing became more rapid and I soon felt my crotch dampen. These feelings both scared me and spurred me on to delve deeper into the reason behind them. I came to the conclusion that because Sage has her innate confidence, as well as her stunning beauty, that this is why I began to think about her, but it was her as a whole that interested me. I was drawn to her, to know more about her, to better connect with her. I felt that in doing so I would become better; that connecting with her I would be enlightened. All of these feelings were prompted by one single meeting with a new student. I made it my goal after that long night of self investigation to do whatever it took to become that better person, to connect with Sage. No matter the means or the end, I knew it was the journey to come that would be the important part, the thing that my life was missing.
The next day, as classes began, my mind was still with Sage. I do not know how I managed to get through those early classes, but somehow I did. The class Sage was in, or as I was starting to believe, Sage's class, was the last one before the lunch break. When she entered the room she had my attention, though I tried to not make it too obvious as to let on to the other students. Confident as always, she strolled into class wearing a long flowing dress with her leather bag hanging off her shoulder. The dress was a modest, cotton black one with some floral stitch work at the bottom which hung to just below her ankles. She looked beautiful and radiant; it took much effort on my part to pull my eyes away from her and began the lesson. I focused hard on the lesson and before I knew it the bell was ringing, and the students began to file out to go to lunch. All except Sage, she once again remained seated while the others hustled to leave. When it was just me and her left she once again approached my desk were I was seated behind. This time however she spoke first, asking me if she could ask a personal question. I replied by telling her normally that would be inappropriate, but for her to go ahead and ask away; I would decide if it was too personal to answer. She asked if she could know my first name, justifying her wanting to know by informing me that she liked to feel as though she had a connection with her teachers which would help her learn more efficiently. Her use of the word "connection" made it seem as though she was inside my head. That is exactly what I desired, but it couldn't be what she actually was implying.
Either way I answered her question without a thought, I told her my first name, Cynthia. I even went a step further and informed her that if it made her any more comfortable she could use it instead of my professional name, Ms. Watts, whenever we happen to be alone. She seemed pleased by this, and responded with a smile and stating that she has a feeling that the two of us being alone would be a common event. With that she left once again for lunch, just as she had yesterday. Once again I was left to try and decipher what the true meaning of her last statement was. This time however, I did not wait until I was home to begin analyzing her words, I spent the rest of the afternoon's open moments sitting and pondering.
Throughout the rest of my day I wondered what exactly Sage had meant by us being alone was going to be a common event. Was she feeling the way I was? Did she what a connection with me like the one I desired to have with her? These questions kept replaying in my head, and I couldn't get over the fact that I, the elder woman, was being drawn towards wanting to be closer to a younger woman; a student no less.
By the end of classes my mind was clouded with all the different scenarios that could play out between Sage and me. Just as I was shaking myself out of the fog and gathering my things to leave, there was a knock at my door. I got up to open it to see who it could be, and to my surprise, as well as my enjoyment, it was Sage. Upon opening the door, she said nothing, but instead confidently entered the room and proceeded to sit on top of one of the first row desks. Instinctively, I closed the door and went over to greet her. However, before I could get a word out Sage spoke to me, asking a question.
"Cynthia, how do you see me?"
I smiled when I heard her use my first name and responded, without thinking, stating my true feelings.
"I see you as extremely confident, bright, an intoxicating source of curiosity, and of course radiantly beautiful."
It just came out, no thought behind it at all. Those were my true feelings and because I felt such a connection with Sage I did not worry how what I said sounded, or how she would take it. Her response was how I expected it to be; cool and calm.
"Cynthia, it seems as though you think very highly of me. Some would say your statement implies strong feelings towards me. How should I take what you have just revealed to me?"
"I do think highly of you, very high, and it scares me to admit that I do believe I am beginning to develop feelings for you. Since our first encounter I can't stop thinking about you. I desire to connect with you on any level you may allow me to. If this is too much I am sorry, I just don't want a chance to be with you, or even near you, be wasted."
"Cynthia, what you have just explained to me in no way scares me. Quite the opposite in fact; what you expressed pleases me. For I have been expecting it, maybe not as fast as it has occurred, but I have been expecting it. See, I have known of you since last year; I would see you in the halls of this school and wonder what it be like to control you, to make you the person I knew you could become. I requested your class, even though I don't need any more English credits. I wanted the chance to test my theory about you. My theory being that you would make an excellent submissive, I see it as your true nature. So my question for you Cynthia is do you want that connection, the connection to me as my submissive? Is that not truly the connection you desire?"
What she had just said shocked me. I never expected her to be as fourth coming as she had been. But I guess that is her nature; always confident. It took me some time to process what she was proposing. She apparently understood the feelings I was having far better than I did. I was still unsure what I meant by a connection with her. All I knew was I wanted one; I just couldn't comprehend what that entitled. If her view of me was correct, that I was someone who was to be a submissive, why had I not realized it? Maybe my feelings toward her were submissive in nature; I did feel as though what she represented as a whole was right and that knowing her, following her, would make me better. Does this mean I do indeed want to become her submissive? My heart says yes, and my brain, though coming up with reasons why it would be wrong, is also pushing towards accepting Sage's offer. After a long silence in which I processed everything in my head, I answered.
"Yes. That is what I want."
"Excellent. To hear you admit your understanding of your true self pleases me very much Cynthia. However, I must ask one more thing to confirm your comprehension about what you are agreeing to. Do you understand that to be my submissive you must turn over all control of your life to me? I will allow no restrictions; you are to do as I say and follow my commands at all times, no matter the situation. Is this clear Cynthia?"
This time my answer was quick. I needed no time to think it through.
"Yes, I understand completely. It is clear to me what is expected."
"Well Cynthia, all I ask of you now is to prove it. Tell me in your own words what it is you want."
"I want to turn my life over to you; for you to have complete power over me. I want to be you're submissive, because I know that being your submissive will make me a better person."
"That is perfect. Let me now go over the ground rules of our relationship together in which you must always abide by or else there will no longer be an 'us'. First, you are to always refer to me as mistress. Second, you may never disobey any direct commands I give you. Lastly, anytime I feel you have not served me as you should, I will punish you. These three rules are constants, but more may be added if I deem it necessary is this understood?"
"Yes mistress."
"Very well, now for your first test; a test to see how committed you truly are to being my sub, to doing exactly as I say. Cynthia, I want you to remove your clothes and kneel in front of me, placing your hands behind you head. Doing so will show exactly how far you are willing to submit, and to be my sub I will need full submission."
I was stunned at how quickly things were progressing. I knew I had to do as she commanded or else I would lose the chance to connect with her. However, doing what was asked would be dangerous, and uncharacteristic of a teacher. This being understood, I knew what I had to do, what I wanted to do. I proceeded to complete her command. I removed my blouse first, unbuttoning the front and exposing the white cotton bra that concealed my breasts. Sliding it off my shoulders, I let it slip to the floor at my feet and began to unzip my black pencil skirt. It too quickly fell to my feet and I stepped out of it. I was now standing in front of a student, who was now my mistress, wearing only a pair of black flats, my bra, and a matching pair of bikini cut panties. I then bent down to remove my shoes, releasing my feet to stand bare on the cool surface of the tile floor. Reaching behind me, I unclasped my bra causing it to spring open before sliding down my arms to gather with the building pile that was the rest of my clothes. My last step was to remove my panties, which I did by hooking my thumbs under the waist band and rolling them done my thighs until they fell on their own to pool at my ankles. I quickly stepped out of them and took my position kneeling in front of my mistress with hands behind my head, interlocking my fingers. It was both nerve racking as well as liberating to be in that my position; that position being naked on my knees in my own classroom while in front of a student of mine. If it had not been for my door being closed, anyone walking the halls would have been able to see that I was completely exposed. My nerves were on edge and my body shivered as I awaited further instructions from my mistress.
Deliberately taking her time, Sage slowly circled me. She examined me closely without saying a word. The silence was only adding to my now building arousal. When she was behind me she bent down and picked up the pile of my discarded clothes before continuing her circle back to the front of me. Setting my clothes down on top of a desk, she began to go through them as if deciding what to do with them. After looking through them for a while she spoke.
"Cynthia, your ability to quickly follow my instructions makes me happy. You should never worry about anything I have you do. You should always trust that it is for the best, though sometimes it may not look that way at first. From looking at your clothing, I get the sense that you have a good sense of style and fashion. However, from this point on what you wear will be my decision. That is why I had you remove your clothes. Your submission to me must start from a clean slate. Now that this has been accomplished, we can move on with our next step. For this you must remain as you are as I retrieve my bag from my locker. I will be taking your clothes with me as a way to make sure you don't get any ideas of getting dressed. You will have to trust that I will return. Be good my Cynthia, and remember you are to remain in that position until I return."
With that she turned at left the room, thankfully closing the door behind her. I was now left in my state only able to think about everything that is happening and that has happened. To wonder and worry about all the different scenarios that could unfold. A colleague of mine could walk in and find me naked and kneeling, or another student could come by looking for something they may have left behind. All of which were totally plausible scenarios, this was a public building after all. It wasn't as if I was submitting in the privacy of my own home or even a motel room by that matter. I had to trust in Sage that everything was going to be fine, no matter what. She was testing me once again; testing my commitment to her as my mistress. I was alone like this for almost five minutes according to the clock hanging on the wall directly in front of me before Sage returned.
She returned as promised, with her bag hanging over her shoulder and my clothes tucked under her opposite arm. Upon entering the room, she closed the door, locking it from the inside, and placed my clothes atop of the book shelf located on the wall next to the door. She walked towards me stopping at the front row of desks and positioning her bag on one of the desktops while sitting down into its connected chair. From her bag she pulled out a digital camera and set it on the desk next to her before addressing me.
"Cynthia, will you please stand up and drop your hands to your side, it is time for some pictures."
Quickly, I stood up to follow my mistress' order. Once I was in a position of her liking, she picked up the camera and took a picture of my standing in front of her. It was nothing fancy; just a basic picture of me standing nude in my classroom. Wow, how quickly things progressed. Sage did however make sure that I kept a big smile on my face; she said that everyone should smile when they are getting their picture taken.
"Okay Cynthia, let me have you bend over your desk, with your ass facing me, and make sure to spread your legs a bit so the camera can capture the whole scene."
I spun around and took up my new position; this was really starting to get to me, my pussy was soaking wet and I could feel that my temperature was up. Sage casually snapped off some more photos, every once in a while changing her position to get different angles.
"Cyn, reach back with your hands and spread yourself apart, I need to get a couple of really open shots."
Again, I did as I was told; reaching back I pulled open my cheeks exposing myself even more if that was even possible. I know for sure she was getting some great shots of my wide open vagina and asshole. If someone told me a month ago that this was what I would be doing after the third day of school I would have thought they were crazy. Now that it is happening though, I don't wish to be doing anything else. This is what I was meant to do; what I was meant to be. This is my role in life; the sub of an eighteen year old high school mistress.
"Alright Cyn, I think I got enough pictures of you looking like a total slut and it is getting pretty late, I should be getting home. However, before I go there are few things we need to go over. First, you are to wear the shortest skirt you own tomorrow for work, pair it up with a nice blouse; something that really shows off your breasts. Second, I want you to shave off your pubic hair; it will make you feel and look more subordinate. Third, no panties or bra tomorrow, this will keep you on edge as well as keep you open for any advances I may want to take. Fourth, keep your lunch break clear as well as after school, I have a couple of fun tasks in mind for you. Lastly, just so you don't think you're free for the rest of the night from my control, you are to go home wearing only your bra and panties, I'll take your skirt, top, and shoes with me to make sure you do not chicken out. Upon your arrival home you are to call my cell phone for further instructions. Are we clear on what is to be done?"
"Yes mistress. But how do expect me to leave here in only my bra and panties, what if someone sees me?"
"Cynthia, I have all the faith in you that you can accomplish this task, if not you will know what not to do next time. Now, what are you my dear?"
"I am your submissive mistress."
"Very good, but from now on, you are to say that you are my sub slut, that only leaves to serve me. Well have fun getting home tonight and don't forget to call."
With that, she turned and left the room; grabbing my clothes off the bookcase as she exited the room. When she left this time however, she left my classroom door open. I had to quickly scamper over and close it before anyone passed by. Once it was closed and locked, I took some time to steady my nerves. My head was spinning and the weight of the evening seemed to hit me all at once.
I leaned back against my door and began to reflect how I got to where I am now. The day started out like any other, except for the fact that I couldn't get the thought of Sage out of my head. My thoughts of her were not in the least bit sexual, just thoughts about her; who she is, why she had this effect on me. I in no way expected to be in the position I now found myself. However, now that I am in this position I get a sense that this is meant to be. I feel as though I have found what has been missing in my life, and now that I have found it I am not going to let it go. My whole body feels alive, and from how soaked my crotch is I am definitely aroused. Accepting my new position, and understanding that it was truly what I wanted as well as needed, I began to explore my arousal. My hands slid down my bare chest caressing my firm breast. Squeezing and massaging my perky twins fueled my fire and I soon had a hand snaking its way towards my overflowing box. My fingers instantly disappeared within slippery confines of my snatch and I began to slowly finger myself, spurring my passion further. Soon my other hand found its home rubbing my love button with the intent of making me climax. I was lost within myself to everything around me as I leaned naked against the door to my classroom pleasuring myself as if I would never be able to again. My hands were a blur of movement and within moments my orgasm exploded causing my already soaking pussy to flood further and my body to spasm uncontrollably. I let out a deep moan as the most electric orgasm I have ever had subsided. I had never felt more free or drained in my whole life as I slowly slid down to the floor and basked in the afterglow of such a magical moment.



As I began to come to, I realized my hands were still clutching my now sticky pussy. I let go and brought the fingers that were inside of me to my mouth to taste my climax. My juices were sweet yet salty; they tasted like nothing I have ever had before, but at the same time I knew what I tasted was the best thing on earth. I had never been so aroused, never had such a powerful orgasm, and never pleasured myself anywhere but my bedroom. I was on cloud nine, and the only thing I could think about was how my new relationship with Sage brought all of this about. I stood back up and began to get myself together. I grabbed some baby wipes I keep in a cabinet and somewhat attempted to clean myself up. My thighs were coated with my juices as too were my hands; I was also a little sticky with sweat. Cleaned, I then grabbed my panties and bra before heading to my desk to gather my bag and keys to head home for the night. I looked up at the clock and saw that it was seven o'clock which meant I was likely the last teacher remaining in the building. Being a Wednesday, most teachers usually leave no later than five. The only people that should be at the school are the janitors. From the times I have stayed late I know that there are two janitors and they usually arrive at about five o'clock, in which they begin working on the second floor first. Since my room is on the first floor I was confident that I could make it to my car without being seen by anyone.
Slipping on my undergarments, I slung my bag over my shoulder and with keys in hand started on my risky adventure. If I was to be caught by anyone it would most certainly mean my job would be in question. I slowly opened my door and peeked out into the hallway. The coast looked clear so I took my chance and stepped into the tiled hall. Cautiously I made my way towards the exit, making sure to check each classroom I passed to ensure no other teacher was present. I also kept my ears tuned for any sound that could be the janitors cleaning. My heart was racing with adrenaline and I soon became determined to make it to my car. Worry was the furthest thing from my mind; it was the thrill of the moment that was driving me on. As I progressed down the hall, further away from the safety of my room, my pace began to quicken as I began to gain confidence in my ability to complete my task. Within a matter of moments I was able to reach the door which exited to the parking lot, my journey was nearing its end and the whole time I was spurred on by the idea that at any second I would be found; my body was once again shaking with excitement. I pushed open the exit door and gazed upon the empty lot. It was dark out, the parking lot was only being lit by a few spread out lights, but I was able to see my car sitting alone a few hundred feet away. That was all that was left to my trek; a few hundred feet and I would be within the sanctuary of my car. Taking a deep breath I scurried across the open lot towards my car. Fortunately, the faculty's parking lot is located on the backside of the school, away from view of the main road to the school. As I reached my car I quickly unlocked and opened my door, then slipped inside and sat down in the driver's seat.
I took a few seconds to come down from my thrilling high of the moment, before putting my bag onto the passenger seat and starting my car. As I let my engine warm up a bit, I once again reflected on my night and once again realized I was aroused. The fabric making up the front of my panties was drenched with excitement. Unfortunately, this time I did not pleasure myself, though I wanted to, because I knew I was lucky not to have been caught and that it was a good idea for me to get home before my luck changed.
Since I live rather close to the school, my journey home was not too dangerous, but still very exciting. Also, because I have a garage attached to my house I knew it would be easy for me to get inside my house without a chance of being seen in only my underwear. During my drive home though, I began feel proud of myself; proud that I was able to do everything that my mistress asked of me. I now understood why I wanted to be closer to Sage; she gave off this vibe that she knew what she knew was doing and that it was right. I wanted that feeling and I knew that following Sage's orders as her submissive would grant me that feeling. If I did what she wanted believing she knew what was right, I would become a better person and get the feeling that I was doing something that was in a sense more right than what I would normally do. This awakening reaffirmed what I was doing and what I committed myself to; I was meant to be Sage's sub slut.
Once inside my house, I dropped my bag and immediately headed to grab the phone so I could call Sage. It rang only once before she answered.
"Good evening Cynthia, my little sub slut, how was your trip home from school?"
"Everything went well mistress; I made it home without being seen. It made me so excited to be in such a dangerous situation mistress."
"I am glad to hear that you made it home safely and that you enjoyed yourself. Did you pleasure yourself?"
"Yes, right before I left my classroom mistress. Should I not have done that mistress?"
"No, it is fine that you did. It is to be expected after what you experienced today. But, from here on out you are to only pleasure yourself when I give you permission. Is that clear slut?"
"Yes mistress."
"Good, now for the rest of the night you are not to pleasure yourself. Also, don't forget to shave that pussy of yours and to get your outfit ready for tomorrow, we are going to have a lot of fun. Goodnight and sleep will Cynthia, I'll see you tomorrow."
"Goodnight mistress."
She hung up the phone and I was left to fantasize about what kind of fun we would be having tomorrow. I went to the bathroom and got the shower running. It would feel good to get cleaned up after everything. Once again I stripped down; I was starting to get used to and enjoy my nakedness. Running my hand across my mound I felt my dampness and the soft patch of hair I had sitting above it. I stopped before I got too carried away, grabbed my razor and got into the shower. I took my time in the shower, enjoying the heat from the water splashing against my skin. Letting the suds from the soap wash over my body, I reached for my razor. With a swift stroke of the blade I begin to remove my curly locks. In seconds they were all gone, and I was bare as the day I was born. I resisted the urge to pleasure myself, knowing it would be against my mistress' wishes, and I instead turned off the shower before stepping out to dry off.
After I dried myself off I hung my towel up and went into my bedroom to get my clothes laid out for tomorrow. Sage wanted me to wear the shortest skirt I owned so I searched through my limited collection of skirts looking for my shortest. Being a teacher, I didn't have a large selection of short skirts but I did finally settle on one that would fit the bill. The skirt I choose was a straight hanging, black cotton skirt that fell to just below the middle of my thigh. I would never have chosen to wear such a skirt to work prior to becoming Sage's sub because of its length; I would not have been comfortable teaching in it. Now though, I feel I most wear it, and that in doing so it would be for the best. As for my blouse, I choose a long sleeve, button down, collard, purple top. I choose purple because it would be less revealing then say a white one, but it was a bit tight which did a good job of accentuating my bra-less breasts. Finishing off my outfit, feeling a little bit sexy, I picked out a pair of two inch black heels. I would definitely be drawing a lot more looks in this outfit.
By the time I got my outfit put together it was nine thirty and I was exhausted from the day. I decided it would be best to get a good night's sleep so I slid into bed and within minutes was out cold; dreaming thoughts of Sage as I drifted off.
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The next few hours go by normally, considering the fact that she is not wearing any underwear, there is a butt plug inside of her, and that she has to teach fifth graders all day. Throughout the morning she has a hard time concentrating, but is able to get through it and eventually begins to become more comfortable as her lunch break nears. While her students are working quietly on a worksheet at their desks, Erica sits down at her desk to log some grades into her computer. As she sits the plug presses deeper into her rectum, making her pussy become moist. With this feeling stirred she decides to check her e-mail before entering grades to try and focus herself. When she logs into her personal e-mail account she immediately sees that her master has sent her a message. She nervously opens it, not knowing what to expect. The message reads:
"Just checking in to see how my slave's day is going. Did anyone catch you this morning, or was it business as usual?"
Erica immediately responds, and tells him that other than a little scare when getting the keys, everything else went by pretty smoothly and that also she has had a hard time concentrating. Sending off the message she minimizes the screen to begin logging grades, but before she can get too involved in the grades a notification pops up on her screen letting her know that she has a new message in her inbox. Shocked at how quickly her master has responded, she opens the window and reads the message.
"It is a little disappointing to find out that nothing interesting has happened, but I think we can change that. If I am not wrong, I believe your lunch break is in a few minutes, and I have a task for you to complete during it. Once your students have all left for lunch you are to go to the restrooms at the far end of the school. Once there, you are to enter the last stall and remove your dress; leaving it on the floor at your feet. When you are naked unlatch the stall door and turn to face the toilet. You are then to bend over at the waist and remove your plug. With it out you are to stand up straight, push open the stall door, and move within its threshold. Then insert the plug into your mouth and take a picture of yourself with your digital camera that is in your top desk drawer; making sure to get at least one of the mirrors behind in the frame. Once you have taken the picture, re-insert the plug into your ass and put on your dress. The door is to remain open until you have re-dressed. Finally, return to your classroom and send me the picture as proof. Also, I have attached some pictures for you to look at while you wait for your break."
In complete shock Erica opens up the first attached picture to try and help process what she has just been ordered to do. The picture pops open onto the screen and it is the one he took of her standing naked in front of the white board to start the day. She is amazed at how submissive she looks standing nude in a spot where normally she lectures students on the different topics of the school day. It is that moment that she realizes just how deep into this new life she is, how she no longer cares what happens, as long as she is serving her master, she is happy. Erica clicks through the remaining pictures her master has captured of her throughout her adventurous morning. All of which are of her in different positions, naked and looking like a complete slut; she loves everything about them. With the pictures having the desired effect on her that her master was hoping for, the lunch bell rings and Erica leads her students out of the classroom to lunch.
On her way back she can feel the dampness of her sex begin to coat her inner thighs. She stops at her classroom to retrieve her camera and with it in hand she makes her way towards the restrooms on the other side of the school. He has chosen these restrooms intentionally because they are the only ones on the property that require having to go outside to access them. They are normally used by the students when they are at recess so they don't have to come inside; meaning she will have only about fifth-teen minutes to complete his task before the students are released from the lunch room for their lunch recess.
It takes only a minute or two for Erica to reach her destination, and she takes no time to ponder her situation prior to entering the "girl's" room. She needs every second of time she can get to safely perform what her master is asking of her. Immediately, Erica goes towards the stall her master has instructed her to go to, setting the camera down on top of the toilet's tank, and removing her dress once she was within the confines of the stall. She feels no need to shut the door only to open it again to continue with her task. Without hesitation, she positions herself in the threshold of the stall doorway and bends over while reaching back behind her to pull out the plug buried inside of plump rear. It takes a bit of effort, but within seconds the hot pink intruder is dislodged from its resting place. Following her master's orders to a tee, Erica takes the plug and instantly inserts it into her mouth. Knowing it had just been inside her ass only turns her on further; making her feel like the true filthy slut she is, spurring her on to continue. With the plug secured inside her salivating mouth, she reaches out for the camera and angles her body to try and get the mirrors over sinks in the shot.
After the first attempt, she realizes that in her current position such a task would be unachievable; she will have to step out into the open area of the room in order to successfully capture both her and a mirror in one shot. Determined and brave, she steps out further into the open area of the restroom and takes a picture of her making sure, this time, to get a mirror in the background. She returns to the stall, but before getting dressed she looks at the picture. Her exposure in the shot seems only to ignite a flame inside her body because upon seeing herself looking like a true submissive, slut she wants to press her luck further with another, more risky picture. This time she decides to get real brave and take a picture of herself, with the plug still in her mouth, next to the door leading out of the restroom. Since she knows that there is still some time until lunch recess, and that most of the other teachers are usually in the faculty lounge or their classrooms, she is confident that her risk is not as bad as it may seem. She hurries to set herself up and at first decides the best way to get the shot will be to shoot her reflection in the mirror, but then decides against such an approach; figuring it would be easier, sexier, and more dangerous if she shot it from in front of her while she holds the door open, capturing a mirror behind her head as well as a reflection back of her looking as if she was exiting the room. After taking a moment to reassure herself of her decision, Erica successfully takes the picture, and scrambles back to the stall and her discarded dress. Filled with a buzz of nervous excitement, and pleased with her new picture, she takes the plug out of her mouth and reinserts it into her ass before getting dressed in order to make it back to her room with enough time to upload and send the picture to her master.
As she walks back towards her class room, she fells a sense of accomplishment; her body fells electric, and she can't believe what she has just done. Her pussy is practically flooding down the inside of her thighs, coating them with arousal. Never has she felt so proud of herself before, due largely because of the fact that the task she had just completed was her first ever done on her own, and away from the safety of her home. Erica smiles the whole way back to her classroom, knowing she has served her master well.
Once inside her classroom the bell, indicating that lunch recess has begun, rings letting her know that she has approximately fifth-teen minutes left to get the picture to him. She calmly sits down behind her computer and begins to upload the picture. Upon completion of the upload, Erica notices that at the angle of which the picture was taken, the message her master wrote on her back is visible. With a quick edit job to reverse the picture, she is able to clearly read what he has written on her. She is shocked at what she reads:
"My name is Erica Reeves. I am a teacher. I am a dumb slut. I love to be humiliated. See me at teacherslut.net."
Reading the message gives her mixed emotions; she is both sexually excited and scared as to its meaning, at the same time. She knows full well that the first four lines are in fact true; for she has stated those exact phrases many times of her own free will. It is the last line that has Erica confused; the line stating she can be seen at teacherslut.net. As far as Erica knows no such site exists, nor does she have any knowledge that see can be seen on such a site. Her master has always warned that he might post pictures of her on the web; was it a site he started to showcase his inventory of pictures he had of her? If so why would he write such a message on her back if she was to wear a dress covering it up? Was he planning on exposing her in public later? These are all the questions that where running through Erica's mind as she continued to gaze upon the picture she took for him. Also running through her head, were worries about anyone seeing similar pictures on the site listed on her back; if it existed. The one thing Erica is sure of however is that she has to finish her task and send the picture to him, or else risk harsh punishment. Pushing her thoughts and worries aside, she continues with the rest of his instructions and sends the picture to his e-mail.
For the rest of the lunch break, Erica just sits and ponders the message scrawled across her back in black ink. She is lost in a state of all most shock. However, before the break is over, she is able to come to terms with the message and whatever it may eventually entail. By understanding that whatever her master has in store for her, it is to be for the best and that she will in turn become stronger for it.
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I awoke the next morning to the sound of my alarm and felt rather refreshed. Getting out of bed I went about preparing myself for school and the fun, mysterious plans Sage had mentioned. I made sure to put extra effort into my appearance by putting on some extra makeup and doing more to my hair then just pulling it back into a pony tail. All done up I began to dress and as I slid up my short skirt I realized just how thrilling it would be to spend the day not wearing any panties to cover my newly shaven beaver. Once my top was on and tucked into place I slipped into the heels and topped off my look with a gold necklace, along with some sparkly earrings and a nice delicate bracelet. The way I had buttoned my blouse I was showing a bit of cleavage, allowing my necklace to lie against my skin just above my breasts. Before heading out, I gave myself one more look over in my full length mirror and could tell that I looked damn good; I definitely looked sexier than I had ever looked at school before. Satisfied with my appearance, I headed out to my car and towards school.
While in the car, I couldn't help but to touch myself. I felt so exposed in my little skirt and no panties. The smoothness of my bare pussy felt amazing, but I was able to control myself before I got too carried away. I in no way wanted to disobey any of Sage's orders. So I composed myself and continued on to school.
Upon my arrival, my heart began to beat a little harder and I became well aware of exactly how I looked to the eyes of others. This feeling fueled me to continue, pushing me to go on as if it was any other day. Heads turned as I walked through the halls to my classroom; everyone was trying to get their best look at me and I was enjoying every second.
As classes started I slowly began to forget how I was dressed and just focused on the lessons in which I was teaching. However, I must say that fourth period, Sage's class, was constantly on my mind. I wanted badly for time to speed up so I could be alone with her during lunch. Because of this, my day instead seemed to drag on; seconds felt like minutes and I started to get discouraged that Sage's class would never come.
Slowly but surely fourth period did arrive and no one could have been more relieved than I; all I had to do was get through my lecture with class and I would be free to submit to Sage. I noticed immediately when she entered, I always do; she was wearing cut off jeans shorts that accentuated her firm butt and a tight cotton t-shirt that fit like a glove to her trim torso. She looked amazing as always, and seemed to know it. When she entered my room, she hardly looked my way; Sage practically ignored me, causing me to want her attention that much more. I found myself trying to push out my chest, or flipping my hair in attempts to get my mistress' attention. All of which was to no avail however. If it hadn't been for the fact that I knew she was my mistress, and I her sub, I wouldn't have been able to tell that she even knew if I was present.
Determined to get to my time with Sage, I pushed through with the lecture and the following discussion, and unlike before the time seemed to fly by. The class was soon over as signified by the ringing of the lunch bell and the moment I had been looking toward to all morning was finally before me. I would finally get my chance to be alone with Sage; submitting to my mistress.
The rest of the class filed out as Sage took her time gathering her belongings. When she finally stood, she was the only one who remained in the room with me.
"Good morning Cynthia, my sub slut. How are you doing today?"
"Good morning mistress, I am doing well, I couldn't wait for this moment. All I hope is that my outfit suits your requirements. Is my skirt's length to your liking mistress?"
"Cynthia, the length of your skirt is relative. If it made you feel different while wearing it at school then its length is suitable. However, I must see if you followed the rest of my instructions, so would you please remove your clothes, leaving your heels on, to prove your compliance."
"Yes mistress, but should I close the door first?"
"No my slut, not now; I was going to do that for you, but since you are unable to do as I command, I feel it to be an appropriate punishment for you to have to undress while it is open. Is that clear my slut?"
"Yes mistress."
Scared and amazed by her forcefulness, I began to undress as not to further upset her. It was quite nerve racking to undress in my room with the door open while school was still in session. I had an open door policy with my students, meaning any time my door was open they were free to stop by and ask me questions about class topics. With the door being open a student could walk in at anytime. I pushed the thought aside and focused on getting my clothes off quickly to please my mistress. Within moments I was once again naked in my class room as I had been yesterday; this time though I was allowed to stand and keep my shoes on.
"Very good Cynthia, I see you are beginning to understand that when I tell you to do something I want it to be done immediately and without questions. Also, I am pleased to see you followed my instructions about not wearing any underwear and shaving your bush. If you would my slut, please bring your clothes over to me so we can begin our first fun assignment of the day."
"Yes mistress."
Sage was still standing at her desk which was four rows back from where I was and halfway to the open door. It scared me to have to move closer to the open entry, doing so meant the chance of exposing my nude form to anyone passing by would be higher. I bit the bullet however, not wanting to anger my mistress again, and proceeded to walk my clothes over to Sage.
"Thank you Cynthia, your ability to complete my command quickly shows your willingness to serve me. Now, please walk back to your desk and sit down in your chair."
"Yes mistress."
I returned to my desk and sat down just as she told me to. When I looked I saw that she had begun putting my clothes into her bag.
"Cynthia, I am hungry and am going to go to lunch. You are to remain at your desk until I return, which I promise will be before the next period starts. As for the door I am going to shut it so that you aren't completely on edge. Be a good little sub slut and I promise a reward."
With that she exited the classroom, closing the door behind her as she left, and holding my clothes in her bag. I was left stunned and still. I couldn't move; I was in a state of shock. My nerves were bouncing and my heart was racing. The only thing that calmed me down was the fact that she had closed the door. I wouldn't have to worry about anyone entering the classroom without knocking first. With this realization I began to get control of myself and my emotions. Now all I could do was to sit and wait. I kept wondering when Sage would come back; would she come back soon or would she wait until lunch was almost over to return. I had no way of knowing and this made me nervous, but more than that it made me excited. I became very aroused thinking about the different scenarios in which Sage would return. My pussy began to flood out onto my chair, but I didn't dare move. I did not want Sage to come back and catch me playing with myself. It took a lot of self control but I was able to hold off. Instead I watched the clock, and counted the seconds off in my head; counting down the time remaining for lunch and the keeping track of the length of time in which I sat there, alone and naked behind my desk.
With just about five minutes remaining for the lunch period my door opened and my heart dropped. Fortunately it was Sage, and she seemed to be happy. Closing the door behind her, she spoke.
"Hello Cynthia, how was your lunch break? Were you a good little sub slut?"
"Yes mistress."
"That is great Cyn. Well I guess I should reward you for your good behavior; get up on top of your desk, on your hands and knees, with your ass facing me."
"Yes mistress."
I quickly climbed atop my desk and positioned myself as directed by Sage. I felt very vulnerable in this position, as well as aroused. Hearing movement behind me I got the sense that Sage was approaching. She very softly let her hand slide across the roundness of my left buttock. Her touch felt amazing, but unfortunately ended too soon when she began to speak again.
"Cynthia, I think it is only appropriate that I grade you on your performance so far; to allow you an understanding of how I feel you have been meeting my standards. With that said you have been very obedient thus far, and except for your slight resistance earlier I still feel as though your ability to serve me is at an A level. So, for your reward I will present you with your grade."
Sage then reached forward and began to, what felt like to me, write on my left buttock.
"You may look back at your reward slut."
Turning my head to the left, I saw that she had indeed written on me. Sage had written, in thick black maker, the word "Behavior" followed by the letter "A" on my left ass cheek. Lifting my eyes I saw Sage holding a large permanent marker in one hand and my clothes in the other.
"I hope you are satisfied with your behavior grade Cyn, because after school you will work on your performance grade. Now get dressed before class starts; you wouldn't want anyone to catch you looking like a whore would you?"
"No mistress; thank you for my grade mistress."
I then got down off my desk and began to get dressed. While I dressed, I looked up at the clock and saw that the bell would be ringing at any second. Once my clothes were back on, the bell rang and Sage was no longer in my room. Within seconds, students began to file in.
The rest of the afternoon seemed to go by in a blur. I was constantly aware that I had been naked for the entire lunch period, and that I was extremely lucky that no one came into my room while I was. The thought of being so vulnerable got me hot and excited; I could feel my pussy becoming wetter as the day progressed. It was also a thrill to know that Sage had written on my naked butt and that at any point if my skirt would happen to lift up, not only would my ass be exposed but so too would my behavior grade. That would only add to the embarrassment and humiliation if such an event was to occur. Though such a thought did scare me, it also added to my arousal.
There were only two classes left in my day and I was able to speed through them on merely my excitement alone. Before I knew it the last school bell rang and my obligations as a teacher were over, now all I had to do was wait for my mistress to show up for our afterschool meeting. My excitement made it hard to focus on getting any work done; I just sat behind my desk waiting for Sage.
I waited, nervously for what felt like an eternity on Sage to appear at my door. After thirty minutes of waiting I began to fear she wasn't going to show; that she had decided not to meet me after school and did not feel I deserved a heads-up of her decision. With this fear in my head I began to impatiently pace back and forth behind my desk. When Sage had not shown up after forty minutes I began to gather up my belongings in preparation of leaving. When I was finally convinced that Sage was not coming, after forty-five minutes of nerve-racking waiting, I threw my bag over my shoulder and started for the door at three thirty. Just as I was reaching the doorway Sage stepped through it, almost colliding with me in my skittish rush to leave. Unmoved by our near crash of bodies, Sage simply smiled before opening her beautiful, plump mouth to speak.
"Well it seems somebody is in a hurry to leave. I hope my little sub slut isn't having second thoughts about our new relationship."
"No mistress, I just didn't think you were going to show up. I'm sorry for making such an irrational assumption mistress."
"I accept your apology slut, but for future reference, if I make a plan or say something, I one hundred percent mean it and stand by it. Now, let us not waste any more time and get down to why we are here; to evaluate you on your performance as a good little sub slut."
Sage turned to shut and lock the door to the room before continuing on.
"First thing I need you to do is strip down to your birthday suit, again leaving your heels on. Once you have removed your clothes I want you to place them inside of my bag before sitting down at your desk."
Doing as I was told I once again stripped down and made my way to sit down behind my desk. Once I was seated, Sage followed and proceeded to sit atop my desk, in front of me.
"Cynthia, for your performance grade you are going to orally pleasure me right here, right now. If you are unable to make me climax in five minutes you fail and will be punished; now if you would please remove my shorts and begin your task."
I eagerly obliged her command and quickly unsnapped her shorts, before sliding them off of her body. To my surprise, Sage was not wearing any underwear, and was sporting a sophisticated, well maintained, strip of pubic hair above her immaculate vagina. Her lips were perfectly proportionate to the rest of her pussy, and were the most delicious looking shade of pink one could want. Even though up to this point I had never thought about another woman's vagina in a sexual manner, or for that fact, been as close to one as I was then; I could not wait to dive face first into Sage's moist folds.
Filled with the desire to do as my mistress ordered, and the curiosity of going down on a woman, my tongue darted out and began to lick up the sweet juices that were coating the exposed area of her pussy. I may not have done such an act prior to this point in time, but I instinctively knew what to do; I did what I knew I liked and hoped that it would translate into pleasure for Sage. For the first few moments I slowly explored her wet slit with my tongue; letting it lick up and around the outside bits, and savoring the new taste of her arousal. While my tongue explored, Sage began to let out soft, subtle moans, indicating her enjoyment. This spurred me on to further my assault on her tender twat, and soon found myself burying my tongue deeper into her opening, wet snatch. Sage's moans became more pronounced and louder, as I realized I was on a time limit, spurring me to go in for the kill and start to flick my tongue across her clit. This immediately resulted in Sage bucking her hips and grunting aloud.
As my pace became faster and more centered on her clit, Sage too became more expressive, spouting out words of encouragement and profanities at the divine. After only a few moments of clitoral stimulation, she was climaxing; shaking and bucking as if she was going into a seizure, and her pussy just flooded my mouth as I continued to latch on for all I was worth.
Eventually, Sage came down from her orgasm smiled at me as she moved back to indicate to me that I was to stop. For being my first pussy eating experience I could not get enough, and gave her a puppy dog look as she got down from the desktop and slid her shorts back on before giving me further instructions.
"Well well my little obedient sub slut, you did a wonderful job, and certainly completed your task in the given time frame. As your reward for such an excellent performance I will now present you your grade. Reassume your grading position slut."
I speedily got on top of my desk and positioned myself on all fours facing away from my mistress. Sage then reached out and began to write out my grade, this time on my right butt cheek. Looking back I read to myself as she wrote: "performance A+". I felt very proud about myself and had a strong sense of accomplishment. As I remained atop my desk on all fours, basking in my moment of glory, Sage instructed me of what I was to do next.
"Now our time together has unfortunately come to an end, but they're still a few tasks I have for you to complete tonight on your own. First, I am going to take a picture of you as you are now, and then send it to you via your e-mail account for you to print out and hang on your fridge; something you can look at and be proud of. Next, I am going to leave, you are to count to fifty upon my exit before getting down and getting dressed. Lastly, I will post a shopping list on the outside of your door of items you are to purchase tonight before going home. It will take you going to several different stores to get everything, and you are required to get everything; the only thing I ask is that you call me once you purchase the last item on the list. Is everything I said understood my sub?"
"Yes mistress."
With that, Sage snapped off a picture, dropped my clothes on the floor, and exited the room. I counted to fifty as Sage had ordered and then got dressed, slipping my skirt and blouse on as I walked towards the door to retrieve the shopping list. She had taped it facing out into the hallway on my door, which allowed anyone who may have passed by as I was counting to see what was on it. The list was as follows:
-black fishnet thigh highs with a lace top
-a dark grey pencil skirt (Length just long enough to conceal the top of the thigh highs)
-pair off 4 inch black, pointed toed heels
-10 feet of rope
-3 feet of chain
-2 heavy duty key opened locks
-an eight inch hot pink, realistic dildo
-a strap on harness
-a black medium sized butt plug
-a large red ball gag
-a blind fold
-lube
As I read the list I became apparent that these items were to either be worn by me or used on me. To purchase these items I would have to go to at least three different stores; a lingerie store, a hardware store, and an adult toy store. The list excited me, and made me curious as to the meaning of some of the items. Most were self explanatory, but the rope, chain, and locks seemed a bit unusual. However, I did not focus too much on their meaning or use; rather I got focused on actually going out and getting them.
I proceeded to exit my room and head towards my car to begin my journey of purchasing the items on my mistress' list. It was now four o'clock and my first stop would be the hardware store, as it was the closest. I arrived shortly after leaving my school and upon entering the hardware store I immediately felt a cool draft of air rush up my skirt and send a shiver running through my body, reminding me of my lack of undergarments. My nipples instantly became rock hard and I became even more turned on to be carrying out the instructions of my mistress. I wondered the aisles of the store looking for the items I needed to pick up, having a tough time locating the rope and chains; the locks however, I found easily. Eventually, after minutes of searching I finally found the aisle that the rope and chain where both on, and after a bit of diligent shopping I was able to pick out the proper length for both.
With my items in hand I proceeded towards the checkout line. Being that it was the early evening there wasn't much of a wait and I was able to get out of there rather quickly. The lady who rang up my purchases did however ask me what I would be using my items for, and with a slight blush and a smile I told her what else but that I would be getting into some restraining. With that I paid her and strolled out to my car to head to my next destination; the lingerie store. I looked at the clock in my car and noticed that I had been inside the hardware store for thirty minutes; time was flying and I was certainly having fun.
My trip to the lingerie store was a little easier to complete, as I had been in their before and had an idea as were to find the items I was looking to purchase. The only part that took some time was when I had to try on a few skirts to find the one that best fit Sage's description, but after a few minutes and a couple of fitting room visits I found the one. It hung to just about three inches below my butt cheeks, barely doing the job of covering the tops of the thigh highs when I stood straight up, and hugged my thighs tight. The fishnets were easily acquired on the other hand and I soon made my way to the cashier counter. There was no sly banter when I paid for these items, which oddly sort of displeased me, but I took no time to dwell on it, since it was now 5:15 pm. Wanting to get home by at least seven, I sped off towards my last stop.



There are few adult stores to choose from in the city, and I simply decided on the one that seemed the most classy and least dingy. I had also been inside this store before, only once or twice however, but I hardly knew my way around. Because of the amount of items I had to purchase, and the specific details Sage gave me, I knew it would take me a while to find everything that was left on the list. Upon entering the shop, I did as I had in the hardware store, and began to wonder the aisles of the store in search of exactly what I was looking for. The first item I came across was the blindfold, and not too much further I was able to locate the ball gag and the lube. I made sure that the gag I grabbed was the largest, red gag they had in stock; I did not want to disappoint my mistress, even if it did look mighty large and wouldn't fit in my mouth. Continuing on, I made my way over to the selection of dildos and vibrators the store had displayed on the back wall. I strolled back and forth in front of the wall making sure to take my time to find the dildo that best fit the description given by Sage. It was sort of overwhelming to see the wide variety of choices, but within moments I found the perfect match. The item I chose was a jelly style dildo and was indeed hot pink. The packaging listed it at eight inches long, and to make it more realistic it even had a pair of balls attached to it; my pussy just dripped from looking at it, and I could not wait to find out what Sage's plans were for it.
With two items left to pick up I strolled further down the wall finding the anal toys. The selection of butt plugs wasn't as vast as the dildo selection, so it took me no time at all to locate the right plug for the job. Even though I have never used a butt plug before, let alone done anything remotely close to anal sex, I was aware of the different sizes of plugs available and made a choice of a basic black plug with a relative wide flare; it definitely wasn't the largest, but was far from being the smallest. The remaining item on my list was the strap-on harness, and selecting it took me some time. Due to the many different varieties and styles, I made sure to peruse through them in an attempt to pick out the one that best fit with the rest of my previous purchases. After a couple of minutes studying the different harnesses, I finally decided on one with thin black, leather straps with metal button clasps. Satisfied, I proceeded to the checkout counter and paid for my purchases.
The clerk ringing me up was a middle aged man who seemed to care less about what I was buying, and even looked bored to be there. Only if he knew that I was a teacher and buying these items under the orders of my mistress, who happened to also be my student. Oh well, his loss; if only he asked, I may have told him.
Finishing my transaction at 6:15 pm, I grabbed my new bag full of goodies, and headed out of the store while pulling out my phone to call Sage. After two rings, and as I was pushing the shop door open to the parking lot, she answered.
"Hello, my little sub slut. How did your shopping go?"
"Hello mistress, my shopping went very well; I was able to purchase everything on the list, and only had to go to three stores to get them."
"Very good, this pleases me to hear. Now I have one last task for you to complete tonight before you get home and print out you report card for your fridge. I order you to remove your clothes while standing outside of your car in whichever of the store parking lots you currently are in and then drive to the nearest gas station. Once there you will use your cell phone to snap a picture of you pumping gas in the nude, making sure to get the pump handle in the picture. When you finish filling up your tank you are then to get back into your car, send me the picture, and make your way home while remaining naked for the rest of the night. Do you understand slut?"
"Yes mistress."
"Good, have a great night, and I will be waiting to see your gas station photo. Oh, and remember you are not to pleasure yourself without my permission."
Sage hung up the phone after her last statement and left me to ponder how to best complete my new task for the night. It did not take me long to just shrug my shoulders and place my bag inside my car, before quickly stripping down and hopping inside. I pulled out of the lot and headed towards the first gas station on my way home. In only two minutes I reached the gas station, and it was then when I realized just how lit up the gas station actually was. Though the sun had set the entire lot was bright and very open to the street, and because it was only six twenty, there were plenty of people out and about. I nervously pulled up to a gas pump that faced away from the street and was situated on the backside of the main shop, providing at least a bit of privacy. I reached over to the passenger seat to grab my debit card and phone before taking a few deep breathes to clam my nerves and exiting the safety of my car. I immediately became aware of just how exposed I was and I almost backed out, but was able to battle through my nerves and proceeded with my task. Trying to get done as quickly as possible, I swiped my card at the pump and soon began pumping gas into my tank. Watching the gallons turn on the pump I remembered what my main task was and flipped open my phone to capture a picture of me pumping gas to send to Sage. Luckily, I was able to get a good picture on my first attempt and not to soon after my tank was full. The whole time I was completely focused on the task and didn't even bother to look around. I figured it would be best for me not to know how many people saw me and not to linger to long.
After replacing the nozzle, I opened my car door and slid into my seat were I immediately noticed how aroused I had became. I could feel the slickness of my juices on the leather upholstery of the seat and it took all I had to not just bring myself off right then and there. With the restraint of a nun, I sped out of the gas station and made my way home. As I drove, I sent over the picture I had taken to Sage, but unfortunately did not receive a response back. On my drive home I began to think back on the day's events and soon found that I had reached my drive way before I knew it.
Opening my garage, I pulled my car inside and began to gather my new purchases as well as my clothes. Not wanting to expose myself in public again, I chose to close the garage door before I exited the car and made my way inside my house with bags in hand. Inside I sat my bags down on the kitchen counter, and eagerly made my way to my computer to print out my report card. To my dismay my computer was turned off so and I had to reboot it. As I waited for my computer to load up I threw my clothes into the hamper and began to unpack my new items. With everything opened and laid out on my bed, I went back to my computer and logged on to my e-mail. I had one new message and it was the one I was hoping to see. Opening it up, I saw a brief message from Sage as well as three attachments; I was only expecting the one picture, so the other attachments spurred my curiosity. I read the message first to gather any information, it was as follows:
"Cynthia,
I am pleased to see that all went well at the gas station, and I'm sure that it took a lot of courage to complete such a difficult task. As you may have noticed there are three attachments with this e-mail; the first is your report card which you must print out and post on your fridge, the second is your cell phone picture which I thought you would like to have as your desktop wallpaper, and the final attachment is my instructions for you tomorrow. Have a good night my slut, I will see you in the morning.
Mistress Sage"
Excited to read Sage's instructions of me for the following day I quickly opened the first attachment containing my report card and printed it out. I must say that seeing myself on top of my desk at school nude, and with letter grades on each cheek I was impressed with how slutty I looked. With my report card finished printing I downloaded the next attachment which was the picture I sent to Sage from the gas station. Upon opening the attachment, I realized I never actually looked at it close enough to see how it looked. With it blown up to cover my computer's desktop, I could easily make out that there was a very shocked looking lady standing two gas pumps down from me. I can't believe someone actually saw me; god that makes me so wet to think about. Once I got over that thought and successfully made the picture my wallpaper, I finally opened the last attachment with my mistress' instructions; which I carefully read through multiple times.
"Well my little sub slut, it seems that you are progressing rather quickly into my complete submissive; and if I am not mistaken I do believe you are enjoying yourself. As for tomorrow, you are to wear your newly acquired skirt, heels, and thigh highs to school without panties of course. You are to also wear a dark blue blouse tucked into the skirt with the top three buttons unfastened, and if you hadn't guessed already you are not wear a bra. Also, you are to bring along with you, inside of a duffel bag of some sort, the rest of the items you purchased tonight minus the rope, chains, and locks. I expect you to arrive at school by 5:45am, and meet me at the front entrance way were I will give you further instructions.
P.S. You are not to play with yourself until I have specifically told you to. Sleep well my slut."
I was shocked to read that Sage wanted me to wear my newly acquired skirt and stockings to school tomorrow; the skirt was a good three inches shorter than the one I wore to school today and would by far catch the eyes of everyone. Just walking in that skirt would cause the tops of the stockings to show, especially in those four inch heels. Luckily, it is a pencil skirt, which means I won't have to worry about it riding up when I walk. Thinking about how naughty and slutty I will look already started to cause my pussy to flood. Even though I was a bit scared at the thought of having to be at school all day wearing so little, I knew that there was no way I would not do as Sage commanded.
Knowing that I was not permitted to pleasure myself, I thought it best to get my things together for the morning, and get a good night's sleep; being a good sub slut tires you out, but I wouldn't want it any other way. I grabbed my gym bag out of the hall closet and proceeded to put in the supplies that Sage requested I bring with me tomorrow. Carefully, I took each item out of its original case and placed them into the bag; each time I opened a new item I would become further aroused. With the bag packed I set it by the door to the garage and went back to my bedroom to set out my clothes for school. Since the outfit only consisted of four items, three of which were already together, I was able to manage it in no time at all. Satisfied that I was prepared and anxious to find out what Sage had planned for the next day, I set my alarm, and then got showered. I took my time making sure to wash every inch of my body since the heat from the water felt so amazing on my skin. As I washed my buttocks, my grades began to disappear until only a faint trace of them was left. Shutting of the water and grasping my towel, I began to dry off stopping momentarily to tease my slit. I had anxious feelings for the coming day and decided it would be best if I went to bed early and rested up to better prepare for whatever Sage had in store for me.
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The rest of the day went by in a flash and soon she was finding herself getting organized to leave once the children were to leave for the day. Not long after the ringing of the final bell than her e-mail began chirp notifying her of a new message from him. It briefly stated that he enjoyed the picture she sent him, and that he was to be there to pick her up in a half hour. She passes the time by getting her room set up and organized for the following week of school, knowing that her master would have some ideas arranged for her this weekend. In no time at all he arrives and knocks at her door. As she opened it to allow him in, he immediately gives her orders to follow.
"Strip and on your knees slut."
She promptly follows his command and soon finds herself naked on her knees in front of him, just on the other side of her classroom door. Once she is in position he begins to unfasten his pants and fish out his growing erection. She instantly knows what is expected of her and eagerly awaits his next command.
"Get to sucking."
Erica quickly grabs a hold of his stiffening member and soon dips her mouth down to engulf its throbbing head. His penis is long and thick, which even though she has had enough practice at it, Erica still struggles to get her mouth completely wrapped around its girth.
She uses long, forceful strokes of her hand to get him at full attention, and quickly begins to slide it further into her stretched out mouth once it is. With every stroke of her lips, she pushes his cock deeper into her throat. She knows he doesn't want her to take her time; that she is to be a true whore and suck him off hard, fast, and sloppy. In a matter of seconds, she is deep throating his massive tool; making all types of muffled gagging sounds and spewing up a bunch of saliva. It is just the way he likes it; messy and rough. Sticky spit begins to coat his shaft as well as run down and coat her chin and breasts. However, he doesn't hold out for as long as he normally does, rather he quickly reaches his point of climatic pleasure and dislodges his piece from her gaping mouth with a pop. He then begins to spew shot after shot of thick, gooey cum across her face and hair. Though he normally shoots rather large loads, this one is exceptionally large. Her entire face is covered; she has ropes of sperm across her nose and forehead, dangling from her chin, lying across her left eyebrow and cheek, and piled on the top of her head in her hair. She looks like a version of a glazed donut. Once he finally stops spurting, he spouts off more orders.
"Get up and get dressed, we have to get going; and don't even think about wiping my come off of your slut face."
Without hesitation Erica is on her feet and getting her dress put back on. She has to fight the urge to wipe away the cum that is dangling on her eyebrow. While she is getting dressed, he makes his way over to her desk and picks up the camera as well as the hand cuffs and ball gag that were in the drawer, and puts them away inside his black bag he has brought with him. When he returns to where she is he informs her that they are going to dinner and that she is to follow him out to his car. His instructions immediately make Erica concerned about the cum that is covering her face. There are only two ways to get to the front parking lot; through the front office where others would more than likely be gathered, or by going around the side of the school with the mural on it.
His first steps out the door make it apparent to her that they will be exiting through the front office. This makes her extremely nervous, there will be no way she will not have to pass by someone going that way; and from how much goo she is coated with, it will be hard for anyone who might see her not to know what it is on her face. Fortunately, for her, he positions her on his left side by wrapping his arm around her waist, making it so she will not have to be on the side closest to the receptionist's desk; she will be able to walk alongside the wall meaning the only clear view of her face would have to be from directly in front. His pace is rather rapid, as though he is moving quickly as to not be interrupted by anyone. If that is indeed his intent, it is working, for they are able to make it out of the school and into the parking lot without anyone stopping them, or even seeing them for that fact. As they make their way towards their cars, he lets go of her waist and then hands her the keys to his car, stating that she is to drive them to dinner.
Erica is thrilled to be able to drive her master; she has never had the opportunity to do so. She has already forgotten about the spunk that is beginning to dry on her face, and is completely caught up in the thought of her new responsibility. As they drive, he gives Erica directions where to go. It only takes five minutes to get there, and at first Erica is confused as to why he led them to a fast food restaurant. It isn't until he tells her to go through the drive-thru that she realizes what his plan is. She immediately becomes aware of his cum on her face, and how she must look. He wants her to go through the drive-thru so she will have to be seen with cum plastered all over her face; this too is the reason he had her drive. She will be clearly visible by the fast food clerk at the pay window, as well as the pickup window. Since she knows she can't get out of it, she sucks up her worries and pulls up to the order box. As they stop, and before they are asked their order, he explains to Erica what she is to do; she is to order a number one small with a coke; she is to at no point attempt to wipe any of the spunk off of her face; and if asked what it is she is to tell them that it is indeed cum on her face. Erica understands his instructions and does as she is told.
After ordering and pulling forward, the clerk at the pay window, a middle aged woman, is somewhat flustered by what she sees, but in no way tries to act like anything is wrong. From the look on her face however, it is clear that she knows what is going on. At the next window, they are helped by a younger looking male, and have to sit and wait a bit longer for the fries to finish cooking. The whole time, the young clerk just stares at Erica, and is transfixed on what is coating her face. Before he hands over the fries he asks what it is, and Erica responds as she was instructed to do, simply telling the server that it is cum. The clerk's jaw drops open as Erica pulls away.
He complements her on her ability to perform to his liking, and then instructs her to drive to a coffee shop nearby while he eats. This order confuses Erica, for she can't understand why he wants to go to a coffee shop; he already has a drink and food. However, she soon understands why once he finishes his food just as they pull into the parking lot and then dumps the small drink down the front of her white dress, staining it brown and making it near transparent. Because it is ice cold she lets out a loud shriek and instantly begins to shiver from the cold while her nipples stood out, rock hard against the fabric of the wet dress. He explains that they are going to go inside so he can get a replacement drink and so she can clean herself up a bit inside the coffee shop's restroom. He also details exactly what he means by "cleaning up" by instructing her to go into the co-ed restroom, after asking the clerk for the key. Once inside side she is to lock the door and remove her dress to begin washing it out in the sink; getting as much coke out of it as possible. She then must ring it out before inserting it into her vagina, leaving only the spaghetti straps that normally hang over her shoulders exposed outside of her slit. With that completed she will then return the key back to the clerk and meet him back at his car. She will have to exit the restroom, and the coffee shop completely nude, and it is after he explains her task to her that she remembers the message written on back; it too, just like her entire nude form will be completely visible once she goes to leave.
Lightly put, Erica is stunned, and can't believe what he is asking her to do. Never has he ordered her to perform so openly in the eye of the public; today is for sure the start of a new level to her submission to him. Though she is scared by the thought of doing what he has instructed her to do, she has no intention of disappointing him; she will do whatever, whenever, and wherever. Fortunately he did however allow her to wipe his spunk from her face with the now ruined dress.
After clearing her face of the dried gunk, Erica, like a good submissive, follows her master into the café and confidently asks the barista, a young, good looking female, behind the counter for the restroom key. Since it is apparent that there is a spilled drink on her dress the clerk immediately hands over the key and asks if there is anything else she can get for her. Erica simply shakes her head and tells her that the key will be plenty. The barista is flabbergasted, from both the sight of woman with a soda drenched dress, as well as from the fact that the dress had become completely transparent and she could easily make out Erica's erect nipples.
Once inside the restroom, Erica locks the door and peels off the sticky dress. Using the sink as she has been instructed she begins to rinse out the dress; trying to get as much off the coke out as possible, especially since it would soon be lodged inside of her sloppy, wet pussy. It amazes her that through this entire day, with everything that has gone on, she is still very much aroused. After rinsing out the dress multiple times and scrubbing it together to better remove the stain of the cola, Erica does her best to ring out as much liquid from the dress as she can. She rings it out at least a half a dozen times before becoming satisfied that she is unable to get any more water out of it. With the first half of her task completed, she begins, in a state of complete fierce arousal, to insert her now damp dress inside of her extremely wet twat. With her leg propped up on the toilet see slowly but surely begins to slide it inside. It takes a bit of effort to get the dress completely stuffed inside of her, and once it is she feels completely filled up, considering she still has the plug wedged in her ass as well; she feels completely slutty. She then turns look at herself in the mirror and can easily notice the two straps hanging outside of her vagina, she know that others will notice too once they get over the initial shock of a nude woman walking through a coffee shop with a lewd and inviting message written on her back in permanent black ink marker.
Adjusting herself, Erica takes a deep breath, reaches for the door, and pulls it open taking her first openly public, nude step. Through the restroom threshold, she turns the corner, and walks done the side hallway bringing her to the middle of the coffee shop's dining area; even though she wants to turn around and hide, Erica stays strong and continues up to the counter to return the key to the barista. The look on the clerk's face is the same as the one on the face of the drive thru attendant, complete shock, as if in disbelief that the woman who had just been in with a cola soaked dress is now leaving completely nude with it stuffed up her twat and displaying a message on her back. The café is not too busy but still has a handful of customers sitting at the tables; all with looks of disbelief on their faces. One of the patrons whistle and a few others let out statements of disbelief before she exits the coffee shop to return to the relative safety of her master's car. She can't believe that she has actually just walked through a semi-crowded coffee shop, in the middle of the day, without a stitch of clothing covering her body. The thought that so many strangers had just seen her naked, only lit her arousal more; also the thought of people reading the message written across her back helped to build up her excitement. She still has no idea whether the site exists, if it is ever going to exist, or if it is just merely a clever ploy by her master to fuel her passion further. Whatever the intent of the message, Erica is sure it is having the desired effect on her.
As soon as Erica is inside of her master's car and they are pulling out of the parking lot, he once again complements her on the compliance of his commands as well as informs her of what their next fun activity would entail. He lets her know that they will be heading back to her school, but only to pick up her car. As they drive he explains that their time together is up for the day and that he will be unable to visit her this weekend. However, he does let her know that she is not free from his commands; he will be expecting her to complete some assignments for him over the weekend, and that upon dropping her off at her car she will still have to remain naked. He specifies that she is not to remove either the dress or the plug from inside of her, she is not to retrieve her original clothes for the day from the trunk, she is to drive home naked, and that once inside her car see will find and read his instructions that are taped to her steering wheel before starting the car. Of all the tasks she has had to complete today, this final one seems par for the course. Even though she will be, once again naked not only out in public, but in front of her school, Erica is not nervous or scared; she is more put off by the knowledge that she will have to go the weekend without seeing her master again. With that thought running through her head, she knows that she will have to be extra compliant to any commands she may receive from him this weekend and being confident now will be a good show of obedience on her part.
Just as he has explained to her, they pull into the parking lot of her school and continue in, stopping just behind her parked car. The way in which they have stopped the passenger side of his car is furthest away from her car which means Erica will have to walk around his car in order to reach her car. Even with the extra exposure, Erica still remains calm and keeps a confident posture as she reaches for the handle to open the door. Without hesitation, she pushes the door open, swings her feet to the right, setting them on the asphalt of the lot, and lifts herself up without taking time to look around before exiting the car. Her first step is the most nerve racking for her, but she does not let it show; she stands straight and with a look of determination struts around the rear of her master's car towards her own. As she clears the back bumper, he pulls away, leaving her completely exposed without any cover. Flustered a little, she stops momentarily to watch him drive away, but not wanting to stay out in the open too long; she shakes herself out of her frozen pose and continues on to the relative safety of her car.
Inside the car, all of her composure is gone; she begins to shake and take short heaving breaths. She cannot believe everything she has gone through today, leading up to a point were now she is sitting inside of her car, which is parked in front of her school, naked. The effects of her dangerous tasks hit her all at once and she is paralyzed as she sits staring at the next set of her master's instructions taped to the steering wheel in front of her. The instructions are contained on a single sheet of paper that is folded over once and labeled "For Erica, the Teacher Slut", in dark black ink. She wonders how long they have been attached to her steering wheel, for anyone passing by her car could have easily looked in her window and have seen the obscenely labeled note. Erica hopes that her master placed them there when he came back and picked her up, but for all she knows he could have taped them there when he left in the morning.
Again, she shakes herself out of her trance, as she reaches out for the instructions, peeling them off of the wheel. Flipping the note open she reads her master's words silently to herself:
"Well my slut our day together has come to an end and as I have already informed you, we will not be able to play together this weekend, for I have other business to attend to. However, this does not mean I won't expect you to perform for me this weekend. In fact you will begin a new task once you finish reading this note. As you know, you are to drive home naked and while doing so you are not to touch yourself. Once arriving at your apartment, you are to retrieve your clothes from inside the trunk, but do not put them on; you will then proceed to walk to your apartment with them tucked under your arm. On your welcome mat you will find a camera which you will use to snap a photo of yourself standing naked outside of your apartment door and with the plug once again in your mouth; making sure to get your apartment number in the shot. With the picture taken, you will then go inside and send it to my e-mail as proof of your compliance before you will be able to remove either the plug from of your mouth or the dress from your snatch. I expect you to complete this task by 6:30p.m.; any later and a stern punishment will be given out."
Upon finishing the instructions, Erica quickly directs her eyes to the clock on her car stereo and sees that it is 6:05. With only twenty five minutes to complete her master's new task, she has no time to think about what she is expected to do, she must get going in order to finish on time. She knows that it will take her ten minutes to reach her apartment from school, which leaves enough buffer room, in case any of her neighbors may be outside, for her to pick the best moment to get the difficult part of her task done.
Not knowing what to expect at her apartment complex, and understanding that she can't sit in the parking lot of school for too long, Erica inserts her keys into the ignition and begins to back out. Soon she finds herself traveling home, completely nude with a sundress and butt plug stuffed inside of her. Though both were causing a bit of discomfort it is not enough to get her mind off the task at hand. She knows that soon she will be pulling in to her apartment complex, and during her drive she keeps mulling over ideas of how exactly to get her task completed with the least amount of embarrassment. What she is able to come up with is the simple, but brave idea to just get it over with; no matter how many of her neighbors may or may not be around.
Just as she expected, Erica pulls into her assigned parking spot in front of her building at exactly 6:15, and just as she planned to do immediately jumps out of her car and retrieves her clothes from the locked trunk. It isn't until she closes the lid of her car's trunk does she actually take a look around to see if anyone is outside. To her relief no one is in sight, and with that hurdle cleared she begins to head in the direction of her door. Erica lives at an apartment complex in which each resident has their own door that opens to the outside. What this means to Erica is that she will have to complete the final and most difficult step of her task while remaining completely exposed to the public. Anybody who happens to come outside will be greeted with an excellent view of her retrieving a plug from inside her anus. Even though she understands this risk, Erica powers through and makes her way to her door; finding the camera her master has left for her on the welcome mat. Not wanting to waste a moment of her fortunate luck of being alone, she quickly removes the plug and then inserts it directly into her mouth. She takes no time to dwell on the tangy taste of her own ass on the plug as she snaps off a picture making sure to capture here apartment number plate that is on the wall next to her door into the frame. Before finally going inside, Erica checks the picture to make sure everything came out well; not wanting to have to be penalized for something small. Happy with the picture, she unlocks her door and hurries inside to her computer.



Luckily for her she leaves it running, so she did not have to boot it up. As she brings up her e-mail, Erica glances at the clock on her wall and is relieved to see that she has just enough time to send the picture off to her master. Erica quickly attaches the photo into an e-mail for her master and once she hits send she immediately spits out the plug from her mouth and gingerly begins to remove the dress from her now tender pussy; as she tugs on it she can see that it has become coated with the creamy juices of her arousal. Once the dress is completely removed she heads into her bedroom and collapses onto her bed, exhausted from the day's events and with a smile on her face.
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After a few minutes lying on the bed she begins to drift off from feelings of exhaustion, but is soon brought back to reality by the familiar chirping sound of her e-mail. She already knows that it is her master, and shaking herself from her daze she gets up to see what his message contains.
Opening the e-mail she reads his message and immediately understands that this weekend is not going to be some walk in the park when she reads the subject line that says "Tasks to be completed". She notices the attachment that he has included but decides to instead read the message and then open the attachment. The message is as follows:
"I'm very happy to see that you made it back to your apartment safe and sound. It is just too bad that none of your neighbors were around to see you; maybe next time. The next thing I want to go over is the message on your back, which I am sure you already have read. The site doesn't exist yet, at least not publically, but with a simple click of the mouse and any disobedience on your part can easily make open for business. Just a little bit of incentive for you to keep in mind this weekend I guess. Speaking of this weekend, there are a few tasks that I wish for you to complete; six in fact. Once you complete one and provide me with proof, I will send you a message detailing the next. The first task I want you to complete must be done by the end of the night and will take some courage on your part. You will be going to the gym this evening to have some fun. I want you workout wearing only the items I have left for you in the gym bag in the hall closet; you are not to wear anything else and will wear the items to the gym, using the bag only to carry a towel. Fortunately, you can shower before you go to wash off the message written on your back; leaving it however will result in extra brownie points. Once you have put on everything in the bag you will go to the gym and begin your work out; doing whatever it is you normally would. When you finish I want you to call me from the locker room. Also, as may already know, there is an attachment with this e-mail of which I think you will enjoy, have a good workout."
She finishes reading the message and opens up the attachment. It is the picture she took in front of her apartment, and she look like a complete slut. She had not noticed at the time, but in the picture she could see some drool slipping from behind the plug inside her mouth. She I really thankful none of her neighbors had witnessed her acting like a true submissive. Closing the picture and still naked Erica goes to retrieve the bag her master has left for her. She had given a key to him a month earlier so it wasn't unusual for him to leave things for her to play with.
Within the bag, she found out what he meant for her to need courage for this task. The bag contained only five items; a pair of running shoes, a pair of ankle socks, a tight white sports bra, the smallest pair of work out shorts she had ever seen, and a large black butt plug. She is shocked at what little she finds, but instead of becoming scared and nervous, she instead figures that it is just another task and that the quicker she can get it done the better. Leaving the bag on the floor next to her bag, Erica gets up and strolls towards her shower, because she knows, brownie points or no brownie points, she does not want to go out into public again with the message on her back.
Her shower feels extraordinarily good on her worn out body, but she does not linger under the water for long. Instead, focuses on getting the message on her back washed away and her body freshened up. Once she is satisfied, she gets out, drying off and getting ready for the gym. Leaving her hair a bit wet she enters her bedroom to retrieve the items she is to wear from the bag. Puling the sports bra over her head and in to place, she becomes aware that it is smaller than one she normally would wear and because it is white her nipples will most certainly become visible once she starts to sweat. Reaching into the bag she pulls out the plug, which is a bit bigger than the one she wore all day; at least two inches in diameter compared to the inch and a half for the pink plug. From her nightstand drawer she produces a bottle of lube to make for easier insertion. With a liberal amount of the slick stuff spread into her anal entrance, and an equal amount dripped onto the plug she slowly inserts the intruder into her sore rear. Since she has already spent the entire day with the other plug resting inside her, she is able to get this one in with little effort, and once the plug's flat base is securely pressed against her asshole she retrieves the tiny shorts from the bag. It takes her a bit more effort to get the shorts on because of how tight and small they are. They hug her skin tightly and only do the job of covering the top half of her ass. The crevice of her pussy is blatantly obvious, but fortunately the base of the plug is not visible except for when she bends over. Though the clothes she has been provided by her master are tight, they aren't too much different than outfits she has seen others wear while working out. Slipping on her socks and shoes, Erica grabs a towel from her linen closet and stuffs it into the bag before grabbing her keys and phone, and heading out to the garage to her car; her only wish is that her master would have let her take more clothes to change into after working out.
The club she works out at is a large co-ed athletic club that is usually rather busy doing the evening hours of the week, and this evening is no different. As she pulls into a parking spot a few rows back from the front entrance, her breathing starts to quicken and her hearts begins to race. She is all of a sudden nervous, but in no way intends on backing out; she is determined to complete her master's request of her. Grabbing the bag from the passenger seat, Erica exits her car and makes her way to the entrance of the club. She stashes her keys in the pocket of the bag and pulls her club ID card from inside her bra where she stashed it before leaving the house. Inside she presents the ID to the girl working the front desk, getting a slight, bewildered look from her as she did. Not being put off by the odd look she was given, Erica confidently strolls into the main section of the gym and glances around the facilities before entering the women's locker room to lock up her bag. With her limited belongings secure, she makes her way back out to the main section of the gym to go about her usual workout of a run on the treadmill, some reps with the light free weights, a hike on the stair master, and finally a cool set of crunches. She figures that if she stays focused on her workout, she will forget about how little of body is covered and just melt away into an intense sweat. As she begins her jog on the treadmill however, she realizes that it is not going to be that easy to forget; the pressure of the plug with each step is a constant reminder of exactly how she is dressed and hiding.
Fortunately, she does manage to somehow put aside her sluttish look and merely concentrate on the motions of her workout, and after an hour she is done. She did notice she got plenty of stares from the other people there, but in no way felt that she looked out of place. Also, from what she could tell, she managed to hide the fact that she had a rather large butt plug stuffed inside her ass, which made her more confident as she returned to the locker room drenched with sweat. Entering the room Erica immediately walks over to full length mirrors near the sinks to see exactly how she looked now that her workout was done and was covered in sweat. A small gasp escapes her lips as she views herself; for the sweat has drenched her sports bra and made it practically transparent. Her nipples and areolas are completely visible, and for how long she hasn't a clue. Also, the shorts are drenched in sweat and as she turns to look at her backside, it becomes apparent that a distinct line of moisture from the top of the waist band straight down between her ass cheeks has also appeared and allowed for the outline of the plug's base to become visible. Though she is startled by how she looks, Erica feels assured that at least she is in the relative privacy of the women's locker room, were currently only a few middle aged ladies are changing to get ready for an upcoming aerobics class. Erica knows that once that class begins, the locker room will be left empty except for the occasional women coming in to get changed to leave. Thankful for this knowledge, she heads back to her locker to retrieve her phone and call her master as he had ordered. He answers after just the first ring, and from the tone in his voice she can tell that her fun is only just beginning.
"Hello my pet, I'm guessing you have finished with your workout and are now ready for further instructions. Did you enjoy your new workout outfit?"
"Yes, master."
"Excellent. Well I'm sure you have most certainly worked up a good sweat and could use a good shower about now; so what I want you do next is to go ahead and take a shower but you must first remove your clothes and lock them inside your locker with the bag and towel. With that complete you are to then walk to the showers, finding an empty shower stall that will provide you with a bit of privacy, but not too much since you will be leaving the door open. Once inside the stall I want you to bend over, with your ass facing out, and remove the plug, setting in upright on the shower floor at the entrance of the stall; it must remain there until you have completed your shower. You must then go about rinsing you body and hair of the sweat without once looking back at the plug. When you are good and wet from the water, shut off the shower, and go retrieve your phone from your locker. Do not pick up the plug; it is to stay on the ground until you return with the phone to capture a picture of it, of which you will send to me. As soon as you have sent the picture, you will pick up the plug and return to dry off at your locker, but the plug must be visible the entire time and not stashed away in the locker. Once you are dry you may leave with the towel wrapped around you and carrying the plug in your left hand. Leave your clothes inside your bag and carry it over your shoulder, making sure it hangs behind you. When you arrive home, an e-mail will be waiting in your inbox with instructions on what your next task will be. Are my instructions understood slut?"
"Yes, master."
"Very good; now make me proud my pet."
He hangs up and she is stunned; frozen still as she goes over everything he expects in her head. There is no way she will be able to do everything and not have the anal intruder, that at the moment making a home in her ass, seen by any number of women you will eventually be making use of the locker room as well. Erica, after standing in front of her locker with the phone still up to her ear for a few moments, finally convinces herself to go through with her task; knowing that if she does it will prove her complete submission to him as her master. She takes a deep breath after setting the phone in the locker and pulls her top up and over her head, placing it inside the bag. Following her top, she rolls the saturated shorts down her legs, stepping out of them before setting them next to the top; immediately she feels as though the plug which is nestled between her cheeks is blatantly exposed to the room. Not allowing herself to get to overwhelmed, she closes the locker, locking it shut, and turns towards the shower area.
The showers are located on the far, left side of the room, and she finds them vacant upon entering. The way the showers are set up there are a row in the middle of twenty open shower heads for use by attendants not bashful about cleaning up in front of others. Surrounding the middle shower area, lining the walls of the room, are fifth teen individual shower stalls to provide people with more privacy which seems silly to Erica now consider what she would be doing inside of one shortly. At first, she thinks about using a shower stall right next to the entrance to make for a shorter back and forth journey, but changes her mind when she realizes that anyone coming in would have to pass by her stall and would almost certainly see the plug sitting on the floor. She instead decides on a stall in the back corner of the room, though it was still very open to the room, it seems more tucked away. Once inside, she wastes no time pulling the plug from her stretched anus. She takes another soothing, deep breath and with a trembling hand retrieves it, holding in front of her for a moment before turning and setting it on the ground as her master had ordered. Before she stands back up to rinse off she stares at the imposing piece, knowing full well that anyone who might see it sitting there will understand exactly what it is and what it is used for. She shakes her head of these thoughts and pushes on with the remaining pieces of her objective.
As the water splashes onto her face she closes her eyes and simply enjoys the feeling of the heat on her skin; letting herself forget about the plug standing up only a foot behind her. The moment she runs her hands through her hair to rinse out the sweat, she hears voices of other women entering the shower room. She freezes, not knowing what to do, but knowing enough not to turn and look. From what she can hear, there are three women, and they seem to be using the line of open showers closest to the entrance. Erica knows that if they look over to her stall they will easy see the plug, but decides not to worry about that and finishes rinse out her hair. After a minute or two, she finishes rinsing off and turns to make her exit from the stall. Just as she is about to step out, she one of the women say something that causes Erica to blush deeply and the other two women to start talking as well.
"Hey look over there, what is that?"
"Oh my, I think that is a, uh, you know."
"Is it a butt plug?"
"Yes it is, and quite a large one too."
"How gross, who bring something like that to the gym."
"It probably belongs to one of those strippers that are always in here flaunting around like they are hot stuff."
"Well whatever, I still think it should have been left at home."
The women keep talking about the plug that is sitting in front of Erica, as she thinks of what she can do to make for a not so embarrassing exit. She knows full well though that the only thing she can do is hurry up and finish her task while at the same time just enduring any catty remarks she may receive. The worst part for her was that she was going to have to walk past the women to get back to her locker while leaving the plug behind. Mustering up all of her courage, Erica takes the initial step forward and out into the open shower area. The women go quiet as they watch her walk past them and go towards the lockers.
Erica hears one of them say that she had forgotten something as she exits the showers, but doesn't respond. She instead keeps her stride and walks as confidently as she can to her locker which luckily has no one near it when she arrives. Unlocking the door, she reaches in and grabs the phone, and as she turns to head back doesn't even bother to re-lock it; she is focused on getting this over with. As she gets closer to the showers, Erica can hear the women talking about her, but as she re-enters they go quiet once again. Erica simply acts as if they are not there and strolls over to the left behind anal toy. She enters the stall once more and bends done to capture a picture of it with her phone to send to her master. Once she successfully sends the picture off of the large toy, she picks it up and makes the trek back to her locker. Passing the three women for a third time, one of them says something to Erica which sort of startles her.
"So, that thing was yours."
Erica turns to respond, but unsure of what exactly to say; "Yes, I didn't realize I had left it." She turns back to keep leaving but the woman asks another question that makes her stop once again.
"Hey, is that really what we think it is?"
"Yes, it is."
Erica starts to feel a bit more uncomfortable standing in front the three women wet, naked, and holding a butt plug. The three women however, at least the one doing the talking don't seem to be uncomfortable, for they have just finished drying off and are wrapped with towels. The woman asks yet another question, which keeps Erica standing in front of them.
"Did you get a good work out with it?"
Feeling unsure about the confidence that the woman asking the question had, Erica responded, "I guess you could say that."
I don't believe that you can actually fit that inside you; how bout you show us you can."
Now Erica realizes that she better get going before things get to carried away, and she replies to the woman's statement nervously, "I don't think so, I have to go; I have someone to meet shortly." She then turns and walks out of the showers towards her locker. She hears the woman behind her tell the other two how big a slut she is, but chooses to ignore it and finish with her orders.
Reaching her locker she sets down the plug on the bench and grabs her towel to dry off. Since she has been air drying for a while now, Erica focuses on trying to get her hair dry and simply wiping any remaining water off her body with the towel. When she is done she wraps her body with the towel, tucking the corner into the top part under her left arm, and instantly wishes she had brought a larger towel. The one she has only reaches to about an inch or two below her rear end, and when she walks, slides up her legs exposing the bottom of her cheeks. Fortunately, her pussy says more or less hidden unless she takes large steps. Figuring that there isn't much she can do about it, Erica grabs the bag, throwing it over her shoulder, bends down to pick up the plug, and begins to walk towards the exit doors. She knows that it is in her best interest to make it out to her car as fast as she can, and not worry about whether or not the towel is covering her sufficiently. Reaching the exit door and pulling it open, Erica unfortunately runs into a group of women walking in and is almost knocked over. From the collision, her towel loosens, and she loses her grip on the plug which falls to the floor with a bounce, hitting one the other women's feet. Erica apologizes and instinctively bends down to pick up the fallen plug, but as she does her towel comes loose and drops off behind her; she freezes once this happens and with the plug in her hand. She is now, once again standing naked in front of a group of woman holding the anal device, and this time the women start to laugh right in her face. Erica is completely humiliated, and bashfully apologizes while she retrieves her towel and wraps it around herself. She pushes passed the laughing women who watch as she scurries across the main lobby and out the front entrance.
Back at her car, Erica can't stop shaking and begins to hyperventilate a bit. She just sits in her car waiting to regain her composure and reliving not only everything from the night, but for the entire day. Her submission to him has dramatically gotten deeper in the matter of a day, and though she is hysterical right now, she knows that it is the way she wants it to be. The only thing that she is unsure about is just how far he is willing to take her down this new path.
With her breathing under control, she inserts her keys into the ignition and pulls out of the parking lot, heading directly home and to her computer. The drive home is a blur to Erica, as she can only focus on opening up her e-mail to read about the task he has prepared.



        Cynthia's Submission Ch. 03

        Another day at school, new experiences.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cynthias-submission-ch-03

Title: Cynthia's Submission Ch. 03

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Anal

Description: Another day at school, new experiences.

Tags: plug, school, stall, hall, wet, ass, naked, lunch, class, picture

Series: Cynthia's Submission


Upon waking up thirty minutes earlier than usual the nest morning, I made quick work of getting ready. Before I dressed, I did my hair and makeup similar to how I had the day before, but this time added diamond studded earrings to top off my look. I then returned to my bedroom to get dressed; and because I only had four items to out on, I had little difficulty doing so. As I slid my skirt into place and looked at myself in the mirror it became very apparent that I would look less like a teacher and more like a woman going out for a night on the town. Just standing straight one would be able to catch a glimpse of the lacy tops to my fish net stockings, and when I put on my blouse it too was unable to make me look anymore professional. Having to unbutton the top three buttons, really allowed for my cleavage to be present, thanks in large part to my lack of a bra. With my look complete, I looked as if I was on the prowl more sex rather than about to spend the day serving my mistress while at the same time teaching five different high school English classes; my knees where shaking as I headed out to my car and I could feel my pussy began to flood.
The entire drive over to school I was a ball of nerves and excitement. I had no idea what further plans Sage had in store for me, or even what kind of reactions I would have to my attire from my fellow colleagues as well as the student body. I could only hope that whatever reactions I may get, they will not be to negative or threaten my job. The only thing that kept me from backing out was remembering what Sage had told me on the first day in which I became her sub slut; she stated that everything she would have me do would be for the best even though it may not seem like it at first. This was one of those times and I was one hundred percent confident that everything would turn out ok.
I pulled into the faculty parking lot at five forty, giving me plenty of time to make my way to the front of the school and meet Sage at the front doors. Grabbing my gym bag full of goodies out of my car's trunk I headed towards my mistress' ordered meeting place. I arrived at the front doors of the school at exactly five forty three, but there was no sign of Sage. There was still two minutes remaining before she stated I should meet her so I decided to stand and wait until my mistress arrived. Unfortunately, when the two minutes elapsed there was still no sign of Sage, but my phone did begin to ring; it was her. I quickly answered, and was treated to her voice.
"Hello, sub slut. As you are well aware of, I am not there standing before you, and I know you must be disappointed. But as I speak to you I am standing at the back of the school; the reason being is that I came up with a more exciting task for you as I was drifting off to sleep last night. I feel that this new task will better show your commitment to me as well as keep you on your progression towards becoming my total and complete sub slut. While standing in front of the school you are to remove your skirt and blouse, placing them in the bag you should have brought with you and then make your way through the school to open the back door for me. When you arrive where I am at, I will provide further instructions."
Knowing that I had little more than fifth teen minutes until the other faculty members would be arriving, I took no time to ponder my decision and simply began to remove the two pieces of clothing that my mistress requested. Once I had both items off and zipped inside my gym bag I quickly unlocked the door to the school and headed towards the back of the building; where I would normally have entered if I hadn't been ordered to meet at the front. I quickly made my way through the halls of the school reaching the back doors in just about two minutes. Even though the school was completely empty I couldn't help but get a nervous feeling that someone would catch me walking naked through the halls.
Once I had opened the back doors, Sage immediately pushed past me and begins to give me orders.
"Follow me slut. We don't have much time to get you ready for your day; and if all goes well, what a wonderful day it will be."
I followed, as told, closely behind her as she led the way to my classroom. Sage looked stunning; she wore a pair of black, cargo style pants and a tight grey t-shirt; however instead of her purse she had on a backpack. Though her appearance was somewhat casual, at the same time it had a sense of authority to it. When we reached my room Sage motioned for me to open the door, but had me remain in the hall once I had. Sage slipped inside the room, grabbing my gym bag from me as she did, and from my vantage point walked up to my desk. She set my bag and her backpack on top of the desk and then opened the top drawer, pulling out my large black marker. With the marker in hand she returned to where I was waiting in the hall and pulled a white index card from her pants pocket before handing it along with the marker to me and giving me my next order.
"While I set up some stuff in your room you are to go into the boys restroom at the end of the hall and do as the index card states; do not look at the card until you are inside. I will be waiting for you here when you have finished."
A sense of worry came over me as I heard what Sage had ordered me to do, but because I knew no one was at school yet and did not hesitate for too long before making my way towards the boys' room. Once I was inside I took a moment to settle my nerves before looking over the instructions Sage had given me. Taking a deep breath I flipped the card over and read my mistress' orders.
"Go inside the stall furthest from the door. On the backside of the stall's door use the marker to write the following: Miss Akers is a sub slut. When you finish cap the marker and insert it into your snatch, leaving it in as you return to your classroom."
My mouth fell open in disbelief as I read the card and realized just what was expected of me. Sage expected me to actually write a very vulgar, although very true, statement about myself on the stall door of a boys' restroom which was used mostly by students. This was by far Sage's attempt to push the limits of my boundaries; to see just how far I was willing to go in order to please her. However, I knew in my heart that there wasn't a task to difficult for me to at least attempt; knowing this I pulled myself out of my frozen state of shock and moved towards the stall. I only had about ten minutes until the other teachers would be arriving, and I was still naked and away from my room; the quicker I could get this task completed the more time I will have, hopefully, to get dressed. I had no way of knowing what Sage would have me do once I returned to her.
Once I was inside the stall, I uncapped the marker and began to write out the statement Sage had instructed me to write. When I finished, I looked at the vulgar statement about myself inked onto the stall door and it gave me a sense of pride. I wasn't humiliated by the statement like I thought I was going to be, rather it was liberating to proclaim it, even if no one would know for sure the validity of it or for that matter who had written it. Feeling proud and confident I stood up and inserted the now capped marker into my already dripping wet mound. I had to push it almost completely in to keep it from sliding back out, but once I was sure it was securely in place I headed back to my classroom.
It only took me a minute to complete the task, so when I returned to my classroom I had more than enough time to get dressed; at least that was what I thought. Upon entering my room I saw that Sage had emptied out all of the contents in the gym bag I brought and had them arranged on top of my desk while she sat behind it. She immediately spoke once I was through the doorway.
"If you would please, my sub slut, shut the door but do not lock it; we are going to have a bit of fun before school starts."
I turned to shut the door and wondered curiously to myself what kind of fun we were to have, and exactly how long it was going to last.
"Very good slut, no come to me and bend over your desk facing the door."
I obediently followed my mistress' command and presented myself to her, bent at the waist with my legs spread apart wide enough to show off all of my intimate parts and my head tilted up looking directly forward. She reached out in front of me grab both the butt plug and the lube from the assortment of toys and devices that lay just below my chin. In an instant I felt the cool sensation of the lube being squeezed out on to my tender, virgin rear entrance. Though I had never had any experience with anal play I wasn't scared, I was more anxious than anything to be giving my anal cherry to Sage. She began to rub the lube into my tight ring, with smooth, slow circles. After a few seconds I began to feel her press her finger against the opening which gave way without much effort. As her finger pressed its way deeper I was pleased by the soothing, cool feeling of the lube as it coated my insides. Soon Sage had another finger filling me up and pumping in and out, causing my opening to relax and become better prepared for the plug.
Once Sage felt my ass was properly lubed and warmed up, she slipped her fingers out, leaving my hole open and ready for the next intrusion, and this is when I realized that I was still holding the marker inside my pussy. Not wasting too much time, she soon had the tip of the plug pressing at the entrance, and just the tip felt wider than her two fingers. I let out a moan as she began to press it deeper, stretching me wider. Slowly I began to open up and take more of the smooth plug, but with every bit I felt more discomfort. Fortunately Sage took her time and patiently allowed me to adjust to the growing object. Just as I felt I could take no more, the plug's tapper became smaller signifying that the widest part had passed through, sliding deeper inside of me, and my ass simply swallowed up the remaining length; nestling the flared base between my cheeks. Even though I had never had anything inside of my ass before I only felt a slight discomfort once the initial pain and shock went away; I felt full and sexual having the toy resting inside me.
With her task completed Sage gave the base of the plug one final push, insuring it was in place before she stood up and walked around to the front of the desk. I remained bent at the waist as she came into view and gave me my instructions for rest of the morning.
"Well slut, that seemed to go rather smoothly, I do believe you might just become an anal fanatic. As for what will happen now, I am going to capture yet more photos of you looking completely submissive and then leave you to get dressed and find places to put the rest of the toys. Is this understood Cynthia?"
"Yes mistress."
With that she reached into her bag, producing her camera and snapped a picture of me bent over my desk looking directly at her. She then walked behind me and from the sound I heard from the shutter, took a picture of my backside with both a marker in my pussy and a plug in my ass. With that final picture captured she returned in front of me and stuffed her camera back inside her bag before throwing it over her shoulder and turning to leave. When she reached the door Sage turned and spoke.
"Make sure you get everything stashed away Cyn, wouldn't want your sluttish behavior to become public."
She opened the door and walked out, leaving me exposed and excited. The first thing I did once she left was look up at the clock and saw that it was just about time the other teachers normally arrive. I hurried to pull the market from my slit, and began to get dressed. It took a little to get the skirt on and in the proper place because of how tight it was, but I had it on and my blouse tucked into in no time. Next, I frantically started to hide all of the other toys that were lying on my desktop, stashing them in the drawers of my desk were ever they would fit. Just as I heard footsteps in the hall, I was putting away the final toy in my top drawer; my heart was racing and I simply fell back into my chair which caused the plug to shoot a jolt through my body. I sat there for awhile just regaining my composure before I got up to get things prepared for the day's classes.
I was able to keep myself occupied by setting everything up that I would need for the day and didn't realize until the morning bell rang that an hour had gone by. Immediately I remembered how I was dressed and what was lodged inside me, and I became nervous about having to teach my classes in that manner. However, I assured myself that though my attire may have been a bit more risqué than usual, it would not be enough to cause an issue, and as long as she was careful no one would notice her lack of underwear or the plug stuffed inside her.
As my students filed in for the first class of the day, I for the first time noticed the slight discomfort of the plug as I stood in front of the room waiting for them to settle in. It wasn't enough to make it uncomfortable, but enough to be a consistent reminder. Also, I could tell that my pussy was very much saturated with arousal; in my head I knew it was going to be an interesting morning.
I taught my morning classes without any issues, except for the occasional looking over I got from some of my students. Those glances however only added to my growing arousal, and by the time Sage's class came around my crotch was soaking wet. I stood waiting for Sage to enter the class hoping that she would acknowledge me today as I taught.
Since, I could see that Sage wasn't going to pay any attention to me; I tried to power through the lesson and get to the lunch break for my one on one time with Sage. However, try as I might, the minutes seemed to drag by which only made me more anxious and aroused. I could swear that my juices were starting to leak out onto my legs as I lectured on the importance of a thesis statement when writing an essay. All I wanted to do was to just rip off my clothes and serve my mistress, but that would not be an option until lunch came around. Instead I had to just bear down and get through the class period, hoping not to alert anyone of my desires.
After what felt like an eternity, the lunch bell finally rang and all of the students filed out, all but one. Sage remained in her seat after the others left and locked eyes with her subslut; she only said one word as she stood up.
"Strip."
After their last lunch time together, I knew better than to hesitate or ask for the door to be closed. I instead pulled off the two pieces of clothing that I knew Sage wanted off, placing them atop my desk, and stood before my mistress naked, waiting for further instructions.
"Very good slut, now retrieve the handcuffs from where ever you stashed them."
Once again, I did as ordered without hesitation while Sage went over to shut the door. Once they were out Sage walked towards me, stopping just in front of where I stood waiting.
"I'll take those" she said as she grabbed the items from off my desk, "Turn around with your hands behind your back."
I followed her orders and soon felt the handcuffs being secured around both of my wrists, securing them behind my back. Sage stepped back giving my ass a little smack before giving further instructions.
"Turn around and follow me."
She led me towards the door of my room, stopping just a few steps away from it, and turning to look at me.
"On your knees slut."
I quickly followed her stern command with a minimal amount of struggle from not having my hands available to steady myself, and being perched atop such high heels. Kneeling in front of her, I began to involuntarily shake from anticipation and nervousness. Sage noticed this and spoke to calm me down some.
"Oh, it's ok my little subslut, it's time for you to have some fun."
As she said that her hands began to unfasten the button fly of her pants and slide them down her legs. I was pleased to see that she was not wearing any underwear, and also that I might be getting another go at licking her delectable vagina. However, I wasn't entirely correct with my assumption; I was going to be licking her, but not her pussy.
"I am going to let you enjoy feasting on my ass for lunch today. I expect you to really get in there and devour my backdoor, and to think of it as a treat because if you don't do an adequate job I will have to punish you. Now, if you would, please help yourself."
Sage turned around sticking out her ass and pulling her cheeks apart to better present my treat. Though I was a little shocked at what she wanted me to do, I eagerly leaned forward and stuck my face into her crevice, kissing her beautiful, pink rosebud. Surprisingly, she tasted sweet, and in no way did I feel put off by having my lips pressed tightly against her asshole. Instead, I actually viewed it as a treat and soon began to get into it, licking, and sucking at the tight opening; even darting my tongue inside every once in awhile. The more I did it, the more enthusiastic my motions became, and the further I pushed my face and tongue inside her. After a while I felt Sage grab the back of my head and pull me deeper. I was so deep my breathing began to become restricted, but I couldn't get enough; I had to get all I could. Soon, Sage began to moan out with appreciation and pleasure; all the while I just kept at it. I could feel my face become covered in sticky saliva and just wondered what I would look like once I finished. Unfortunately, my time enjoying Sage's delicious treat for me ended before I wanted it too with Sage pulling away and leaving me kneeling, mouth agape, while she got her pants re-fastened. Though I was disappointed by not being able to feast on Sage anymore, I listened intently as she spoke once her pants were back in place and fastened.
"Stand back up, we only have twenty more minutes until the lunch bell rings and we need to get you ready for the rest of the afternoon."
I had no idea what she had planned, but I stood up as I was told and waited for further instructions. As I waited for my mistress' next words, I looked at the clock and realized that I had just ate out her ass for ten straight minutes and that I actually began wish I could do some more; any contact with Sage and I would be satisfied.
"Go bend back over your desk, just like this morning. It is time to get that plug out of there so you aren't too sore for after school."
I quickly rushed over to my desk and assumed the position I had earlier that morning. I felt so submissive, and I loved every second of it. Sage had complete control over me and nothing made me happier. No sooner had I bent over then Sage had made her way behind me, releasing my hands form the cuffs, and beginning to tug on the base of the plug. With more effort, it started to slip out of my tender ass, and bit by bit it slowly escaped the warm resting place of my rectum. Once she had it completely out her next orders followed.
"Open your mouth slut; I want you to clean this plug off before I have you put it away. Don't take too long either, you still need to get dressed and fix your messy face. Oh, and I am going to be taking pictures to capture the whole thing."
Even though I had just finished dining on the asshole of another, the thought of tasting an object that had, until recently, been lodged inside me own ass was a bit off putting. Fortunately, when Sage presented the anal intruder to me for cleaning it was clear of any unpleasant sights that I had figured would be on it, and instead only had some tracings of lube lingering on it. Because I wanted to please my mistress I did not make my uncertain attitude about my task known to her; instead I simply swallowed my pride and put the plug in my open mouth, sucking it clean. Within seconds the toy was clean, and I began to get dressed. Once my skirt and blouse were back in place, Sage walked over and handed me a cosmetic mirror so I could see the state my face was in after my messy enjoyment of her perfect ass. To my surprise, I hadn't messed up my makeup, but did have to wipe away the dried spit that covered my cheeks and re-apply some blush. With my face back in order, Sage snapped shut the mirror and stuffed it back into her bag before tossing it over her shoulder and speaking to me.



"Ok Cyn, I think we should call it quits for now, but I will be back to see you once school ends and I expect for you this time to be waiting for me naked, knelling in front of your desk, with your hands cuffed behind your back, blindfolded, and the gag stuffed in your mouth. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes, mistress."
"Excellent, now you have a good rest of your day and I'll see you after school."
Sage exited my room once the last word left her mouth, and I went to sit down behind my desk to reflect on the experience I just had as well as how Sage expected me to wait for her after school. I just took the remaining lunch break to enjoy everything, and to go over all the feelings I was having. A sense of sexuality was oozing out of my and I could not have been happier; I just drifted off into a daze that made me smile and had my pussy dripping with excitement. As the lunch bell rang, I was startled back to reality causing me to shake myself out of my daze and start to get things setup for my upcoming classes. As I was reaching for my lecture notes, I noticed that I had left out the plug and the cuffs. I quickly snatched them up and stashed both items away inside my desk drawer. Just as I slid the drawer shut, two students walked in and took their seats. My breathing was erratic, but I was able to calm myself quickly by reassuring myself that it could have been far worse. All I could wish was that my last two classes would go by quickly and without incident so that I could get to my time with Sage. As more students filed in, I had to get the thoughts of after school out my head and once again focus on what I was being paid to do; teach.
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Fortunately for me, my last two classes were my higher level classes so I was able to simply assign them some silent reading as well as summary essay of what they read. Doing so allowed for me to remain behind my desk and reflect on everything that had occurred so far. However, I only was granted a few moments of reflection before I was interrupted by the buzzing of my vibrating phone letting me know that I had a new message. It was from Sage and it was a picture message. The picture was of me as I obediently used my mouth to clean off the butt plug that until recently had resided in my own ass with a message that said, "look at my lovely little sub slut." Since I was so intent on cleaning the toy and getting dressed before the bell rang, I hadn't noticed that Sage had taken the photos with her cell phone. This initially scared me because she could easily send the same picture to anyone else, but I was able to rationalize that if she hadn't distributed any of the early pictures then there was no cause for alarm with this one.
I put my phone away and looked up at the clock; I still had more than half the period and a whole entire next before I could see my mistress again. My pussy was already flooded, and I was on edge once again that I was barely clothed in front of my students. As I glanced over the room, everyone seemed to be reading away and not in the least bit focused on my. Feeling better with that in mind I decided to take my mind off of Sage and our meeting, by inputting grades into my computer and checking my school e-mail account. Because I had been so occupied with sage earlier in the week, it became quickly apparent that I had neglected my work and needed to get back on track.
Thankfully, I was able to use the large amount of grading and unchecked e-mails to distract me from my naughty mind, and before I knew it, my second class was coming to an end. As the final school bell rang out and my students began to file out of the room, my mind quickly jumped back to what I had to do in order to be ready for Sage. I eagerly and nervously watched as the final students gather up their belongings, and exited the room. After a few moments of patiently waiting to allow for the halls to clear out some I walked over to my door and closed it. On my way back I began to unbutton the rest of my blouse, and slid of my skirt before reaching my desk. Quickly, I gathered the supplies I needed from the drawers of my desk; something very naughty about stashing such items in a teacher's desk, the thought of it makes my pussy gush. With the three items in hand I took my place kneeling in front of my desk facing the door. First thing I did was get the gag secured inside of my mouth and snapped securely behind my head. With it in place I immediately become aware of how large it truly is; my jaw is already straining having to hold my mouth open around it, and saliva is started to accumulate inside. Next, I snap one cuff onto my left wrist before applying the blindfold over my eyes. Completely shut off from my surroundings, I take a deep breath before continuing on. All that is left for me to do is lock my right wrist behind me with the other cuff, but doing so would leave me in an extremely vulnerable position. There is no way to know that Sage will show anytime soon, and also there is also the real chance that anyone else might stop by to ask me a question; then I would truly be fucked. However, I know deep down that I must do it, that doing so would be another step in my compliance to Sage and would in turn continue to turn me into the person I was meant to be; a true sub slut.
Taking one final deep breath I push myself to complete my task and lock my right wrist behind me. As the cuff clasps tighter I know in my heart that I chose right and that Sage will be very proud. Now all I have to do is sit and wait for her to arrive. Being blindfolded makes doing so extremely terrifying. Every sound I hear I think that it is someone opening my door, and the more I wait without seeing the time pass, the longer it feels. After what felt like an eternity, there is a knock at my door and I immediately froze and held my breath. I had no way of knowing if it was Sage, or another teacher, or even a student who needed help with something. All I could do was wait and listen to find out. Then I heard it, someone had called out my name.
"Oh Miss Watts, are you in there? Its, Jeanne I need to ask you a question about the testing next week."
I remained silent, and prayed to god that Jeanne would not try the door handle to see if was unlocked, which it was. Jeanne was another English teacher from two doors down the hall and usually kept to herself. We were friendly, but never hung out outside of school. If she was to walk in on me in the situation I was in, it would definitely mean the end of my career. I began to panic as I thought I heard her twisting the knob, but was relieved when I heard her shout out to another teacher who most have been walking through the hall.
"Hey Karen, wait up. I need to ask you a question."
I was a wreck, and my breathing was erratic. Sweat was starting to form on my brow and lower back, and the pool of saliva inside my mouth began to spill out from my attempts to breathe through the gag. In my head I was celebrating the fact that Jeanne had not opened my door and found me kneeling as I was, but there was no way of knowing if she would be back. Just the idea of almost being caught caused an unexpected reaction, I was now practically dripping wet with arousal and it took everything I had to keep from standing up and wandering the halls looking for anyone to play with me. I kept my composure however and soon heard my door open. At first I was afraid it was Jeanne back to inquire about the testing, but fortunately it was Sage and I could not have been more relieved; before I could react though Sage began to speak.
"A close call with Mrs. Anderson huh? I wonder what she would have said if she had opened your door and found like this. It probably would have blown her mind. Will anyways, let us get started, I think you are going to enjoy this, because I know I am. Let me help you up."
Sage made her way to me and grabbed one of my elbows to begin lifting me to my feet. Once I was up, she had me turn around and bend over my desk.
"Very nice slut, you have really taken to being my subordinate quite well. Now I am going to use the strap on to fuck you senseless over your desk; does that sound good to you whore?"
I nodded my head and let out a muffled yes from behind the gag.
"I thought you would think so, but before we can begin I have to do something first."
With that I felt Sage begin to write something on my lower back, but I was unable to decipher what it was.
"Alright, I'm done with that now let's get to the fun part."
I heard her looking through my desk for the harness and the dildo so that she could begin fucking me. I was excited and could not wait to have her do so either. It only took a few moments for her to find the items and get them put on and adjusted. Before I knew it she was behind me entering my sloppy pussy. She slowly entered me, and fed me the entire length of the rather large dildo. I could feel my sex stretching to accommodate it. Once the entire length was buried inside me, she pulled back out and began to pick up her pace. The more she continued the harder and the faster she began to pound my pussy. After awhile she found a pace of pulling half way back and slamming it back in as hard and as fast as she could manage. From behind the gag I let out moans of pleasure and breathed heavily as the spit began to pool on the desk top after dripping out from the corners of my mouth. Sage reached out and pulled my head back by my hair with one hand while the other held onto the chain that connected the two cuffs. She was unrelenting with her continuing assault on my worked over pussy. I wanted to cum but knew I would have to wait until she allowed me to.
At first I didn't think she was going to let me, but after what felt like forever, but was most likely only ten minutes. Sage finally spoke.
"Yeah slut, do you like the way I am fucking your cunt? Do you feel like a complete whore as I pound your snatch on top of your desk?"
Once again I nodded, and moaned deeply in agreement.
"I thought so, and I bet you want to cum now as well. Well go head slut, cum for me, cum all over my fat cock as it slams away at your sloppy cunt."
As the words left her mouth and fell into my ears, I immediately came, spasming out of control and biting down on the gag lodged in my mouth. I could feel the wetness from my pussy flow down my legs as the waves of my orgasm subside, and as I laid lifelessly on top of my desk I felt Sage pull completely out of me, causing me to feel a sense of emptiness. She unlocked my hands, removed the blindfold and gag before speaking to me.
"I hope you enjoyed that, because it will not be happening often, I just wanted to reward you for be so quick to accept your new role in life. From now own for you to gain such pleasure again you will have to do far more to earn it, is that understood?"
"Yes, mistress."
"Good, but unfortunately our time together has once again come to an end. However, before we part I am going to leave you with some instructions to be completed between now and tomorrow morning when we see each other again. First, you will have to go home as you are now; I will be taking your clothes and purse with me. Second, you are to take with you the butt plug, but must carry it inside of this bag."
She handed me a sandwich sized re-sealable bag that was completely see through.
"Third, you are to sleep tonight with the plug inside of you. I want to get your ass ready for what I have in store for it tomorrow. Finally, you will meet me back at school tomorrow, just as you did today, with your makeup and hair done, carrying the plug in the bag, and only wearing a pair of your highest heels; I will provide you with the rest of your attire for the day. Is everything clear sub-slut?"
"Yes, mistress."
"Good, I'll leave you to figure out how best to make it out of here without your clothes, but here are your car keys; I wouldn't want to make you trek all the way home like this."
As she said that she tossed my keys on to the desk next to me and turned to head out the door with my purse and clothes tucked under her arm. I was left standing open mouthed at what I was expected to do. How was I ever going to make it out the building completely naked? I was once again breathing heavily and hadn't noticed that Sage had left the door wide open. I quickly ran over to close it, and as I did I looked up at the clock to see what time it was. Unfortunately it was only a quarter to five which meant there was probably still other teachers in the building and that the sun was still up. I knew that leaving my room around six thirty would be best if I didn't want anyone to see me. Usually everyone leaves by about six on Thursdays in anticipation for the coming weekend and having already prepared themselves for next week during the first half of this one. That reminded me that I had not had the opportunity to make much progress in preparing lessons for next week and could use that as a way to pass the time.
Over the next hour I pretty much had myself planned out for the next two weeks, and even managed to rearrange the desk to make for a fresh look to the room. When I finally finished and looked at the clock it was six forty-five, and I was exhausted; I only wished I did not have to worry about getting home naked, but was able to better assure myself by remembering that I had done a similar task not merely two days ago by venturing home in only my bra and panties. With everything set for the upcoming week and the plug tucked inside the bag I went to my door to have a peek outside. What I saw made me freeze instantly; the cleaning crew's cart was just down at the other end of the hall. I completely forgot that on Thursdays they only clean downstairs; vacuuming and sweeping each room and the halls. The only fortunate thing was that they had just started and were at the far end of the hall. Since my room was located about halfway down I had time until they reached my room to come up with the best way to leave unseen; I had to leave before they made it to my room. I decided to wait for the two of them to finish the rooms they were working on at the moment and make my escape once they began work on the next ones.
I waited for a few minutes before they finished the first set of rooms, and only had to wait a couple of moments longer as the cleaned the hallway on their way to the next set. Once they both slipped inside the next two rooms I waited just a few more seconds, making sure they were going to be in there for good and not coming out for more supplies, before I took my first nerve racking steps out into the now empty hallway. Immediately I stopped in panic as the sound of my heels clicking onto the tiled hall echoed in the silence. In my state of panic, I decided it best to hurry the rest of the way to the exit at the opposite end of the hallway before the noise attracted the attention of the crew. My heart was racing a mile a minute as I made my way closer to the exit, and just as I reached it I turned back to make sure I had not been seen. To my delight I had not, but was now nervous about having to go outside. I knew however, that if I didn't leave now, the cleaning crew would soon be done and would no doubt spot standing naked in the hall except for a pair of hells and fishnet thigh highs.
I slowly pushed open the door to peak out into the dark lot, and to my relief my car was the only one left. I quickly exited the school and hurried over to my car; which would provide me with a relative amount of cover and safety. Once inside the car I set the plug down on the passenger seat, and started the engine. I took no time to ponder driving home in the nude, and simply pulled out of the lot and headed home. Thankfully, the ride home was without incident, as I only leave a few minutes away and there was light traffic out.
Back at my house, I kicked of my heels and peeled of the fishnets before making my way to the shower; I felt I needed to wash the day off of me. As I leaned over to turn on the faucet I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and was greeted with the written message Sage had penned onto my back. I stood in front of my reflection trying to make out what it said. After a few moments I was able to and I was once again shocked. It read, "Sage's little sub-slut." I was both embarrassed and proud to have such an intimate note written on me, but I knew that I would have to wash it away in the shower to prevent the chance of anyone seeing it tomorrow.
The shower felt amazing, and was exactly what I needed after such a long and pleasure filled day. After drying off, I retrieved the plug and pulled it from the bag. Applying some lube to it and my tender asshole, I swiftly slipped it inside me so I could finally go to bed. Though it was only a quarter till eight, I was spent and knew I would need my rest for whatever Sage had planned for tomorrow. I fell asleep dreaming naughty thoughts, and thinking about what would have happen had been seen by the cleaning staff. Soon however, I drifted into a deep sleep only to be awoken a few times by the odd feeling of sleeping with something in my ass.
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Getting home after her embarrassing workout experience, Erica quickly makes her way inside of her quaint little apartment, and to her computer. Within moments, she is logged on to her e-mail account and is greeted with the e-mail that she knew would be waiting for her. The subject line simply read, "Task #2", and as usual there was an attachment along with the message. Also as usual, Erica chose to read the message before opening the attachment.
"Excellent picture my sub, your ability to complete such difficult tasks without hesitation shows how truly committed you are to serve me. I trust that you understand that the tasks I am having you complete are to your benefit, for they will not only prove your commitment to me as your master, but also provide you with clarity about what a life of submission is about. With that stated, your next task will likely be just a bit more challenging than the previous one, and may require some clever thinking on your part. What I want you to do tomorrow morning is run some errands, well actually one specific errand; if you have any others you wish to complete while you are out feel free, but I don't think that will end up being the case. I want you to go to the mall on the other side of town and buy a new slutty dress that you will be wearing in a future task. As for what you will wear to go shopping, I have left everything inside a garment box under your bed. Once you arrive at the mall and are standing in front of the directory, you are to call me. The mall opens at nine, so for your benefit I think you should get some sleep; I'll be waiting to hear from you no later than 9:15. Also, remember that you are not to masturbate or come without my permission.
Sincerely,
Your Master"
*
After reading her masters message, she clicked open the attachment and looked at the picture she took from the gym of her butt plug sitting on the shower floor. She smiles to herself and closes her e-mail before getting up and wandering into her bedroom to retrieve the box he had left for her under the bed. Bending down, she easily finds it and pulls it out before placing it on her bed. Erica quickly opens the white garment box to reveal her attire for her next task. A feeling of shock and amazement washes over her as she sees what he has provided for her.
Inside the box she finds a tiny, pink bikini top that is little more than a few strings and a pair of small triangles to cover up little more than her nipples, a matching g-string bikini bottom which is just as revealing, a white micro-mini skirt that would barely cover her ass, a pair of pink flip flops, and another large butt plug which was pink instead of black and instead of having a smooth taper, it had rippled sides creating a beaded look. Erica knew that it was going to be another humiliating task that she would have to complete the next morning, but decided that instead of dwelling on what was to come, it would be best to get her rest after such a long and eventful day.
Erica fell asleep as she relived the events of the day in her head, and when she woke was completely refreshed and felt very confident about her awaiting task. She quickly cleaned up and returned to her room to begin getting ready to go out. The first thing she does is to take the time and properly insert her new pink plug inside of her, making sure to be generous with the lube. Once it is in place she is able to quickly put on what little clothing that has been provided.
She looks at herself in the mirror and is astonished by exactly how revealing it is. The top barely covers a thing and more see through than she was expecting. The bottoms were just as revealing, but luckily the skirt helped to cover her front a bit, but did leave a lot of her rear exposed. Erica knew that everyone who would see her would immediately know she was a slut, or at least think that she was. However, she could not fret on that for long because she knew that she had limited time to get to the mall and call her master. The one thing she was fortunate for was that it was early and that meant, hopefully, fewer shoppers.
The entire drive over, Erica was a big ball of nerves, and wasn't sure exactly that she would be able to get out the car in her state of dress. She knew deep down though that the thought of not doing so and upsetting her master would be more than she could bear.
Erica arrived at the mall at exactly nine o'clock, and after a bit of motivating self talks she exited her car and walked towards the entrance. Because it was early, there were only a few cars in the lot, and when she entered the mall there was hardly anybody walking around. She immediately located the mall directory located in front of the escalators, and as she walked towards them she caught her reflection in one of the shops windows.
The sight startled her at first because she had a hard time believing that she was actually walking through such a public place in dressed so scantily. She knew however that to complete her task, she would have to act as though she did so every day. Once she reached the directory she pulled out her phone from her purse and dialed her master. After one ring he answered and immediately began instructing her on what exactly he expected her to do while she shopped for her new dress.
"Good morning slut, I hope you had a peaceful night's sleep. I'm sure you look absolutely stunning in your outfit this fine morning as well. As for what expect from you today: that you at least go into three separate shops and try on a dress in each of them, when trying on the dresses you will not lock the dressing room doors and will strip completely naked before doing so, while naked in one of the dressing rooms you will step out and ask one of the sales associates to grab you a smaller size of the dress you are trying on, while they leave to retrieve your request you will snap off a picture of yourself standing naked in view of the rest of the store sending it to me when you have, and finally when you have decided on the dress you are going to purchase you will get redressed in the changing room, but leave your bikini bottoms hanging on the back of the door, pay for the dress and leave. Once you are back at this directory with your new dress you will phone my once again for your next task. Oh, and as for the dress, it should be black, backless, and hang no longer than the skirt you are currently wearing. Have fun, and don't forget to call."
With that the call ended, and now Erica was feeling a bit more apprehensive about completing her task, but knew deep down that there was no way she would not complete it. Looking over the directory, she mapped out her attack by picking three stores that not only would have the type of dresses she would be looking for, but also be relatively free of other shoppers at such an early hour. Also, they were all located on the first floor which meant she didn't have to worry about anyone looking up her skirt as she rode the escalator. The first shop was just in front to the left of the escalator, and she confidently strolled over towards it.
The shop was more of a small feminine boutique rather than the normal open space must other mall stores were like. It catered specifically to women and specialized in French style, intimate apparel. Erica browsed the few dress racks they had and pulled a few dresses that she felt might fit her master's specifications. With them draped over her arm she got the attention of the only sales associate in the shop, and asked to have a fitting room opened.
The sales woman, a cute, twenty something blonde women, showed her towards the back of the store and opened one of the three rooms for her. Inside, Erica hung the dresses up on the hook on her side of the door and resisted the urge to lock the room, which allowed to door to remain cracked open just a bit. Taking a deep breath, she began to undress completely, just like she has many times before, but this time felt an extra sense of naughtiness come over her as she knew that she was doing so per her master's orders.
Once naked she tried on the first dress and looked at herself in the mirror. She looked stunning in it, but unfortunately it was a bit too see-through, and was probably more negligee than dress. She peeled it off and tried on the next which was more what she was looking for but unfortunately wasn't backless and hung too low, but still she looked amazingly sexy and was beginning to feel the tell tale signs of arousal forming in her sex. The last of the dresses she tried on was again more of a negligee and also was a bit too big for her. This reminded her of one of her master's specific details for her to complete willing performing this task and immediately figured that this store would be the best place to do it considering that there was only one sales woman present and no other costumers that she was aware of.
Erica quickly took of the dress and grabbed her phone before stepping out of the changing room to get the sales girl. Since the dressing rooms were at the back of the store, they were conveniently located next to the registers but that also meant were in complete view of the rest of the store. The sales girl was standing behind one the registers with her back towards the rooms folding clothes when Erica got her attention. Her reaction when she turned to see Erica standing naked in front of her was priceless; her jaw literally dropped. Erica however acted as if everything was normal and simply asked her if she could grab a smaller size in the dress she was holding. After a moment of hesitation by the young woman, she shook of the shook that had taken hold of her, and replied that of course she and that it would be her pleasure.
She grabbed the dress from Erica and proceeded to make her way towards the racks to fetch a smaller size. Erica knew that she had little time to snap off a picture of herself standing naked in the store, so once the sales girl turned around she immediately whipped open her phone and captured the shot he had wanted. She took a moment to look over the picture to make sure it came out, sent it off, and closed her phone just as the sales girl was coming back with the smaller dress. Erica thanked her, and returned back to the changing room. As she turned to close the door she noticed that the sales girl was still staring at her, which made Erica blush. She could not believe that she had just done that, but further more couldn't believe just how aroused it made her. Her pussy was practically flooded with arousal and she had no way of calming herself since he specifically told her she was not to masturbate or climax while he was away.
Feeling a sense of disappointment that she could not pleasure herself she hesitantly began to get redressed without even trying on the new smaller sized dress, knowing that even if it fit it did not meet his requirements. With her clothes back on and her phone stored away in her purse, Erica left the changing room, said thank you and goodbye to the sales girl, and headed to the next shop.
As she made her way to the second store, she caught another glimpse of herself in a shop window, again she felt a bit of embarrassment walking around like she was, and also realized she was silly to think that just because she wasn't going upstairs that didn't mean people couldn't see up her skirt. From her reflection, she could tell that as she walked her skirt rode up pretty high, showing off a lot of her ass.
Erica reached the second store, which was bit bigger than the first, but specialized in club wear. That meant it wouldn't be hard for her to find a slutty dress, but it would also mean that there be a possibility of more costumers. Once inside, Erica quickly scanned the store for the rack for dresses and immediately began to look through them for a dress that would meet the right standards. Soon she had herself an armful of dresses and looked for an associate to open a dressing room for her. Once again she was lead to the rooms, which were located in a separate hall way of sorts from the sales floor, and was let inside one of them.
Erica went through the process of getting naked and trying on the dresses. With each one she found something that didn't quite meet her master's specifications, or that was just too unappealing. Frustrated, Erica put back on her original clothes and exited the store; she was beginning to feel as though she wasn't going to find the right dress. Feeling a bit defeated, she strolled towards what she hoped would be the final store.
At the next store, a high-end lingerie shop, Erica wasted no time and simply began pulling every black dress off the racks and quickly found herself once again inside of a dressing room. Just like the last store, the fitting rooms were secluded in a separate hall, but instead of doors they had curtains that you could draw closed for privacy. Since she was in such a hurry, Erica didn't even bother pulling closed the curtains and rather began to undress out in the open view of the hallway.
It wasn't until she was completely nude and reaching for the first dress that she noticed her mistake, which she quickly corrected by sliding shut the curtain. Once again, she tried on dress after dress, not finding a winner, and was about to give up when the last one she tried was perfect. It was black, backless, hung to just below her ass cheeks, and made her look absolutely gorgeous. She was so happy to have found the right dress that she nearly cried, which wasn't quite the reaction she would have predicted, but she was just so relieved to have finally found the right dress.
She carefully took off the dress and began to get dressed when she remembered her master's instructions to leave her bikini bottoms hanging from the back of the changing room door once she made her selection. However, because there was no door, there was no hook; the dresses had been hanging from the pole in which the curtain slid across. After bit of quick thinking, Erica came up with a clever solution to the problem by simply lifting the pole up and out of its cradle on the wall and slipped the tiny, pink g-string on to it as if were a new curtain. She actually felt pretty proud of herself for coming up with the idea, and as she made her way to the checkout counter she had a beaming smile on her face.
With the dress paid for she left the store, but couldn't keep herself from wondering what the reaction would be from who ever found her left behind garment; it wasn't until she returned to the directory that the thought escaped her. She had to phone her master to inform him of her completion, and to get the information of her next task.
He answered immediately, and took no time before he began to giving her further instruction.
"Hello my mall slut, did your shopping go well?"
"Yes master."
"Good, I am glad to hear it. Also, I am glad that you were able to complete all aspects of the task so quickly; the picture of you in the store came out great. I bet your pussy is just gushing right now since you are basically exposed in such a tiny skirt, and you have a nice big plug up your ass. Am I right?"
"Yes master."
"Perfect, because your third task will only further flood that cunt of yours. I have reserved a room for you at the Grand Hotel downtown tonight. You are to go directly there once our call has ended. When you arrive, check in with the front desk and let them know you are checking in for the Reeves reservation. Everything is taken care of so you should only have to sign in to receive your room key. Once in the room, feel free to relax, get cleaned up a bit, and order anything to eat from room service; you can also remove the plug if you wish. The only thing I expect is that you will be done up and dressed in your new dress by six o'clock because I have also made dinner plans for you in the hotel's restaurant at six thirty. You will call me once you are ready to go to dinner so I can give you further information. Is what I said clear whore?"
"Yes master."
"Excellent. Oh and before I forget, there will also be a present waiting for you inside the hotel room that I think you will find rather exciting. Have a relaxing afternoon while you can because tonight will definitely be an interesting and eventful one."
With that the phone went dead as he had hung up, and Erica was left standing in front of the directory processing everything he had just told her. A night in a luxury hotel was most certainly not something she expected to be happening, and his kindness towards her was also a bit off putting. She was happy to hear that he was allowing her a relaxing afternoon, but was also concerned because she knew it would probably mean a truly rough night ahead.
Wanting to take advantage of her well deserved rest, Erica made her way back out to her car and headed towards the hotel. The ride over, she was beaming with excitement and confidence from her ability to complete her master's request so well. When she arrived at the hotel her mood was bordering on cocky, and she didn't even think twice about the way in which she was dressed as she strolled through the hotel's lobby and up to the front desk.
After some quick formalities she soon had the room key and was inside her room, which was a king, bed suite. She immediately took notice of the gift bag waiting for her on the table by the window, but decided not to open right then. She instead pulled off her clothes, removed the plug, and drew a bath; she was taking full advantage of her rest time.
Her bath lasted a good half hour before she got out to dry off. Wrapping a robe around her now smooth, clean body, she began to feel hungry and decided to order some room service. Once the call to room service was put in she went over to the window and pulled back the blinds to take look at her view of the city. It was as she was standing in front of the window that she once again took notice of the gift on the table, and figured that while she waited for room service to arrive it would be an appropriate time to open it.
Inside she found a pair of black stiletto heels, an envelope with two hundred dollars inside, a thin, black leather, choker, and some bathroom products as well as some makeup. The gifts definitely excited Erica, as well as enticed her curiosity about what was to come.
The rest of the afternoon went by peacefully for Erica; she enjoyed her lunch, and lazily laid around the room watching television. However, her curiosity of what was going to happen in the coming night never fully left her head, and soon found that it was time for her to begin getting ready for her master's dinner plan for her.
She used the bathroom products from the gift bag to clean herself up and shave any stubble from her legs and bush. With that completed, she moved onto applying her makeup and doing her hair. When she was all done it pleased her to see just how sexy she had made herself look which helped put her at ease about the mysterious dinner. She then returned to the bedroom and put on the choker, heels, and dress.
Looking in the mirror one last time, Erica was surprised at not only how slutty she looked, but also how sexy and beautiful she looked. Her confidence was at an all time high and was ready for whatever may lay ahead of her. She took out her phone and called her master.
"Right on time, I appreciate the punctuality. Are you all dressed for dinner?"
"Yes master."
"Did you like your presents, and are you wearing the appropriate items that were inside?"
"Yes master."
"I'm sure you look absolutely sexy, and you probably are just dying to find out what my plans are for you tonight but you will have to be patient because I will only be give you information in bits at a time. First thing you will take a picture of yourself and send it to me before you go down to dinner where you will sit and wait for your dinner mates at the bar, having a couple of drinks while you do. Once they arrive, you will know immediately when they do, you are to text me informing me of it. Right now that is all you need to know, but I promise more to come as the night goes on. Am I understood?"



"Yes master."
"Perfect, enjoy your evening while you can."
The line went dead after that, and left Erica pondering what he meant by enjoy herself while she could. What exactly did he have in mind for her? She however had little time to let his statement run through her head, since she was expected to be at the bar waiting for her mystery guest.
Erica grabbed the two hundred dollars he had provided for her and made her way down to the restaurant in the elevator. Since it was a Saturday night and the hotel's restaurant was one of the best dining choice in the town, it was pretty busy and difficult just to find a place at the bar. Fortunately, after she checked in with the hostess for her reservation, she was able to snag a barstool at the end of the bar.
As she sat and waited for the bartender to take her drink order, she took notice of all the looks she was receiving from the fellow patrons and knew exactly why; she was dressed far sluttier than anyone else in the place, and made sure to strut her stuff as she took her seat. However she did do her best to keep her legs crossed as to not expose her uncovered and unshaved pussy to the entire bar.
When the bartender finally took noticed of Erica she ordered a glass of red wine. As she drank her first glass she had to blow off one guy who tried to hit on her, but for the most part she kept her eyes on the entrance to see if she recognized anyone that could possibly be the mystery dinner guest.
She finished her first glass of wine rather quickly and, ordered another while she sat and waited. Other than the one guy and the occasional once over most of the people that were in the bar area tended not to bother her. Maybe it was intimidation, or maybe it was the fact that most were being seated quickly and didn't spend too much time in the bar, but whatever it was Erica was happy to have her space to concentrate on keeping an eye out for you ever it may be that was to join her for dinner.
When she finished the second glass of wine, Erica looked to her phone to check the time; it was only six fifteen which meant that she had already had to glasses in ten minutes and still had to sit and wait for at least another fifteen minutes. She started to feel a bit buzzed and knew that she shouldn't have downed her drinks so fast, but decided to order another anyway, figuring it was the best way to keep a guy from trying to buy her one and distracting her.
With her third glass of wine, one in which she made sure to drink slowly, Erica once again locked her eyes on the front entrance, hoping that whoever she was waiting for would show up early. At six twenty five, she noticed that the hostess was pointing in her direction while talking to a couple. She looked to see who it could be, and was almost knocked of her chair with shock.
She could not believe who her master had set up for her to have dinner with, and at first wasn't sure it was true, but as they made their way over to her they waved for her to come up to the front. The mystery dinner guests were none only than the principle and vice principal from her school, and Erica immediately remembered just how she was dressed. What would they say when they saw how slutty she was dressed? She stalled joining the by putting her wine up in the air and signaling that she had to take care of her tab.
She waved down the bartender and told him to close her tab out, and while she waited for her bill she opened her phone and texted her master just as he told her too, informing him her guests had arrive. In no way did she try and get answers out of him as to why he choose her principal and vice principal, for she knew it was a losing battle. Instead she gulped down her wine and paid the bill. Taking a deep breath to steady her nerves, she stood up and began to walk over to where her bosses were waiting for her.
The only thing that allowed her to feel a bit more comfortable about the situation was that both of them were women and were only about five to seven years older than her. It would have been a far different scenario if they were male; because of the way she was dressed it would seem more like she was trying to seduce them, but with them being female they wouldn't have that thought, but rather just think she was young and out for the weekend.
As she walked, Erica realized just how much she had o drink in such a short period of time. She really had to concentrate on keeping her balance, and felt the familiar buzz of booze going through her body.
The closer she got to her administrators the harder her heart started beating, and as she reached them and saw the looks on their faces she thought her heart was going to explode. Both of their months fell agape momentarily before they corrected themselves and greeted her. Erica knew that they felt she was a bit under dressed for a teacher out and about, but she also knew that they were being polite by not saying anything. They conversed for a bit, about how nice it was for her to invite them out to dinner, while they waited to be seated.
When The hostess returned to show them to her table, Erica's phone began to ring and it was her master. She excused herself, letting them know she had to take the call and step out into the lobby of the hotel to answer.
"Hello slut, I'm sure you are a bit surprised to see who I arranged to have dinner with you tonight, but I know you'll have fun, especially with some of the things I have planned for you. Let's not get ahead just yet though, when you order drinks, you will order yourself another of whatever you had at the bar, as well as a shot of their finest tequila. You will then text me once the shot arrives and you have shot it back. Is this all clear my little where?"
"Yes master."
"Excellent, I'll be expecting your text soon."
Once again the line went dead and Erica made her way towards her table where her bosses were waiting. Just as she arrived so too did the waiter to take down there drink order. Erica, since she was still standing, ordered first and ordered her fourth glass of red wine and the shot just as her master had instructed her to. With her order, both of her administrators gave a coy look, as if she was going to get herself into trouble, before each ordering a glass of chardonnay. However, Erica paid no mind to their un-approving gazes, because she knew that in order to get through the rest of the night, she might need a stiff drink or two.
As she sat down soon the way she was dressed and her drink order faded as they began to talk shop, and having a good bit of fun doing so. When the waiter returned with their drinks and to takedown the food order, Erica shot back her tequila and ordered a light pasta dish. The other two women ordered similarly to Erica, and soon they were back chatting before she received a text message from her master.
It read: "convince your guest to order a shot too, and slide your dress up so you are sitting with your naked ass on the chair." Erica read the message and knew exactly how to achieve it even before she responded with a yes master as per usual. The dress part was easy since she was practically already doing it already because of how short it was; the shots would be easy as well, for she had a plan.
Soon the waiter came over to check on them, and that's when Erica decided to put her plan into motion. She ordered a round of shots for the table before either of them could say anything. As the waiter walked off, Erica assured her administrators that it was ok to let loose a bit and that who knows, maybe it would lead to a lot of fun. Of course Erica already knew her night was just beginning, but she just didn't know how and at what pace. With the waiter returning with their shots, her phone chimed, signaling another message from her master.
"Go to the restroom and invite one of them along. Once you are in your separate stalls you are to remove your dress, re-open your stall door and take a picture of yourself standing naked. Remain naked until you send the picture to me, and leave the door open the entire time."
"Yes master."
With that message, Erica knew that things were going to be picking up for her, and she was unsure exactly how she felt about that. However, she did know that he would not accept her not doing as he said, so she excused herself to the ladies room and asked her assistant principle if she would like to join her. She accepted and they made their way towards the restroom.
Once inside they both went to their own stall, which happened to be right next to each other, and once Erica heard the lock slide into place on her colleagues door she immediately removed her dress and got her phone ready. Hanging her dress on the back of the door, as not to drop it, Erica re-opened her stall's door and snapped off a picture of herself standing naked in the stall through the mirrors reflection. Satisfied with the picture, she sent it to her master, quickly got her dress back on, and flushed the toilet so that it wouldn't draw any unwanted attention.
Just as she was stepping out of the stall she heard the lock open on her bathroom buddy's door and she too was making her way out. As they cleaned up at the sink, her assistant principal asked her what she was doing with her phone a bit earlier. Confused, Erica asked what she meant, and was told that her colleague saw her hold up the phone before she exited the stall. Erica nervously made up a story about how she thought that she looked good in the mirror when she opened the door and wanted to snap a picture to send to her boyfriend. Her boss seemed to buy the story, but still had a look of uncertainty as they returned to the table.
As they were walking back her master texted her, so Erica told her boss to go on ahead, that it was her boyfriend commenting on the picture he just received from her. With another curious glance her boss went on ahead and Erica read the message.
"Did your guest notice slut?"
"She only noticed I took a picture, but not what of master."
"Show her if she asks about it again. Then if she wants to know why, tell her it was a dare, and that you love doing dares, especially if you have been drinking."
His last message took her off guard, and she wasn't sure showing her assistant principal a naked photo of herself was a good idea, but she replied the only way he would allow.
"Yes master."
When Erica returned to the table, she was surprised to see that her principal had ordered another round of shots, but also that the two of them seemed to be gossiping about her. As she took her seat, her principal had them each knock back their shots. Once all three shot glasses hit the table empty, Erica's principal asked her a question that almost knocked out of her chair.
"So Cindy told me something and I'm a bit curious about finding out more. What kind of picture did you take in the restroom; something naughty?"
Erica was stunned and stalled to answer, not knowing for sure if since her principal asked about the picture if she had to show it, or if that only applied to her assistant principal. Unfortunately, before she could muster up an answer her other boss spoke up.
"I told Pam about the picture you took because I'm a bit confused of exactly what you could have taken a picture of. So I guess what we are saying is that we want to know more."
Erica took one deep breath before responding, thinking over every possible outcome of what she was about to do. After a moment she confidently spoke up and responded to their intrigue.
"Well if you want to know about the picture, maybe it is best if I just show you it."
With that said Erica produced her phone, brought up the picture, and handed it over to her two bosses; almost shaking as she did. Once it was in their hands, there was nothing she could do to take it back; she had to wait and see what their reaction would be. Immediately upon seeing the picture, both Pam's and Cindy's jaws dropped, and they each turned to look at each other before turning back to the picture. After a good, long look, both of their heads shot up and looked at Erica, before starting to laugh. Erica didn't know what to say, and couldn't do anything as she sat frozen watching her two bosses laugh at her about a naked picture she just took.
Once they stopped laughing, Pam began in on the questioning.
"You're a bad teacher aren't you? What made you take such a risky picture of yourself?"
"I was dared to take it."
"By who, your boyfriend?"
"Yes."
"Just because he dared you, doesn't mean you have to do it. Plus, it was so risky; you could have been caught. Or does that turn you on to do it knowing you might get caught?"
"I did it because I like to do his dares, especially when I have been drinking. And yes, it does turn me on a little bit. Can I have my phone back now?"
"Sure you can have your phone back, but under one condition; you let us know if he sends anymore dares."
Not seeing a way out, Erica agreed to her boss' one demand, and was a bit surprised with how the whole thing was panning out. When Pam handed over her phone, their dinners arrived, and things were quiet for awhile. Minutes into the entrée however she received another text from her master, much to the delight of everyone at the table. So much so, that they dared her to read it aloud to them.
"Time to step up the stakes slut. While sitting at the table, slip your fingers into you snatch, getting them nice and slick with your excitement before removing them to your mouth were you will suck the juices off."
After she read the naughty message aloud, she looked up at her dinner mates to see what their reaction was. Both of them just looked at her with devilish grins, in a way that Erica understood meant, "Well what are you waiting for?" Erica just set down her phone on the table and let her hand fall to her lap, allowing her fingers to dive into her hot, wet, box. She stroked her fingers inside her pulsing, pussy a couple of times before removing them and moving them to her mouth to suck down the juices. As she finished, both of her bosses let out some gasps of disbelief, before Pam starting in with some more questioning
"Oh my, our young little teacher here has a naughty little secret life it seems. So, will you do anything he asks you to do?"
Erica took a moment to answer, trying to come up with an appropriate answer, but she knew that her master would appreciate it if she was jus honest; or at least as honest as she could be.
"Yes, of course. I think it is fun to be told to due naughty things."
"Well we can see that, but aren't you afraid you will get into trouble; I mean we are your bosses, doesn't that make it harder."
"Of course I get a bit scared of doing this kind of stuff, but that is part of the excitement. Plus, I trust him to keep my well being in mind. As far as you guys go, I have never had to perform in front of people I know before, but since you are still here after I showed that picture I figure you aren't too put off by my behavior."
"We are more intrigued about your behavior than anything else. It is not every day we witness one of our employees behaving in such a manner. To be honest it is definitely interesting to see just what you are willing to do at your man's request."
"Is there anything else you would like to know?"
"Actually, yes. In the last message he called you a slut; what was that all about?"
"He likes to call me dirty names to add to the humiliation of the task, and I got to say it definitely works."
"I see, so you also enjoy the humiliation factor of the dares as well."
"Yeah, I guess you could say that. Something about the humiliation aspect of the dares, makes doing them that much more gratifying."
Almost on cue, Erica's phoned buzzed again with another message from her master, and once again Pam and Cindy had her read it out loud to them while they finished up their dinners. However, before she could start, the waiter came over to check in on them. Erica decided she was done with her plate; she just didn't seem hungry anymore, and Pam thought it was a good time to order another shot for Erica. When the waiter walked off, Erica started to read the new message.
"As I can figure, dinner should be just about over, and since you already tasted your pussy, I was thinking what better for dessert than your ass. You are to slip the same fingers that were in your pussy, into your ass and repeat the same process as before. Once again, this must be done while sitting at the table. Oh and text me when you pay the bill and part from your guests."
If Erica thought the reaction from her supervisors before was one of shock, their reaction to the latest message most have been far past that. Both of them were open jawed and wide eyed when she looked up from her phone at them. This time Erica smiled, and just went right into fingering her asshole without letting them gather their bearings.
By the time she had the fingers in her mouth and sucking away the tangy taste of her ass, they both still sat stunned and frozen. It wasn't until the waiter came back with the shot that they came back to reality. They let him take their plates away, as now they were also no longer interested in eating. In fact, until the waiter came back with the bill, no one at the table said a word.
Erica paid the bill with the money her master had left for her, and while her two companions sat frozen with shock she simply stood up, adjusted her dress, and bid them a good night before exiting the restaurant to return to her room. She walked off with a beaming smile on her face, knowing that she had not only just blew the mind of her bosses, but that she had also just took another step closer to becoming who she truly was meant to be; a completely, committed, submissive, slut to her master. As she rode the elevator up to her room, she sent her master a message informing him that she had just left the restaurant and was heading to the room. The moment she got off the lift her phone rang with a call from him.
"I hope that your dinner went will and that you and your guests had a good time. I would also like to congratulate you for completing you third task of this weekend, and making it to the half way mark. As for the rest of the night, make yourself comfortable and enjoy the night. I will be contacting you later to give you your fourth task that is to be completed tonight. The only other detail you need to know is that you must re-insert the plug once you get into your room. Am I understood my slut?"
"Yes master."
There was no reply, just silence as he had hung up. Erica was glad to hear however that her master was pleased with her progress, but also knew that her coming challenges would most likely be her hardest yet.
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Waking up the next morning I felt refreshed and a bit sore. My pussy had that feel good ache to it from the wonderful fucking I got from Sage, but over all my body felt good and I was energetic to see what Sage had in store for me.
I quickly showered, did my hair and makeup, and got my shoes on. While I was in the shower I removed the plug, giving it a good cleaning before putting it into the bag, and was left with an empty feeling in my ass. It is amazing how quickly I grew to enjoy the feeling of something in my backdoor; I never would have expected that to happen. Since I had very little to do to get ready for work I had plenty of time to get to school and meet my mistress.
Getting back into my car naked sparked me to remember how I had gotten home the night before, and just how nerve racking it was. At least then I had the cover of darkness to help with concealing my secret; driving to school meant doing so as the sun was starting to come up. The only thing I had going for me was the fact that it was still very early and that meant fewer cars on the roads. Knowing that, I was able to power through my anxiety and make my way to my school to meet Sage.
I arrived ten minutes earlier than I was told to, but I figured I should wait for my mistress at the pre-determined spot rather than in my car. As I waited naked outside of the school, I realized just how long ten minutes could feel, which was the complete opposite of how it felt when I was eating out Sage's rear end for ten minutes. What is even odder is that during the entire time I waited, the thought of another teacher arriving early never crossed my mind; I was caught up in eagerly being a good sub slut for Sage.
At exactly the specified time, Sage appeared from around the corner of the school wearing a pair of blue jeans and a t-shirt, and waved me over to her. I cautiously did as she wanted, not fully understanding what to expect. As I reached her location she began to speak.
"I'm happy to see that you made it on time and just as I had ordered as well. Hand me the bag and we can began with our morning adventure."
I handed her the bag and she snatched it out of my grip before grasping my wrist and pulling around the corner of the school towards the front entrance.
"I was thinking that we should get some good sub slut style pictures of you at your place of employment. The first one that should be captured is of you standing in front of the main entrance, and then we can go inside to capture more."
I couldn't believe what I was being made to do. Never before would the idea of having a naked picture of myself taken while I stood in front of the school have crossed my mind, and not only was it going to happen, but I was getting wet just thinking about it.
Within moments, Sage had me out in front of the school, posing in front of the two front doors. She assured me that this would only take a second or two, and that after she got the shot we could retreat inside for more. I stood waiting and smiling while she framed up the perfect shot, and all the while the only thing in my head was that I hope nobody drives by and sees this. However, before I was able to allow that thought to plague my mind for too long, Sage had taken the picture and returned to my side.
"Ok, I got the shot; let's go inside for some others. Open up the doors and head towards the main office."
I did as I was told and soon found myself posing for pictures all over the front office. Sage took pictures of me on different staff members' desks, bending over in front of the principal's door, and a number of other provocative shots; all of which I'm sure made me look like a true slut.
After a few minutes of snapping off pictures, Sage finally decided she had enough, and instructed me to follow her to my class room. I was hoping that once we got there she would finally provide me with whatever clothing she had brought for me to wear. But deep down I knew that wouldn't be the case just yet.
Once we reached my classroom and I unlocked my door, Sage once again pushed her way past me, while I was left to stand in the hall. Just like the day before she dropped her bag on my desk, retrieved a marker, and returned to hand me another index card. This time she instructed me to take it to the girl's restroom before reading it. Without hesitation, I did just that; making sure to hurry since I had even less time than the day before. Once inside I quickly flip over the card and read my mistress' instructions.
"Go to the first stall and write the following statement on the back of the door: Ms. Evans loves it in the ass, and is a true slut. When you finish make your way back to your class room to get dressed."
I was put off by just how vulgar the statement was compared to the previous one, but knew that I was going to not write it no matter what it said. In fact in a weird way the message kind of made me feel proud; I was indeed growing to enjoy the feeling of something in my ass, and also wanted dearly to have Sage view me as a true slut. So, with a smile on my face, I quickly etched the message on the stall door and headed back to rejoin my mistress.
Upon entering my room I was greeted with the sight of Sage sitting atop my desk, still completely dressed, but wearing the strap-on harness holding a fake cock that jutted out in front of her. She smiled at me and gestured for me to assume the position of kneeling in front of her. I did as she wished and soon noticed she was guiding the rubber member towards my face. I instinctively opened my mouth to accept my mistress' long dick, and soon had the head slide into my wanting hole. Sage commanded that I show her what a good little cock-sucking slut I was, and to get the entire length down my throat. It took some effort, but soon I found myself getting the rubber phallus all the way down my throat causing my lips to smash up against the leather harness covering Sage's pubic mound. Once I was able to successfully deep throat the piece, she had me hold it in my throat so she could capture a picture of the event. Following the picture she then challenged me to see how long I could hold it like that before I had to breathe. She had me back off of it to gather my breath before I attempted to re-insert the member into my throat. With my first attempt I was only able to hold it in place for a few seconds before I felt like I needed to breathe and had to back off it again, coughing and gasping for air. This did not please Sage, for she commanded that I immediately try again, and that she would make sure I would hold it in longer. I took the cock once again into my throat, and right when I had all the way in she used her hands to grab the back of my head, holding me in place.
After the same amount of time had passed as had with my previous attempt, I began to really struggle to keep calm. Unfortunately, I panicked after just a bit longer and began to use my own hands to push out of my mistress' grip. After a bit of a fight, with my eyes bulging and spitting up a bit of saliva, I managed to break free and regain my breath. However, my behavior once again displeased Sage and she began to yell at me.
"How dare you push me away when I am trying to teach you how to better your oral skills; that is no way to behave as a proper sub-slut! Where are the cuffs? I'm making sure you can't fight me on this next attempt!"
She began to forcefully pull open my desk drawers until she found the hand cuffs, and then quickly used them to secure my hands behind my back. With my arms locked behind me she proceeded to force the fake cock swinging in front of her back down my throat. Once it was again lodged all the way in, she grabbed a hold of my head with her hands and with firm pressure held me in place. Again, after only a few seconds I began to struggle for breath and my eyes started to bug out. Sage just kept her hold on me and began to spout off cruel and humiliating statements.
"That's it slut, hold my cock down your throat. You look like a helpless little whore struggling for air. It's disgusting to watch you spit up all over yourself, gagging like a trashy cunt. I need to get another picture of you like this."
She released the grip of one of her hands to grab the camera, but kept her other hand firmly on the back my head to make sure I didn't pop off of her. As she got the camera positioned I started to get the feeling I might actually pass out from a lack of air. My throat was straining to release to rubber intruder, and let in some oxygen while my eyes began to water and leak down my cheeks from the fear of choking. Fortunately, once she took the picture and set the camera back down, she gave my head one last firm pull before pushing me off of her; causing me to fall backwards as I coughed up a string of sticky saliva that covered my chin and most of my chest. I remained on my back with my hands secured behind me, trying to catch my breath, as Sage removed the harness and began putting things away. When she got everything in order she came over and helped me back to my knees, but left the hand cuffs on while she spoke.
"I am displeased with how you struggled against me and that is why I had to get a little forceful with you; if my actions scared you I'm sorry. I was only trying to teach you how to truly be my submissive. Now, there is only about five minutes until the students should be arriving, and you still need to get dressed."
From her bag she pulled out a medium sized brown bag and dropped it on my desk. She opened the bag and removed something from it before speaking again.
"I was going to allow you to wear panties today, but since you didn't completely follow my commands you will have to make do without."
With that she unlocked the cuffs and left me to get dressed on my own. Once she left my room and shut the door behind her, I quickly opened the bag and pulled out the contents. To my surprise, all that was inside was a simple cotton dress, black in color, and a note. Putting the note aside, I slipped into the dress and was happy to see that it covered up quite a bit. It was a bit shorter than I was used to, and with or without panties I would have issues doing much more than standing in it, but the rest of my body was sufficiently covered.
I took a look around my class to make sure things were in order, and just as the bell rang to start classes, I remembered the note. Hurrying over to my desk, I snatched the note, sat down in my chair, and began to read its contents as my first period English class began to file in.
"Hello, my little sub slut, I wish I could see how you look in your dress; I got it cheap at a thrift store so I hope it fits. Anyways, this note is to inform you that I will not be attending school today, for I have things I need to set up for later. However, you are to behave as though I was at school and during your lunch break, log into your e-mail and follow the instructions of the message that well be waiting for you. Have a good day slut, and make sure to behave yourself."
A little disappointed that I would not be seeing Sage as usual, I stashed the note away and tried to focus on teaching my class. At first I had difficulty doing so, but soon found that I got into a groove and time seemed to skip by rather quickly. The only thing that would knock my thoughts back to Sage is when I would notice the hem of my dress riding up, which I would immediately pull down to prevent a humiliating situation, but all in all it was time for lunch before I knew it.
Once the last student exited my class room, I immediately logged in to my e-mail and pulled up the message that my mistress said would be waiting for me. As I did, I noticed that there were a few attachments along with it, but decided to ignore those for the moment.
"Ok Cynthia, my obedient teacher sub slut, let us see just how committed you are to follow my orders even when I am not present. Firstly, I want you open your top drawer and find your butt plug that I stashed away."
In a focused fury I pulled open the drawer and shifted through its contents until I found the plug, before continuing to read the message.
"Now, remain where you are and remove your dress. If the door is still open, you may not close it until you are naked."
Unfortunately for me, I had not closed my door because of my eagerness to read the message, and now I was forced with the dilemma of following my mistress' orders and risking exposure, or closing the door before removing my dress knowing that Sage would never know either way. However, I knew that taking the second route would leave me with huge guilt and that Sage would appreciate absolute follow through. So, with a deep breath to steady my nerves, I quickly pulled the dress up and over my head, laid it on top of my desk, and scurried over to shut my door and lock it before anyone could possibly pass by and see. I successfully completed the task without being seen, allowing me to let out a sigh of relief. Who knew that walking just ten feet could cause such a gut wrenching feeling? At my desk I continued to read the e-mail.
"Once you are naked, insert the plug inside of ass using whatever lubrication you deem necessary."
I decided to use my own saliva as a lubricant and soon had the anal intruder settled inside my tight rear.
"You are to remain in that manner for the remainder of the break; putting your dress back on as the bell rings and not a moment sooner. You may not pleasure yourself, and must remain seated behind your desk for the entire break. I have attached some of the pictures I have taken of you so far during our short time together; feel free to enjoy them as you sit. As far as what is expected from you after lunch, you are to simply go about your day as you normally would, just with a bit of healthy anal distraction, and at the end of the day you will meet me at the city park near the public restrooms at the south entrance. Have a great lunch break, and I will see you soon slut."
As I finished reading the message I was both relieved and disappointed to have to remain naked for my lunch period. On the one hand it was a relief to know that I would not have to risk being exposed to others, but on the same note I felt let down by not being made to push my limits further. The excitement from the relative danger I get from doing Sage's tasks was like a drug to me, and I began to want it more and more. This task seemed a bit boring to me compared to some of the others, and I hoped that when I would meet Sage later that day I would be challenged a bit harder to make up for it.
Though I felt down about the simplicity of my task, once I began going through the pictures Sage had attached I started to get over it. I even began to become excited and filled with pride as images of me doing my mistress' bidding flashed on the screen. All the different tasks I had completed so far for Sage were there, and in each one I could progressively see that I was becoming more and more the sub slut that she wanted. My pussy began to flood with arousal, and my eyes began to water with pride; I was truly becoming what I was meant to be.
I became so involved in examining each picture, that I had not realized how quickly time had passed, and was awoke from my trance by the ringing of the bell. A little bewildered, I hurried to put my dress back on before my next class arrived. I got it on just as my door began to swing open, allowing a string of students to enter. From my desk drawer, I pulled out a pocket mirror to make sure I was presentable. Once the rest of the students filed in, the tardy bell rang and I focused on teaching.
I presented the class the same lecture I had given the previous classes, and with about twenty minutes left I had them silent read to themselves the story we were covering in our textbooks. When I returned to my desk and got behind my computer, I was shocked to see that I had forgotten to close out the last picture I was viewing before the class had arrived. It was the most recent one Sage had taken in which her strap-on was lodged down my throat as my eyes were bugged out and spit covered my cheeks. I was thrilled that none of my students had to go over to my desk during my lecture, for they would have easily been able to see the picture. Fortunately, that didn't happen, but it did however cause me too long for the upcoming meeting with Sage and cause time to begin to creep by. I knew that for the remainder of the afternoon I would be watching to clock slowly tick away until I would finally be able to leave and see my mistress.
My last period of the day was just as agonizing as I knew it would be, but I managed to power through, and was soon awarded with the sound the dismissal bell ringing, signaling the end of the day. I think I was packed up and out the door before many of my students, and honestly was in a focused haze as I hurried to meet up with Sage. I hardly remember driving to the park, it felt as if I was floating and nothing was stopping me from getting to my mistress.
I arrived at the park, at the predetermined entrance, and once I was parked I rushed to the restrooms to meet Sage. Unfortunately, she was not there when I arrived, which caused me to momentarily worry she wasn't going to show. However, from inside the women's restroom, I heard a toilet flush and the sink turn on, which I knew in my heart, meant Sage was indeed inside. I waited just outside for her to appear and was soon awarded for my patience as she emerged from the facility and greeted me.
"Well hello slut, you made it here quick. Is someone excited to serve their master?"
"Yes mistress, I am."
"Good, because you are going to have a very interesting evening ahead and you will need to be ready for it. First thing I need is for you to remove your dress right now."
"Yes, mistress."
Without hesitation, my dress was up and over my head, and I was handing it over to Sage. I didn't think twice that I was standing out in the middle of an open public park; I just wanted to please my mistress.
"Very good my slut, now if you would follow me I have something to show you."
With that she turned to head towards the men's side of the restrooms and entered them while I stayed close behind. Inside my nose filled with the aroma of dried urine, and an overall musky scent. The restroom was pretty dingy, and on the side of being downright repulsive. This however did not seem to deter Sage as she made her way towards the middle stall and pushed the door with her foot before speaking to me.
"Get inside and grab the bag that is on floor behind the toilet. Inside you will find a few nice things in which I have bought for you to wear."
I instinctively followed her instructions and was soon bent over in the stall reaching for the bag. With it in my hands, I stood up and spun around to open it in front of Sage. It was a small duffel bag, and I had no trouble getting the zipper open as I held it securely with my other arm. Inside I was greeted with the sight of another pair of heels, at least four inches high, some handcuffs, and a larger butt plug. After analyzing the items for a moment I looked to Sage for further information.
"Well I hope you like your presents, because you will be getting rather acquainted with them over next few hours. Now I will ask that you hand over your purse and the plug currently inside of you before we can go any further."
As I handed Sage my purse and began to embarrass myself by pulling out the plug from my own ass, I wondered what exactly her plan was for me that would have me getting to know the items in bag for hours. Not wanting to show any sign of uneasiness however, I removed the plug with a humiliating popping sound, and handed it to Sage which in turn began her providing some more details.
"Thank you slut. You are probably getting more curious by the second about what exactly you are going to be doing with all that equipment, and rightfully so. To ease your mind a little I'll just say you will completing a rather challenging task, but before we can go over what exactly, we have to get you ready first. If you would please get the new heels on, and remove the other items from the bag."



"Yes mistress."
Without a moment of hesitation, I had my old heels off, the new pair on, and the contents of the bag out.
"Excellent, I will take those." She said grabbing the other items from me. "Go ahead and turn around, putting your arms behind you."
Once again I did as I was instructed, and soon felt the cold metal of the cuffs being secured around my wrist, locking my arms up behind me for the second time that day. I then felt Sage give my upper back a bit of a shove forcing me to bend at the waist, dangling above the toilet below. She then began to gently kick at my feet causing my to spread them open until my shins were touching the bottom of the stall's side walls. I could only imagine the view Sage had of me in such a position. My entire pussy and asshole were surely spread open as my upper half hung parallel to the dingy toilet. When she felt I was in the proper position she spoke again.
"Hold open your ass cheeks with hands whore, I'm going to start working this plug inside of you."
I reached back and did my best to spread open my cheeks further while my hands where restrained.
"Oh my, look at your little pink asshole; it is nice and dilated a bit, and looks to be begging from something to be shoved inside of it."
My face reddened with embarrassment as she described my gaping hole, making me feel even more like a slut.
"This might be easier than I thought to get this larger plug inside of you, considering it seems you have become a good little anal whore so quickly."
Without any further talk, Sage began to prep my ass for its next intrusion, working a liberal amount of lubricant into my open ring. Once she felt that my hole was properly lubed up, she soon began to push the new plug into place. This plug, compared to the one I had in earlier that day, was not much longer, but did have a considerable larger girth. So it is easy to say that while Sage was pushing it inside of me, I had to adjust and try to cope with the pain and pleasure of it. I may have let out a few gasps and grunts, but soon was relieved to feel it begin to narrow as it disappeared inside. Again, just as she had a few days prior, Sage gave it one last good push to confirm that it was it place.
She had me remain in that position as she took a few pictures, making me look back into the camera for one extremely humiliating one. Then, as if sparked with a new idea, Sage spoke once again.
"Before we get any further along, I think now that I am looking at you dangling over that toilet, that it would be great to see you getting a drink from it and possibly kissing the rim. How does that sound to you my little teacher slut?"
With a slight moment of pondering to go over exactly what she just said entailed, I answered the only way I could, and the way I truly wanted to.
"Whatever you wish mistress, I will do."
"Great, but let's pull that hair back so it doesn't block out your face in the pictures."
I felt her grab my hair in her hands and secure it atop my head with a clip. She then began to pose me for more pictures: having me get my face right above the toilet while bent over, sticking my tongue out to lick the surface of the water, using my lips to slurp up the water, actually sticking my entire face into the water, smiling as I came out for air, and so on; all of which I had no issue doing as long as it made Sage proud of me. There was a moment of hesitation when she instructed I actually lick the rim of the bowl and give it a good wet kiss, but only for a second and it was only because the thought of how many men had probably used this toilet crossed into my mind. Thankfully the toilet looked clean and I eagerly did as I was told as Sage captured the moment with her camera.
With the photo session over in the stall, Sage had me stand up and told she wanted to get some of me standing outside of the facility to show that I was actually in the men's room. Without much regard to what that entailed, having to go outside and be nude and bound, I obediently followed her out. Once outside I remembered just how bright it still was, but did not dare show any sign of worry in front of my mistress. She in turn however, took her time positioning me and snapping of pictures while I nervously hoped that no one would come by to use the facilities while I was out there. It is funny because that thought did not even cross my mind while we were inside, even though it could have potentially happened, it wasn't until I was outside that I felt completely vulnerable. What made that even more present was when Sage closed the door to the restroom to have me look as if I was trying to open it while my hands were secured behind me. That would have been fine; except for when she actually wanted me to open it that we both realized it had locked when she shut it. No longer did the safety blanket of hiding inside exist; no I was actually stuck outside in the nude with Sage. This however only spurred her to decide to finally progress with the rest of my actual task and tell me what she expected from me.
"Well that makes things easier, and plus I was finished taking pictures any way. However, you my slut don't quite get off so easy. You still have the main task to complete and with or without the door being open it will be completed; this just means you will have less options. For your task tonight, you will be figuring a way to get back home as you are now; no car, no clothes, and no help from me. I have a party to attend in an hour and I think having to do this on your own is a good way to show not only your commitment to me as a slave, but also show your determination to complete difficult tasks. I was going to allow you to use the restroom as cover until you could come up with a plot to make it home, but now it looks as though you will have to think quickly. I'm even going to shut the ladies' room off as well just to make it that much more exciting. Do you have any questions?"
"Yes, what will you do with my car, and how will I get out of the cuffs once I get home?"
"Both excellent questions and both have an answer that corresponds to one another. As for your car goes, I will be using it as transportation to get me to and from the party. Therefore, you will have to wait for me to bring back the car for you to get into your house, and thus releasing you from your restraints. Is they any further inquiries?"
I had plenty of worried questions running through my head about just exactly how she expected me to complete the task, but knowing that disclosing such thoughts would only result with my mistress becoming disappointed, I answered the only way I could.
"No mistress, I understand what needs to be done."
"Good, then I will see you once I get done at the party. Have a fun a safe trip home slut."
Letting her last statement linger in my mind, she walked off towards the parking lot to drive off in my car, leaving me to get home in the nude and restrained on my own. It was still daylight and it was getting close to the time when people would start showing up at the park for different functions. I had to think quickly about where to go to hide myself to give me time to formulate a plan to get home with a limited amount of exposure.
Luckily for me the perimeter of the park was surrounded on three sides by rather dense forested running trails to separate it from the neighborhoods that bordered it. I would be able to hide out in the trees until it got a bit darker before attempting to continue on. The tough part would be getting there fast enough while the park was still empty considering I was still close to the entrance which is the one side that does not have trees, and open to the street.
I made a quick bee line to the tree line on my left, figuring that was the side of the park closest to my house; which thankfully was only three neighborhoods over. From there I planned on waiting for darkness to come before I even thought about make any ground towards my home. However, that meant waiting for awhile considering it was still mid-afternoon, and still a summer month. I went over my options in my heard before coming to the conclusion to slowly, and alertly make my way through the tress to the perimeter of the park and a wall of a neighboring housing complex. Then I would be able to follow the wall to the closest trail entrance, and find a hiding place there to wait for darkness.
Not wanting to waste too much time, I decided that it would be best to get a move on before the park started to get busy. It was sort of difficult navigating through the rough terrain wearing such high heels, and without the ability to stabilize myself with my arms. Falling would most likely be one of the worst things that could happen, and as I walked I was in constant fear that such an event might actually happen. However, the thought of lying helpless on the ground only triggered my arousal, and caused my pussy, once again, to dampen.
I successfully made it to an outlining wall, and took a moment to access the situation before moving on. I had gone running in this park before, and therefore knew the area rather well. With a little bit of investigation I determined that I had two possible options; Either follow the wall away from the street for another quarter mile, or following it towards the street to an opening about twenty feet off the main entrance. Both options had their own advantages and disadvantages. The first option would definitely lead me away from the main road, but the opening led right into an apartment complex with very little coverage. The second option, though it was very near to the main entrance and in view of the road, it was actually an entrance into a concrete flood canal which would be far more private.
Mulling my options over, I decided to go with the second one. It seemed to be my best bet for getting home unseen. Also, it just so happened that the canal had an exit right outside my neighborhood. However, it happened to be an exit out onto a relatively busy road, but that was going to have to be a bridge I would cross when I got to it. All I was focused on at that moment was getting to a spot near the entrance that would keep me well hidden while I waited for the cover of the night to allow me to proceed any further.
Once again I journeyed cautiously through the trees, naked and bound, doing my best to keep my balance. As I arrived closer to the front of the park, I began to hear street noises and people talking. A rush of fear and excitement began to run through my body. My heart began to beat harder with each step; more and more I was able to make out what exactly the noises I heard were. Eventually I saw and reached a point near the entrance to the canal, and between the jogging trail and the actual park to hide out. I crouched down between the trees and bushes to better blend in, and it was then that I realized just how close I actually was to the parking lot.
Turning towards, and peering through the brush, I was actually able to catch glimpses of cars and people moving through it. This not only alarmed me, but also added more fuel to my burning fire of arousal. I had never been so openly exposed as I was at that moment, and I only wished I was allowed the pleasure of just touching myself, to release my building tension.
As I stayed in my hiding spot waiting for the sun to set, I just stared at the different cars and people I could see moving in the distance. I was no more than fifty feet away from them, totally naked and vulnerable, but yet almost entirely hidden from their view. If anyone of them even took a moment to look hard enough in my direction, surely they would have seen me; maybe not all of me, but definitely would know I was there. So as I watched intently, my pussy became more and more saturated with arousal, and my mind began to crave more attention.
When I just couldn't take it anymore, and before the sun had even reached the mountain tops, I stood up, and decided to push myself to begin my journey home in broad daylight. Maybe it was a way to keep from thinking of all the devilish thoughts of what would happen if anyone actually spotted me, or maybe I just wanted to challenge myself; to see if I could actually make it home without the cover of night, and without being seen. This may have been a bad decision on my part, but at the time nothing could have kept me from doing it. I was determined and focused on completing my task. It took me only moment to reach the entrance to the canal, and it was that moment that I took the time in my head to decide that going any further meant that I could not go back, that I had to continue and risk being caught.
Once I reached the entrance, my mind was made up, I was doing it. I knew that inside the canal wasn't very wide, and that it was bordered on both sides by seven foot high, cinder block walls. The walls were for the housing and the streets on the other side of them to keep the canal from being an eye sore in the community. The canal was simply a concrete ditch that sloped in towards the middle about four feet, and its only purpose was to capture and direct any flood water away from the streets when it rained. Even when a road crossed over it, there was either a tunnel made under the road, or the road simply was bridged over it; and it is only at those particular points in which the public had any access to it. I only knew this because the road into my neighborhood has a bridge that crosses it. Therefore I felt relatively safe using it as my route home, for I also knew hardly anyone ever used it.
All of this information only made my decision that much easier, and once I was inside the canal I hadn't a care in the world. Though I could hear cars passing by on the other side of the wall, and people talking as they walked just feet away on the other side, I was never happier. I casually walked along the upper part of the canal along the wall that bordered the homes on my left; I knew going down the slope of the canal would be tough, and getting back up would be even tougher. The only thing that did concern me was the sound of my clicking heels on the hard concrete, so when I would hear the voices of others on the other side I would make sure to move a bit more quietly until the voices subsided.
The entire walk was invigorating, and before I knew it I had made it to my neighborhood and the point in which I had to come up with a plan on making it to the rest of my house. Since I had left the park while the sun remained in the sky, I had made it to the exit while it was still daylight as well. My neighborhood was small, but because of the time of day traffic on the bridge would be steady from people coming home from work. I decided to hide out under the bridge until I could formulate a new plan.
I sat under the bridge waiting as if some obvious answer of hope was going to arise in my brain, but I knew that I had the same two options I had while at the park: wait for darkness, or go now and hope to not be caught. Once again, the more I waited, and the more outside noise I heard, the more my wild side became triggered. I knew that no students that attended my school lived in the neighborhood, and neither did anyone I work with. In fact, there wasn't really anybody that lived in my neighborhood that knew me all that well. There were a few that I had a few casual conversations with, but nothing personal. It was this bit of knowledge that sparked me to once again push myself to continue on, daylight and all.
Before I could talk myself out of it, I stood up and began to stroll towards the exit of the canal, and enter my neighborhood. I lived two streets down and to the left about a hundred yards; all in all I was about six hundred yards away. As I walked I made sure to keep my eyes looking forward and focused on the getting home. I made it to the first street without seeing anyone, or anyone seeing me. It was at the half way point, between streets, that a car passed me. The car slowed as it passed, but did not stop. I could feel my legs weaken with fear, but managed to maintain my focus. I reached my street and turned left; luckily no one was present at the moment. Passing by my neighbor's houses, I wondered if anyone was looking out their windows and could see me; my excitement was literally dripping down my legs.
I was almost home when another car passed me and pulled into the driveway six houses down from mine. As I continued to my house, the driver, a woman in her thirties, got out and started staring at me in disbelief as she walk inside her home. I had only a few hundred more feet until I reached my house, and was thankful for it. I did not know if I would have been able to take being seen by anyone else. The only thing that kept me from running the rest of the way, was the thought of Sage. I was able to use the thought of her guiding me as a way of keeping calm. It worked and I managed to make it to my house without having a break down.
However, once I reached my house I remembered I had no way of getting inside, and further more no way of getting out of the cuffs. I would have to wait for Sage to show up, and considering she said she was going to a party, I had no way of knowing when she would arrive. It could be the middle of the night for all I knew. I was relegated to remain outside until she arrived, but thankfully I lived in an old style home that had an attached front porch that I was able to hide out in.
I sat down, which was not easy without the ability to use my arms, and waited. My mind went over the entire day, everything that happened, everything that could have happened, and also what laid ahead for me in the future with Sage. The more I thought about my relationship with her, the more I was able to forget I was stranded, nude on my porch. Unfortunately, the more I thought, the more I became turned on. I was in agony, and with no other option but to wait it out.
What a wait it was; I was always in fear that a neighbor would come up to knock on my door and find me. I kept coming up with all the horrible scenarios that could occur, but fortunately none of them happened. After hours of agonizing waiting, and as the daylight gave way to night, Sage finally arrived. She said nothing, but simply smiled and signaled for me to stand. Struggling to my feet, Sage had me face away from her as she removed the cuffs from my sore wrists. I remained facing away as I heard her open the door to my house before speaking out to me.
"Come inside so the real fun can begin."
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Back inside her hotel room, Erica did just as her master explained. She immediately retrieved the plug and began to re-insert it into her empty rear. With it properly secured within, she went about relaxing once again; enjoying another warm bath, watching some television, and just in general taking in the comfort of the room.
At around midnight Erica began to feel a little drowsy, likely from the wine and shots, but was kept awake by the sound of her phone chirping to life. It was him, her master, and he was calling just as he said he would to give her instructions for her fourth task. Erica quickly reached to answer it, and was delighted to hear his voice once she had.
"Hello my slut, I hope you took full advantage of your period of relaxation, because from this point forward your tasks will allow for very little time for yourself anymore. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes master."
"Very well, your next task will require you going down to the guest computers just off the main lobby entrance. You will only be allowed to wear one of the complimentary robes the hotel has provided, and your heels. Also, the plug is to remain in until further notice. There will be further instructions in an e-mail once you log onto to the computer. The only other thing you are required to bring is your room key. Is this understood?"
"Yes master."
With her last statement he hung up, leaving her to do as he had instructed. Erica was excited to do so as well, after her dinner task she had been left with an urge to do more. Even though she wasn't entirely sure what to expect, just the thought of having to leave her room wearing only a robe was exciting, and enough to keep her interested. She quickly grabbed a robe from the bathroom, and soon had it on; making sure to tie it securely, but also making sure not to cover up too much. With her heels on she looked herself over in the mirror before she headed out. What she saw was that the robe hung down to her mid-thigh, and did a considerable amount of covering up. Of course, because of how the robe was tied, when she walked the bottom would split open and show a little more leg. Also, the top exposed just the right amount of cleavage to keep things interesting.
Satisfied with how she looked, Erica grabbed her room key and exited her room into the hallway. She decided to take the elevator down, knowing that the thrill of not knowing if anyone would be on it, or join it as it went down would be exhilarating.
As the elevator opened, Erica was a bit disappointed to see that no one was inside, but soon got over it and pressed the button to send her down to the lobby. As she rode the elevator down she kept hoping that it would stop on one of the other floors, and that someone else would get inside. Unfortunately for Erica, this too did not happen, and she soon stopped at the lobby causing the doors to retract and expose her to the brightly lit main concourse. The guest computers were to her left just past the main hotel desk, and in a separate room to provide some amount of privacy.
As Erica walked by the front desk, she noticed the night shift attendant giving her a looking over. The attendant was a young woman, probably in college, and was rather attractive; but other than the initial look, she didn't seem too interested in Erica.
Dismissing the attendant's glance, Erica continued to the computer room. Once inside she immediately sat down behind the computer furthest from the door, being only two computers to choose from she was still relatively close to the door, and proceeded to log on to her email. When her account loaded up she was presented with one new email in her inbox, and she immediately opened it. It was from her master, and like in previous emails there were also some attachments included. Just as she always had, Erica dismissed the attachments, and chose to first read the message.
"Well your next task will involve a certain level of creativity, as well as a choice to take your sluttinesss more public. The first thing I want you do is open the attachments and save them in a folder on the desktop you will create titled 'Erica Reeves'. Next, you will remove your robe while you sit at the computer and look at each picture, picking the one to set as the wallpaper image for the computer. Once you have selected a picture you must leave the computer room, and go across the hall to the men's room; leave your robe draped across the chair, you will no longer need it. Inside the restroom you will find a pair of handcuffs that I hid under sink counter. Upon locating them, exit the restroom and make your way to the stairs at the end of the hall.
Use your room key to open the door, and then drop it on the other side, letting it shut and lock. Now the only way for you to get back into your room is to go up the elevator to the top floor where there is no lock on the stairway door and then go back down the stairs to get your room key. However, before you do that, you must put on the cuffs and secure your hands behind you; the key to them is taped to the bottom of he desk in your room. I left there on a previous visit. Oh, and you will need someone to open the elevator for you since you won't have a key card, but I'm sure someone at the front desk wouldn't mind helping you out. Once you complete this task you are to call me from your room."
After going over the email's instructions thoroughly, making sure she understood exactly what she was to do, Erica weighed over the task in her head. She was coming up with all of the different scenarios that could occur, and trying to decide just exactly the best way to get the task completed. She concluded that the only way in which to best complete the task would to do it as it was laid out for her in the email; meaning she would have to trust the girl at the front desk to help her out, and not just simply call the authorities on her.
With her mind made up, and focused on her challenge, Erica slipped off her robe. She draped it over the back of the chair and went about uploading the attachments and saving them inside of a folder titled with her name. When all of the attachments where saved, she began to go through them; one by one she sat naked and looked over each picture. Each one showed her in a different state of submission, nudity, humility, and embarrassment. Looking through them, Erica became more aware of just how deep she had gone into her master's control, and the more she analyzed the pictures the more she understood why. Her submission to her master was something her mind and body desired; something she needed. She was never more committed to her master and her role under him than after viewing those pictures; she felt complete.
Upon finishing her viewing, she knew exactly which picture she wanted to choose as the background image. The picture showed her clearly, not just as a submissive, but also in the sense that she was easy recognizable. It was a picture he had taken of her on the weekend before the school year started. Her master had helped her set up her classroom, and at the end of the day had her pose naked, wearing her collar, in front of her white board where she had written her name and "Welcome to my class." She had only been serving him for a few months, and that was the first time he had her pose for a picture. She could remember feeling extremely nervous and unsure, but wanted to show her devotion and posed for the picture anyway. It was that picture that she felt electrified her relationship with her master, and it was that picture she wanted to use to represent that.
Erica, without any thought of hesitation, set the image as the computer's wallpaper before standing up and walking across the hall to the men's room. A smiled beamed across her face as she entered the restroom, and got to her knees to find the cuffs. It took her a moment to locate them, but once she did she took no time to grab them and head towards the stairs. Almost robotically, Erica walked to the end of the hall, her heels clicking on the tiled floor, and opened the door to the stairs with her key, dropping it on the other side before it swung back shut. She then locked her hands behind her with the cuffs, and in a focused state headed out to the main lobby towards the front desk.
Erica rounded the corner, pausing for the first time, but only for a moment. She took a deep breath before continuing, and then made her way over to the girl at the front desk. However, as she approached the desk, the attendant was no were to be seen. Erica wanted to get her task over and done with, but she needed the girl to open the elevator for that to happen. Reaching the desk, she noticed a push bell and since she didn't have the use of her hands, had to push it with her head.
The bell rang, somewhat echoing in the empty lobby, and Erica had to wait for the attendant to show up. In only a few seconds the girl came out from the back office behind the front desk, and almost fell over from shock when she saw Erica standing there naked. She sort of stuttered as she regained her senses, and finally spoke.
"May I help you?"
Erica had already decided that she was going to be straight forward and honest with what was going on so her answer came smoothly.
"Yes, I am completely a task for my master, and it requires I ask for your help to allow me access to the elevator."
The attendant replied somewhat confused and still a little unsure of the situation before her.
"Do you not have a room key?"
"No I do not. All I have are the shoes on my feet and these cuffs on my wrists."
Erica turned around to show the girl her bondage, and upon seeing them girl seemed to become a bit more settled with what was going on.
"I see. Well I guess I could help you out, but how are you going to get into your room without a key."
"I have mine stashed somewhere but cannot get it without using the elevator first."
The attendant seemed to be fine with Erica's explanation, but her response came as a little bit of a surprise to Erica.
"Ok, I will help you out, but only if you allow me to take a picture of you first."
Erica, though thrown a bit by the request, answered as she knew her master would have wanted her too.
"Sure, that would be fine with me. Anything you want to get into the elevator."
With her last statement, the girl smiled an evil little grin and soon had Erica posed for a picture. In actuality, it was a series of pictures. She had Erica stand in different poses, to as she stated, "Fully capture the situation." Erica was a bit put off by this, but was thankful once the girl opened the elevator for her. The girl just smiled at Erica and told her if she needed anything else to feel free to ask. Erica smiled back and thanked her for the help as the doors slid shut.
Erica had to bend over once again and use her tongue to press the button for the top floor, but was soon lifted on her way. As she rode up, the elevator made one unexpected stop at another floor. Nervously, Erica wondered who would be on the other side of the doors when they slid open, and how they would react when the elevator would reveal her naked form to them.
The doors took forever to open, or at least that is what Erica felt, and when they did Erica's nerves were calmed when no one waiting on the other side. Someone must have pressed the up button on accident, or just decided against waiting for the elevator. Whatever the case, the doors slid back shut, and the elevator continued its journey upwards. Erica was relieved for her luck, and regained her focus on the task at hand.
The next stop for the elevator was at Erica's destination, and she exited the lift determined to complete her challenge. She slowly entered the main hall to the rooms, and looked around to see if everything was clear. Convinced that she was alone in the hall, she trekked off towards the stairwell. She reached the entrance door and just as her master had said it would be, it was without a lock. However, she did struggle some trying to open it with her hands locked behind her, but was soon inside the stairwell.
Her hike down the stairs was rather uneventful; though she was nervous about all the noise her heels were making on the steel steps possibly drawing attention from someone. Also, she had to make a conscious effort to keep her balance since she was without hands to keep her steady. But within no time, she found herself down at the bottom of the stairs and located her left behind room key.
Picking it up, just like opening the door earlier, also created a bit of a struggle. Erica had to crouch down and grab it behind her without being able to see it. It took a couple of attempts, but she was able to finally retrieve it, and with it in her hands she made her way back up to her room.
When she reached her floor she pushed open the door and walked the hallway to her door. Again she had a bit of trouble figuring how to get the key in to unlock the door, but as she had with everything else had it done in just a few tries. The final bit of her task was once again challenging, but it did not deter her at all. Erica simply walked over to the desk, got down onto her knees, shuffled herself under it, and worked to release the key. After minutes of calculating and attempting, the key to her cuffs was free and she soon had the restraints off.
With a sigh of relief to have accomplished her master's task, she picked up her phone and gave him a call. I took only one ring before he answered and begun to speak.
"I'll take this call to signify you have completed your task, and have successfully removed all of your restraints."
"Yes master."
"Very well, get some sleep and I will contact you in the morning with instructions about your next task."
As he had always done before, the line went dead and Erica was left to go over the experience on her own. She had just two more tasks to complete before her master returned from his business trip, and she went to bed thinking of all the possible things he could have her do. It was three a.m. and she knew he would be calling early, so she wanted to get as much sleep as possible. She didn't even remove the plug; partly because she was tired, and partly because he had told her it was to remain in until further notice.
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That night was probably the best night of my life. When Sage unlocked me and took me inside my heart fluttered. She lead me directly to my bedroom, and once there, had me undress her. I was beaming with pride and accomplishment as I did. Her form was perfection, and she had me spend most of the night pleasuring her.
I kissed her entire body, tasted all she had to offer, and love every second if it. The fact that I didn't receive any direct pleasure was not an issue, for just being allowed the opportunity to please my mistress was enough for me. When she finally had enough, she pulled me up and into her arms, where we drifted off to sleep; capping the perfect night for me.
I awoke the next morning to the sound of the shower running, and was saddened to know that I didn't get the opportunity to cuddle with Sage in the morning. Not letting that issue deter my joyful spirit I remained in bed, basking in the afterglow of a wonderful experience the night before. Moments later I heard the shower shut off, and then Sage appeared from the bathroom wrapped in a towel. Her body still glistened with moisture as she spoke.
"Oh good, you are awake. I want you to get washed up quickly and then go out and make me breakfast. Last night may have been special for you, but do not forget your role as my sub slut. Our night together was nothing more than a sign of my appreciation for your commitment to me, and should not be considered the norm. Is this understood my slut?"
"Yes mistress."
With a bit of shock and bewilderment, I stood up and retreated to the vacant bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth. As I washed away the night before, I thought of how naïve I was for thinking that my relationship with Sage had progressed into anything further than a dominant and subordinate relationship. I was happy to still have her in my life, and knew that being her sub was special to me; I wasn't going to bother, or even engage in any further ideas of anything more.
Cleaned up, I exited the bathroom and made my way to the kitchen. I was still naked, and could feel the chill of the air conditioning on my skin as I walked through my house.
Once in the kitchen I began making a quick, brunch style breakfast. I scrambled some eggs, prepared toast, and even cut up some avocado. Breakfast was finished within twenty minutes, and Sage entered the kitchen just as I was setting the plates out onto the table. She gave me a stern look, as she walked over, and then began heatedly speaking.
"What do you think you are doing slut? Little teacher sub sluts like you aren't allowed to eat at the table with their mistress. They must eat on the floor like a proper slave. Now get down on the floor, sitting on your heels, while I set your breakfast up properly."
"Yes mistress."
Sage then proceeded to take my plate back over towards the kitchen while I got into the position she had ordered me into. She returned moments later with my food inside of a bowl, and all mashed together.
"Here you are slut; I made sure to break up your food some to make it easier to eat since you are not allowed to use utensils, or even your hands. Enjoy, because I have big plans for today and I want you to be well nourished for them."
I was then left to eat out of the bowl on the floor, while Sage sat at the table. The food wasn't bad, but rather weird. I have never just used my mouth to eat, and because everything was smashed together my face was becoming quite the mess. The first few bites were fine, but as I ate more, I had to further push my face into the bowl, causing the creamy avocado to smear on my cheeks and nose. I was feeling very degraded to say the least, until Sage finished her breakfast and got up to finish getting ready. As she passed me she gave me an approving pat on the head, as if I was her pet, and I no longer felt degraded, but rather special and privileged.
I finished my bowl of food, cleaned the dishes along with my face, and returned to my bedroom to find out what Sage had in store for me next. Upon entering the bedroom, I found her standing over my dresser going through her purse. She retrieved her digital camera from her bag, and turned to speak to me.
"I hope that you got enough to eat, because as we spend the day together I don't think there will be too much time for you to fit in any lunch. We are going to be taken some more photos that I know you love to pose for and we might even go out for a bit of location shots. Before that however, I want some shots of you inside and outside of your own home, looking like a true submissive. Now go get the bag from last night so I can get you 'dressed' properly."
"Yes mistress."
I retrieved the bag from the hall, and returned to Sage, handing it to her as I approached. She set it on the bed and pulled out the hand cuffs, and the heels. Also, from somewhere inside the she produced a ball gag, a collar, and a red marker. She must have put the items inside after she left me naked at the park. Wherever they came from, I knew how they were going to be used, and I was soon strapped into the different restraints. Once I was properly secured, with my hands behind me, gag in my mouth, and a collar around my neck, Sage took to writing out a message on my abdomen with the red marker. When she finished, I looked down and deciphered the message; it read "Teacher SubSlut" in large red letters.
A little worried about the vulgar message Sage had written across my belly, I looked up to her to gain some possible comfort, but was surprised to see she had already held up the camera and was taking pictures. I was caught off guard, and my eyes shot wide open with shock. Fortunately, I was able to calm myself as Sage soon spoke, providing me with the different poses she wanted me to take and where to go inside my house. She had me pose all over the inside of my house in a variety of different poses; I think that when we finished the inside part of the shoot, we must have cover every square inch of my house. I had a joy after the initial shock; the message on my stomach was a distant memory, and we time flew. By the time we finished up inside, an hour had passed and I was expecting a bit of a break. Unfortunately, Sage had other plans, and I was soon be ushered out to my back yard.
Quickly, all my fears came flooding back, and I was once again nervous about the message on my abs. My backyard is not large, and neither is it concealed. Either of my neighbors on the two sides could have easily seen me if they happened to look over the walls. Granted there are walls that separates my yard from theirs, but they all simply only four and a half feet high, and give me very little privacy; especially in the state I now found myself in. However, as inside, once Sage began snapping off pictures and directing me into different poses, all my fears melted away and I was lost in her command.
We spent another twenty minutes out in the back yard, and before I realized it I was out in front of my house; Sage had somehow been able to simply direct me out there through the guise of poses and orders. Even as I was opening my side gate and posing my way along the side of my house, I never noticed just exactly where we were heading. It wasn't until she instructed me to bend over in front of my porch that it occurred to me just where I was. Fortunately, I was too far involved in following my mistress' commands to even begin to let fear sink in.
Sage simply just continued taking pictures with no regards to anything else, but eventually after another ten minutes of a barrage of poses, she finished and led me back inside. Once inside, she removed the handcuffs and instructed I find a coat to wear while we went out. I quickly scampered off to my closet and grabbed a short, trench style, black coat. Knowing I would more than likely not be allowed any other clothes, I made sure it was long enough to fully cover me, but not too long to cover everything. Bringing the coat back to Sage, she removed the gag, but left the collar and heels on, and then had me put on the jacket. She would not let me button the jacket, but did allow for me to use of the belt to cinch it closed.
With my coat on, and barely covering me at all, Sage put the gag and cuffs into her purse, along with her camera, and led the way to my car. She drove us into the city and to large office complex, that she said she believed to be pretty deserted on the weekends. As we pulled into the parking lot, it looked as if she was right; not another car in sight. She parked in the rear of the lot, and had me get out.
When she came around to my side, she immediately got the gag out of her bag, and put it back into my mouth. The cuffs remained in her bag for the moment, and she began to guide towards the office buildings.
As we walked, she once again pulled out her camera and began to take pictures and have me begin posing. When we got closer to the office buildings, she had me untie the belt holding close my jacket, and let it fall open. Sage had me once again focused on posing for pictures, and not at all caring about the possibility of being seen by someone.
We covered the entire complex it seemed, taking pictures; and eventually my coat came off, leaving me once again nude outdoors. Sage seemed to take extra pleasure in having me pose next to doors that had company names on them, or even signs with distinguishing logos on them.
After a half hour of different poses, Sage finally had us stop near the center of the complex that had a picnic eating area. It was there that the cuffs re-emerged from Sage's bag, and where they were reapplied to me, restraining me to a table. Sage began taking more pictures of me in the helpless state, making sure to get every single angle. When she was satisfies with the pictures, she spoke.
"Ok my little sub slut, wait here while I go back to the car and get something from the car. Can you be a good little teacher slut, and wait for me?"
Though I was shocked at what she was asking, I answered the only way I knew I could; with a nod of my head. Once I did, Sage turned away, and left me there; alone, naked, and restrained in the middle of an office complex. I had no way of knowing if, or when she would be back. Also, my fear about the message inked across my abs came shooting back into my mind. The only thing that would make be found by someone else would be them reading such a vulgar, but true, statement written on me, about me. Fortunately, I wasn't left to stew in my fears for too long before Sage returned and with the tire iron from my car in her hand. As she approached she explained exactly what would be happening.
"Happy to see me again slut; I hope you weren't too nervous being left all alone. Well I am back now, and as you can see I brought an interesting device back with me. You see, I am going to let you out of your restraints and allow you use this piece to pleasure yourself while I capture it all with my camera. Is this understood my little teacher cunt slut?"
I nodded my head again and with that, she undid the cuffs, and handed me the tire iron. I almost immediately, upon being handed the iron, had my legs open and the thick end of it entering my dripping wet pussy. I was lost in my assault on my own snatch, that I didn't even notice Sage, or even care where I was. It wasn't until I came down from my orgasm that I came back to reality, and Sage once again spoke.
"Very impressive slut, you really took to being a complete street whore. I am very proud of you, and I think it is time we get back to your house."
Her last statement deeply touched me, for I had made my mistress proud. I was so caught up with my success, that as we walked back to the car, I hadn't a care that I was doing so completely naked. In fact, I didn't even put the coat back on in the car. I simply rode home nude and beaming with a sense of accomplishment.
Back inside my home Sage began to speak again, giving me yet more orders to follow.
"Ok, slut now that we are back I need to use your computer to edit the pictures I have taken of you today. While I do so you will be under the desk performing oral sex on me. You will not stop until I strictly state, and you will not be allowed the use of your hands. I am going to go through each picture and adjust them as best I can to try and make you look presentable, so be that should be an indication of just how long you should expect to have your face buried in my crotch."
With that she led the way to my home office, and proceeded to undress as she indicated that I should take my place under the desk. Once she had her clothing off, and was sitting down I instinctively began my duties licking her sweet pussy. I was in heaven the entire time I was under the desk, and from some of the sounds Sage made I think she too was enjoying herself.
It took Sage quite a bit of time to finish editing the pictures, but did not mind one bit; for I could have spent the rest of the day eating out my mistress. Unfortunately, once she was done so too was I and she had me come up from under the desk before instructing me further.
"Ok, well that certainly was an enjoyable experience, but unfortunately it has to end now. I have to get home before my parents do, they went out of town for the week and get back this evening. Also, since you did such an excellent job serving me today, you can have tomorrow all to yourself. The only thing is that you are not allowed to masturbate, and you must call me before you go to bed tomorrow night. Is this all clear slut?"
I nodded my head and replied yes. I felt proud to have made my mistress happy, but at the same time felt disappointed that I would not see her again until Monday. She left with out any further signal of appreciation, or even disappointment. Just simply left, leaving my alone and naked, and I knew immediately that until Monday morning, I would be unable to focus.
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Even though Erica knew her master would be calling her early, she still hoped for some well deserved sleep. Unfortunately, the phone call she was expecting to come came, and it came even earlier then she was expecting. Having completed her task last night at three in the morning, Erica was expecting her master to allow her at least four hours of sleep; but as she glanced at the clock while she grabbed her phone, she could see that it was a quarter to six. All though she was a bit groggy, Erica did like any obedient, and answered the phone, greeting her master as she had been previously trained.
"Good morning master, how may I serve you?"
"Good morning my little pet, I hope you got some rest; today should be an eventful one, and will bring forth the completion of your remaining tasks as well as possibly bring forth a new transition in your life."
Erica immediately grew uneasy from her master's words; especially the last part. However, she did not dwell for long, for he continued to speak and provide instructions.
"As we both know, you have only two tasks remaining. Hopefully you will be able to complete both to the level of the others, and truly show your commitment to me as your master. With that stated, your next task will begin right away, and will be very detailed oriented. Firstly, you are not to shower or bathe, just wash up some but do not fix your hair; leave it looking like you just woke up. You will then insert the butt plug, if you removed it, and put back on the dress from last night. Next, put on the choker, and heels; I want you to look like the cheap slut you truly are and want to be. Take the handcuffs and secure one cuff to your left wrist, letting the rest dangle from your arm. This will further add to you cheap whore look. As for everything else, leave it behind for housekeeping to find, except of course for your purse which you will carry in your right hand. Once you are finished getting re-dressed, you are to leave the hotel; making sure to drop the key off at the front desk using your left hand. You will then call me once you get back inside your car. Is this all understood slut?"
"Yes, master."
"Good. Have fun."
The line went dead and Erica was left to take his instructions in. She knew that she had only one option, and that was to do exactly as her master instructed. Not because, he wanted her to, but because she knew it was want she truly wanted to do. Instantly, a smile appeared on her face from knowing she was meant to serve her master, and she pulled herself out of bed and began getting prepared for her task just as her master wished.
Within minutes, Erica was ready and willing to get going. On her way out the door, she paused for a moment to look at her reflection in the closet door mirror. Her bed head, and tired face did as her master said it would; made her look like a cheap tramp, after a night of wild, drunken sex. The short dress, heels, and half attached cuffs only magnified that persona. Her smile simply beamed more, and she swayed down the hall to the elevator. Since it was early, no one was on the elevator, and still no one was about in the lobby when the doors open on the ground floor. As she made her way to the front desk, her heels clicked and clacked on the tile floor and the young woman at the desk from the night before began to grin when she saw Erica heading her way.
Reaching the desk, Erica stretched out her left arm to hand the key to the girl; the hand cuffs shook obviously as she made the final steps towards her. The girl, still grinning, took the key from Erica, and with a bit of sarcasm, bid her good bye.
"I hope you enjoyed your stay with us, please do come back."
Erica's smile only grew larger as she caught the subtle sarcasm, but she said nothing; instead she strolled towards the main doors and to her car. Once inside she set the plug on the passenger seat, immediately withdrew her phone from her purse, and called her master. He answered instantly, and began giving Erica further instructions.
"I'm glad to see you didn't take your time getting ready this morning, and that you were able to finish your second to last tasks so quickly. I'll take that to mean that you are truly committed to me, and will not let anything keep you from finishing your final task. I hope I am right, because though this final task will be the hardest, it will prove your worth to me. What I need you to do now is stand outside of your car, put the phone on speaker and lay it on the roof of your car. When you have done this you will signal me by saying, 'Your slut is ready master', now get to it."
Erica took no time to hesitate and jumped out of her car in a flash. She did not even care that her car was parked on the main street of downtown; she simply set her phone on speaker and signaled her master.
"Your slut is ready Master."
"Good, now take of your dress and throw under your car. When completed, respond applicably."
Once again, without care of where she stood, Erica completed her master's order, and soon had her dress off and under the car. She stood naked in the middle of downtown, except for her heels, the choker, and the pair of handcuffs dangling from her wrist. Fortunately, it was still early on a Sunday morning and no one was out yet.
"Your slut is now naked Master."
"Perfect. I want to now walk to the back of your car and open the trunk. Inside you will find a bag; retrieve it, close the trunk, and return to the side of your car. Let me know once you have returned."
Turning and strutting confidently, Erica did just as her master wished, and retrieved the bag. It had some weight to it, but Erica still was not fazed, but instead continued back to the side of her car and signaled him her obedience.
"Your slut has retrieved the bag Master."
"You are doing well for a dumb, little slut; that makes me happy. Let us see if you can keep it going with something a bit more challenging. Drop your car keys on the driver's seat, lock your door, and shut it. The sound of the door closing will let me know you have followed through."
Erica had dropped the keys on the seat upon hearing her master telling her to do so. As he finished his order, she began to realize just how far he was going to push her. It took her a moment to steady herself to actually lock her car door and shut it. For she knew exactly what the action would mean, but also knew what it meant if she didn't; the loss of his guidance. She shut the door with a firm push, and as she did a nervous smile appeared on her face.
"I will trust you completely followed my orders, and the car door is truly locked; for I would be greatly disappointed if isn't. You will now take the bag, and walk into the alley alongside the hotel; keep the phone on speaker as you walk so I can continue to give you instructions. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Master."
With her confirmation, Erica began to make her way towards the alley with the bag in one hand and the phone in the other. Every once in a while, she would glance around to see if anyone was around, but it was still a bit too early for people to be out and about downtown. After a few moments she reached the alley and began to walk down it. Within a few steps, his voice came through the phone with more instructions.
"Where ever you are stop. Drop the bag on the floor, and open it up. Inside you will find many things, but I only want you to remove the ball gag. Once you have, you will close the bag back up, and put on the ball gag before continuing your stroll down the alley."
Erica did not take a moment to hesitate; she instinctively did as her master ordered, and was soon strolling down the alley once again. The gag only added to her look of complete alley slut, and her pussy began to flood with arousal. As she continued walking cautiously alongside the hotel, Erica realized where her path was leading her. At the end of the alley she would run into the town's central recreational park. The park was not large, only covering about a city block's worth of land, but being a Sunday there was a high chance of a church activity taking place later in the day.
This realization stirred Erica's emotions, but she did not let it slow her down or second guess following her master's orders. She truly believed in her heart that he would not have her do anything that would get her in trouble, but she was sure he was going to push her limits. Almost on cue with her thoughts, his voice rang through the speaker of the phone, causing Erica to freeze and listen.
"As you may have realized, you are headed towards the park in the center of town. If you follow all my directions you will be able to complete the remainder of the task without much issue. You to continue walking into the park until you reach the restrooms in the center of the park. Once there you will enter the men's room, and empty the contents of the bag onto the floor. Inside you will find a Polaroid camera loaded with film, a large 12-inch dildo. You will proceed to fuck yourself with the dildo while simultaneously capturing the slutty act on film with the Polaroid. You may hang up the phone now, but call me back once you have run out of film; and remember that you are not to cum without my knowledge. Now go be your true slut self."
Immediately, Erica felt her pussy flood with arousal, and quickly made her way to the restrooms after her hanging up the phone. Upon entering the men's room, and taking note that no one was around, she emptied the contents of the bag onto the floor and began setting up. When she grabbed the dildo to hold it into her hands, Erica began to fear about how exactly she would get it inside of herself. The dildo was by far larger than anything else she, or her master, had used; its girth was almost the same as her forearm. However, she put her fear aside and focused on completing the task at hand. She was bubbling with arousal and excitement from the idea of fucking herself with such a large object in such an openly public area.
Erica stood the monstrous phallus up on the tiled floor, and proceed to squat over the top of it. Slowly, she began to lower herself onto the intruder; letting just the tip slip in to allow for her young pussy to adjust. Even just the tip felt like it was ripping her open, but soon the pain faded and she slowly continued to slide down the rubber member. With every inch that disappeared into her slit, the more sense of accomplishment Erica felt, and soon she had taken over nine inches of the fake cock.
Reaching her limit, Erica grabbed the Polaroid camera and began to pump up and down on dildo. She ferociously bounced up and down on the rubber cock, while simultaneously snapping off pictures of her own self doing so. Erica felt full as the member slid in and out of her dripping snatch, but knew not to get carried away, for she was not allowed to climax without her master's permission.
After 15 clicks of the camera it spat out its last photo onto the floor to begin developing, and Erica dismounted the intruder to make the call to her master; signaling her completion of his wishes. While the phone rang, a string of drool fell from behind the gag, and landed on her chest, covering most of her left breast with a sticky coat of saliva. It was at that moment that Erica realized just how much she loved the feeling of a gag in her mouth, how it made her feel truly submissive. However, before she could ponder that thought for too long, her master answered her phone call, and immediately began to speak.
"Trusting you have done as I wished, you will now pick up the bag and leave the restroom; leaving the dildo, photos, and camera behind for some other lucky patron to find. Upon exiting the men's room you will then cross the rest of the park and enter into the alley way that runs along the movie theatre. Leave you phone on speaker as you walk, for I will provide further instruction as you go. Now let me hear those, whore, heels click while you exit the restroom."
Erica did just as he commanded, and picked up the bag before strutting out as dignified as possible. She felt a slight twinge in her gut leaving the photos behind, but knew it was what her master wanted, and it wasn't anything worse then she had left on the hotel's computer. So with her head held high, she made her way across the rest of the still vacant park, and into the theatre alley way. Once her heels clicked down onto the paved path of the alley, his voice bellowed through the phone.
"You should now be beside the theatre if the sound of your heels rings true. What you are to do now is locate a door with a Volcom stone sticker on it. This door leads into the theatre room, behind a movie screen. Since it is still early, there should not be anyone inside, but the door should be coincidentally unlocked. With a little prying, you should manage to open it. Once inside, you will make your way to the front row of seats, and dump the remaining contents of the bag onto the floor. The remaining contents should be the following: a small white envelope, a document envelope, and a key to the janitor's closet just outside the room. You will use the key to get inside the janitor's closet, where you will leave the small white envelope, and also pick up something to cover up with. After you cover up you will take the document envelope to the free publications rack at the front of the theatre; hopefully no employees decide to arrive early. At the publication rack you will open the envelope and remove the pictures found inside. Next, you will place one photo inside of each publication until you have no more. With this complete you will exit the same way you came in, and call me to signal your completion. You better get a move on slut; you never know when someone will show up to open the movies."
A dial tone signified the end of the call, and Erica quickly rushed to find to find the door. Half-way down the alley she located the door, but it had no handle. Fortunately, she noticed that it is somewhat ajar, and is able to use her finger nails to slowly pry it open. After some tedious work with her finger tips, Erica managed to swing it open and quickly hide inside. With out a moment to collect her emotions, she sped inside the room, and dumped the bag open onto the floor in front of the first row of seats.
Erica grabbed the two envelopes and the key before hustling out of the movie room towards exit further into the currently closed theatre. She was able to locate the janitor's closet rather quickly, and opened it up with the key her master had provided her. Upon opening the door, she placed the envelope onto a shelf to her right and scanned the small space for what she was to use to cover up with.
At first, she did not notice any clothing to cover herself with, but with a second, more scrutinize scan of the utility alcove she saw her cover. Balled up on the floor, and pushed into the corner, she found a dirty, full length apron. It was purple cotton, and had the theatre's logo stitched across the front. It also seemed to be soaked in popcorn butter, because it had greasiness to it. Just glad to have some to cover her nude body, Erica slipped the over her head and tied it off in the back. She was certainly covered in the front, but her entire backside was left exposed. However, Erica had no time to worry about that fact, for she still had a challenge to complete before anyone arrived.
Turning towards the entrance of the theatre, Erica headed off to the free publication rack which was located right next to the front doors. Arriving at the rack, she ripped open the envelope, and pulled out the photos. With the pictures now in her hand and facing her, she froze in a moment of shock. The pictures were of her, in different stages of submission to her master. All were extremely lewd and revealing, and showed not only her unmistakably naked body, but also her face. Erica was stunned again to be leaving such graphic photos of her own self to be found by some unsuspecting individual; but as before, she was able to convince herself that it was what her master wanted, and that it was something she had already done previously.
Recouped, she began to stuff the pictures into the free magazines one at a time. It was the last photo that she attempted to slide into a magazine that fell to the floor face down, and revealed what was printed on the back of it. Across the back of each photo, her master had printed, in bold black ink, "TeacherSlut.Net". The same website address that he had written onto her back two days earlier, and the one she still was not sure existed. Knowing however, that she could not stay and ponder the web address for too long, Erica retreated back the way she came and made her way out of the building.
Outside, she immediately called her master to let him know of her completion of his wishes. The phone only rang once before he answered and began to speak.
"Well slut, you are progressing nicely this morning, and for your peace of mind I feel you should know that you only have one more part to your final task to complete. Simply, you will make your way to your apartment where I will be waiting for you. This may be the easiest of all your tasks, but I assure you, it will be the most awarding. See you soon my slut."
A smile instantly appeared on Erica's face, and her body tingled with anticipation to see her master. Even though her apartment was about two miles away, she was only partly covered, and she still looked like a cheap whore, she could not wait to complete her final task. She practically ran the entire way home, or at least did her best in the heels she was wearing. She did however; try to at least keep to less traveled roads, and back streets. She knew she probably looked completely ridiculous, hustling through town the way she was put together, but it did not matter to Erica; she was on a mission to see her master, and did not care who or what was around her.
It took her about forty five minutes to reach her complex, and another minute to reach her door step. She was blind to her surroundings, and would not have known if her neighbors saw her or not; all that mattered was seeing him. As she reached her door, she was face with a note attached to the front of her door. On it was the simple message, "Strip, cuff your hands behind your back, and wait". Not wanting to displease her master now, Erica did as the note instructed, and soon was standing on her doorstep naked and restrained. She stood waiting for what felt like an eternity, before she her foot steps behind her. Before she could turn to look at who it was, his voice rang out and informed her not to turn around.
She could sense that he was coming closer, and soon felt the familiarity of a blindfold being secured over her eyes. He then guided her back towards the parking area, where he moved her into a running car; she assumed it was his. After he had her seated in the car, he came around to the driver's side and proceeded to drive away. Erica could not see a thing, and had no idea where he was taken her. The entire ride, he said nothing; they rode in silence until they reached their destination.
Parking the car, and exiting from his side, he retrieved Erica from the other side of the car and led her away from it. Erica was had no idea where he had brought her, but could tell they were entering a building. It must have been somewhere he had keys to, because he had to use them to open the door. Inside, he led her across a tiled floor, and her heels noisily clicked the entire way. Finally, upon reaching their destination, and eternity of silence, he spoke.
"Congratulations slut, you successfully completed all of your tasks the weekend, and have truly shown what lengths you are willing to go through to please your master. You have done your maser proud as well, but I knew that you would. Frankly, the only reason I had you complete all these tasks was out fun. I wasn't out of town; I just wanted to get you to slut around town all alone. To be honest, I have been bored with you lately, and have just been trying to see how far I could push you. Which I have found out, is to the absolute edge. In fact, I don't even think there is an edge with you. You would probably do anything I ask you; wouldn't you?"



Her master's revelation of this weekend's tasks was heart breaking for Erica, but still she could not bring herself to disappoint him. No matter what he said he felt about her, and how he admitted he was simply just playing with to see how far he could push her, she still had a deep desire to serve him. This was clear when she nodded her head with tears welling up behind the blindfold, signifying he was right; she had no limits. Laughing he responded as he removed the ball gag from her mouth.
"I knew it, but I actually want to hear you say it."
Erica took a couple of deep breathes before vocalizing what the nod had meant.
"Yes master, I will do anything and everything you say; no matter what it is, or what the reason."
"What a true slut you are. Let us see just how true that it is. Get down on your knees and open your mouth."
"Yes master."
She sank to her knees and obediently opened her mouth. Soon she heard the sound of her master's zipper slide open, and was presented with the tip of his flaccid cock in her mouth. She instinctively began to attempt to take in more of it into her wanting mouth, but was halted by her master's hand on her forehead. At first she was confused, but with in a moment it became clear what he was wanting from her. He truly was seeing if her earlier statement and his estimation of her were right. Her mouth began to be filled up with his warm urine, and he spouted out a simple demand.
"Show me how far you are willing to go. Swallow my piss like a true, worthless slut."
More tears welled up behind the blindfold, but she kept her focus and began to drink the warm, pungent liquid. The flow of urine was too much however, and soon it began to spill out of the corners of her mouth, and cascaded down her chest. Once he was empty, he removed his member from her lips and shook the last few drops out onto her face. Erica remained kneeling in a pool of her master's urine, and waited for further instruction. Even with the new level of humiliation she had just been put through, she still felt the need to serve him.
"I can't believe you would actually allow me to piss into your mouth; you are just simply a trashy whore. This is why what I have to say next will be hard for you to hear. Even though I know you will be willing to do everything I ask, I also know that the fun of breaking you is lost. Since, I am a man you enjoys the challenge of breaking down my submissive, I am going to have to let you go. Though you may not like that, it doesn't matter, for you will accept it because I am telling you to accept it. However, I am not simply just going to let you go with freely, because as I see it now, it would be much more interesting for the both of us if I just left you here as you are to have someone else find you. That way you will have time to think about how far you have sunken, and just what a dirty whore you are. Also, I will get to leave knowing that I have truly broken you. So with that said, I bid you ado; have a good life slut."
Erica remained kneeling, as she heard his footsteps fade away, and when she could hear them no more a single tear rolled down her cheek.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The next morning, Erica was found by someone after spending the entire day and night awake with the thought of her master and the way he left her. She wasn't upset, instead she felt proud that she performed so well for him; she was just unsure of what was to come.
It was a woman who found Erica still kneeling in a now dried puddle of urine. By the familiar sound of her voice, it was a women Erica knew.
"What that hell is this? Who are you and why and you here naked and blindfolded?"
When Erica did not answer, the women came over and removed the blindfold. It was at that moment that Erica found out who the women who found was. It was her principal; he had left her bound and naked in the middle of her school, right outside the door to her room. Erica now knew that her life was going to be changed entirely, because the principal that at dinner only two nights ago seemed so intrigued be her sexuality was now steaming with anger at what was presented in front of her.
Needless to say, the police were called, and Erica was arrested for indecent exposure. Though the cops believed she had been left like that by someone else, she would not confirm anything, and simply told them it was her own doing. Of course she lost her job, and had to face the repercussions of her arrest, but she also was left with a sense of longing to be made to be a slut some more. The site she found to be real, and it contained all of the pictures and films her master had made of her; all free of charge and soon copied all over the internet. She never heard from him again, and she never was able to get that feeling of true submission back.
The End
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For the rest of the evening I wandered my house naked and unsure of what to do with myself. Sage had only left a few hours previously and I was already lost. The only thing I knew was not allowed was masturbation; anything else was left up to me. I remained naked simply because I had learned to love the way it felt, and I did not even wash off the message that was tagged across my abdomen. I was just lost.
I couldn't remain still for more than a few minutes. I kept thinking about Sage, about the pictures she took, what to expect from her in the future, and how much I already missed. There would be no way I could go an entire day with seeing her. Eventually, I came up with a plan to relax and drew myself a warm bubble bath.
Soaking in the tub, my anxious nerves melted away, and I was able to just enjoy the warming sensation of the water and the calming of the lavender scented bubbles. It was if nothing else was of importance in my world, and everything just simply melted away as I allowed myself to fall into a deep relaxation. So much so that I drifted off to a peaceful sleep, and did not awake until I heard phone ringing from inside the bedroom.
Somewhat startled back awake, I slowly lifted myself out of the tub, and dried myself off as my cell finished ringing. Wrapping the towel around myself, I went to retrieve my phone to see who had called; it was my mother, so I called her back. We spoke for awhile, catching up with each other, and discussing what was going in our lives. Of course I purposely left out my budding relationship with my student mistress, but to be honest, I don't think that is really something you share with your mother.
Our conversation drew on for a while and after that while, the activities of the week and the past day began to catch up to me. I found that I was becoming rapidly tired, and had to end the call with my mother, as to not to fall asleep on the phone. After hanging up I rolled over on my bed, still wrapped in the towel with my hair wet, and drifted off to sleep once again.
I slept so well that I didn't wake up until late the next morning. The towel was long gone, and I was lying naked on top of my bed spread; however, I felt rejuvenated and refreshed. Pulling myself out of bed, I headed straight to the bathroom to clean myself up; falling asleep with wet hair never results in a good look when you wake up. When I exited the shower, I still felt renewed and decided to catch up on some grading I had put off during the week with Sage. However, I decided to do it in a way that I had not done before; I was going to do it in the nude. With the new injection of energy I had, I felt compelled to spend the day naked, and to enjoy the day off from my submission.
Since I had begun submitting to Sage, a lot of my other students work had gone ungraded, which meant I had a lot of work to do to get caught up. In a way though, the idea of doing it naked made it seem exciting, and I actually jumped right into it, losing myself in the process. By the time I got caught up and finished all of the grading, it was late afternoon, and my stomach was screaming to be fed.
I thought about making something to eat, but out of the blue a wicked idea popped into my head. I immediately went in search of the yellow pages to find a number for a pizza delivery. I don't know where the idea came from, but once it got into my head I was determined to go through with it. Once I got the number from the phonebook, I eagerly dialed it and ordered a medium cheese pizza. The operator told me it would be about twenty minutes, and instantly my heart began to flutter with anticipation.
At first, I thought about answering the door in a towel and having it drop, exposing myself, but thought that seemed too cheesy. Then I thought about wearing skimpy clothing as I opened the door, but that just didn't seem as though it would give me the excitement I wanted to receive. I finally decided on just plain answering the door nude; make it seem as though nothing was amiss with doing so, that it is completely natural to answer the door to a delivery man naked.
Set and satisfied with my plan, I began to put away all of the papers I had graded and eagerly waited for the pizza to arrive. The wait felt excruciatingly long, and I thought for a moment that it may never arrive; that I possibly gave the operator the wrong address by mistake. Fortunately, those thoughts were pushed aside when the sound of the door bell rang out, and signaled it was time for my-self imposed exposure to begin.
I took one final deep breath and slowly stood up from the chair I was waiting in. I only had a few nerve racking step to make before reaching the door, and with each one my heart raced faster. As I reached out for the door knob, my body began to tremble and my arm began to shake a bit. Taking a moment to steady myself, I took another deep breath before finally reaching out and turning the door knob.
In the brief seconds of remaining cover that the opening door provided for me, I almost backed out; I almost slammed the door back shut and ran to hide. However, I did no such thing; I simply allowed the door to swing open and expose my naked form to the unsuspecting delivery person. As I came into view of the younger, somewhat attractive, delivery boy, he almost dropped my pizza and was in a state of frozen shock. I was equally shocked for just how daring I was being on my own, but I knew I wasn't quite out of the woods yet. In my nervous state to answer the door, I had forgotten to grab the money to pay for the meal. With the delivery boy still in shock, I spoke to knock him out of his daze.
"Oh, thank you for getting here so quickly; if you can just wait here for a second I have to go and grab my wallet."
He said nothing in response, but simply nodded his head as his eyes were transfixed on my nude body. I turned back towards the inside of my house and left him standing there to stare at me as I walked back to grab my wallet. It was in my purse which I had left on the table it clear view of the door way. I quickly grabbed the wallet and returned to the statue of a delivery boy at my front door. Reaching into my wallet I pulled out the money and extended my hand to pay him. It took him a moment to pull himself together enough to grab the cash from me and hand the pizza over to me. I told him to keep the change and swiftly closed to door, finally breaking his gaze.
With the door shut, I braced myself on the wall as I regained my composure. My heart was racing, and I had a buzz of electricity running through my body. I had to catch myself from reaching down and playing with my dripping wet pussy. It would have been against Sage's orders, and I in no way wanted to disappoint my mistress.
The rest of the evening was relatively uneventful; I ate a few slices of pizza while I remained nude, and simply tried to busy myself so that time would pass. After watching a made for TV movie, I decided to surf the internet and check my emails. Once logged in, I was pleasantly surprised to see an email sent from Sage sitting in my inbox. Upon opening the message, I realized it wasn't actually a message at all, but simply a link to a private online photo account.
Needless to say, I quickly click the link and was brought to a simple photo album of myself from the day before. At first the online album scared me; how was I to know that no one else had access to it. Sure it was set to private, but that doesn't mean Sage hadn't shared it with anyone else, or that it couldn't be hacked. However, after my initial reaction I was able to can myself; knowing that I had to trust my mistress to truly have my well being at heart. If I want to submit to her, I was going to have to completely do so and not second guess her.
With my nerves steadied, I began to go through the album picture by picture. I was fascinated by not only how sexy and submissive I looked, but also just how daring I was. It is just amazing to think about the level of danger, in the sense of my career, that I am willing to get myself into to prove my devotion to Sage. As each pictured passed over my screen, the more daring and risky it looked, and the more into it I appeared. In fact, just looking at the pictures I began to create a puddle of arousal on my chair.
There were literally hundreds of pictures of me in various poses and states of arousal, and with each one I carefully examined it; looking for any reason why I was willing to serve Sage so willingly. By the time I had gotten through them all, two hours had passed and all I could determine was that Sage just simply was able to pull my submissive behavior out of me; from somewhere deep down inside my being. Understanding that, I became happy that she had, for I could not remember a time in my adult life that I felt so open and free. Even though I was under the control of another, I was happier than I could believe and was craving to have more.
Finishing my viewing of the very erotic pictures of myself, it was thankfully late evening and I had successfully managed to have the hours fly by. Remembering the only other instruction Sage had left me with, I searched out my phone to call her before attempting to go to bed. When she answered after the second ring, I was filled with joy to hear her voice.
"Hello my slut, are we going to bed already?"
I looked at the clock and noticed it was only 8:00pm, and answered in a way I hoped would please her.
"Well mistress, I hadn't really noticed the time, but I do deeply wish to see you and feel that if I go to bed now I won't have to continue to agonize over not being able to until the morning."
"I can understand your reason for wanting to get to bed early, but unfortunately I think you should be required to complete another task before calling it a night. Does this sound reasonable to you slut?"
"Yes mistress, anything to please you."
"Good, I just hope you keep the same attitude once I tell you what is expected of you for tonight. I want you to treat yourself to a late movie; I believe there are a few showing at 11:00 pm at the multiplex tonight. Pick one you don't think will be too crowed because you will being having a bit of fun during the viewing. You are to wear a tight, form fitting dress with your highest heels, and nothing else. Once inside the theatre, go to the back row and wait until the movie begins. Next, you will remove your dress, and toss it a few seats over to your left. How does this sound so far slut?"
"Anything you order me to do sounds good to me mistress. I am simply your slut to have do as you wish."
"I'm glad to hear that slut; you are really becoming a good little whore. Anyways, once you are naked in the theatre, you will remain so until I text you with further information. Get yourself ready slut, you don't want to miss the previews. Oh, and remember, no masturbating. Have fun."
With that the phone went silent, and I was left to ponder my new adventure for the night. There was not a single doubt I would do as I was ordered, but I did wonder what else Sage would have planned for me. I replaced the phone and went to my closet to pick out my tightest dress and my highest heels. What I pulled out was a snug, black cotton dress that went to about mid thigh with a simple swoop neckline and spaghetti straps that went over the shoulders. I had not worn it in such a long time, that I was surprised I still owned it. It was, at one time, my go to dress in college when I would go out clubbing with my friends. Since then it has faded some, but I knew it would still fit me like a glove.
I slipped it over my head and pulled it into place. Looking at myself in the mirror I noticed that not only had the black faded some, but the material had become for sheer than I had remembered. I most have washed it to many times back in college on the wrong setting, or something. I could just barely make out the outlines of my nipples, and if standing in the right light my mound could also be seen. Fortunately I was going to be inside a dark theatre so no one would really notice anyways; plus I would be taking it off once inside anyways.
The heels I grabbed to go with the dress were five inch, black, stilettos and they had an open toe. With them on, they really elongated my legs and made the dress seem even shorter. I was happy with the way I looked, and with it only being 8:45pm I figured I should get something to eat and get myself made up before I left for the movie. I peeled the dress and heels off, and headed to the kitchen to reheat some pizza for dinner before showering.
After my shower, I did my hair and makeup, (a girls got to look good even if it is for a late night movie showing), and got redressed into the tight black dress, and erotically high heels. It was a little before ten o'clock when I was finished getting ready, and I decided to heed Sage's advice of getting to the theatre early as to not miss the previews; also it would allow me to better decide which movie would be the least crowded.
I only lived a few minutes away from the movie theatre, and when I arrived I only counted ten cars in the parking lot. Figuring that at least four probably belonged to people working in the theatre, I assumed the rest belonged to other patrons. Making me feel even better was the fact that there was nobody outside buying tickets, which I took to mean they were already inside watching a movie, and would not be seeing any of the eleven o'clock films.
I waited in my car, which I parked a few rows to the left of the main entrance, for another fifteen minutes to see if anyone else would show up before getting out of my car to buy a ticket. No one else was showed up while I was buying a ticket, but it was still thirty minutes until the showing started and I knew there could be a chance of someone arriving close to the start time. There were only two movies showing at eleven o'clock, and I decided on the one that had been in theatres the longest; figuring it would be the one most everyone else had already seen. I got some looks from the girl taking my ticket as I strolled inside, but nothing I wasn't use to. I simply thanked for her help and made my way to my movie. Since I was the only one for the moment, I was able to pick my seat in the back row, dead center.
As I waited for the movie to began, and answered the silly trivia questions to myself, I started to become more and more aware about what I would soon be doing. I was going to be watching a movie, in a public theatre, completely nude. Who in their right mind does such a thing? Will I guess I knew the answer to that question, but while on the one hand I was pondering the insanity of the act, on the other hand I was becoming rapidly more excited in anticipation of doing such a forbidden task. My pussy was becoming saturated with arousal, and my nipples were poking out so much I thought they were going to punch holes in my dress.
About five minutes before the lights went down and the previews began to play, an usher came in to check if anyone was actually inside. I took that to mean I should not expect any other patrons to arrive. He must have been hoping to close the film room early to save time, but when he noticed me all the way in the back he just smiled and turned back out. I smiled back and let out a sigh of relief in knowing there was a great chance I would be alone for the movie.
Sitting through the previews in the dark theatre, my legs began to shake nervously up and down. My heart began to race, and my arousal grew further. I couldn't even tell you what previews were shown; I was too wrapped up in the idea of removing my dress and sitting naked as I waited for Sage to call while I watched a movie.
The moment of truth finally came; the movie began to play and had to steady my nerves. Taking three quick breathes I removed my dress as if it were a band-aid; in one swift motion. Once it was off I had to quickly toss it away to my left, as to not have the opportunity to chicken out. I sat stoned still in my seat; unable to move or relax. My heart was racing and a body temperature rose even in the air conditioned theatre.
It took a few minutes, but eventually I was able to sit back in my chair and begin to calm down some. I was basically a waterfall of sex by that point, with my seat cushion getting rather damp. Five minutes into the movie and still no one showed. I looked over to where I threw my dress, but I could not see it in the darkness. With each minute that passed and no one came in, I became more and more relaxed. However, I wasn't focused on the movie either; in fact I think I may have been just staring blankly at the screen for the most part while I pondered just exactly the risk level of my task. I had to keep mentally reminding myself not to touch my over-charged pussy, as it would have been against Sage's direct orders.
Forty five minutes had passed, and I was still alone. I had become so comfortable in my nude setting that when my phone rang with further instructions from Sage, I had my feet up on the chair in front of me and was slouched down enjoying the movie. The sound of the phone startled me, but I quickly retrieved it from my purse and answered it to the sound of Sage's voice.
"Hello my little teacher sub-slut; how is the movie going, are you the only one their?"
"Hello mistress. To be honest mistress, I haven't been paying too much attention to the movie, but I am indeed alone."
"That is to be expected, this is the first time you have ever attempted watching a film in a theatre completely naked. As for you being all alone, it might make completing your next task that much easier. I want you to firstly, upon getting off the phone with me, to take a few pictures of yourself sitting naked in your seat and send them to me. After that, you are to stand and make your way to the exit; leaving your dress and purse behind, but taking you phone with you. Once you reach the exit you will take a few more pictures of yourself by the inside of the door, as well as outside of the door. It will probably be best if you make sure the coast is clear before doing so. Once you have completed that, you are to scurry over to one of the 'coming soon' movie posters and take another picture in front of it. After that you will have the option between two possible scenarios: first one being that you return to the theatre and finish the movie while remaining naked and then getting redressed before going home, or the second option of returning to the theatre to get your purse, exiting out the back door naked and leaving your dress behind before walking around to your car and taking one final picture of yourself in front of the multiplex. It is up to you which option you choose, but after each you are to call me once you arrive home, and it should be noted that whichever choice you make will determine a different result when you call me. Is all of this clear my slut?"
With my mouth agape, I responded as I knew she wanted, and the way I knew I truly felt.
"Yes mistress, everything is completely understood, and your slut is happy to comply."
"Very well then; have a delightful time slut."
As usual, the phone went silent, and I was left to mull over what was expected of me. I already knew the first two steps in my new task could be easily accomplished, and was actually looking forward to getting them done. The picture in front of the movie poster was a bit scary, but I knew that were my theatre was located it wasn't in clear view of the employees working in the front. The only thing I would have to worry about would be anyone walking through the corridor, and since it was late the chances of that were even slight. As far as the last step went, my option between more or less exposure, it seemed obvious to choose the first option of getting home fully dress and not risking any further exposure. Then again, I did like the idea of going through with the second option; the idea of arriving at a place dressed and then leaving completely naked filled my body with shock waves of arousal. Also, if I did choose option two, it would make Sage happy, and maybe even impress her. That alone would be reason enough.



Flip-flopping between the two options for a moment, I decided to make a firm decision after I had completed all of the other required parts to the task. Let me see how I felt once everything else was out of the way. With that I got my camera app running on my phone and quickly snapped off four pictures of myself sitting naked in the movies; each one more graphic then one before it. Once those got sent off too Sage, I stood up and slowly crept my way to the main entrance of the room. Though I was completely alone, I still felt as though I had to be quite and sneak my way down to it; this only added fuel to my already out of control sexual fire.
I eventually reached the door, and immediately captured the first picture of me standing on the inside it. Before moving on to the next pictures, I peaked my head outside to make sure no one was about. Confident that the coast was clear, at least for the moment, I went ahead and took the next two pictures. The first one was of me holding the door open and standing in the threshold, and the second was me standing outside of the theatre with the door shut behind me. My heart was racing and I still had one more picture to take. Before I moved on to it, I decided to go ahead and send Sage the three by the door first to allow my nerves to come back down.
With the pictures sent, I peered around the wall of the theatre entrance and into the hall way. I was not only looking to see if it was clear, but also trying to decide where the nearest poster was from me. I located one about two hundred feet away on the opposite side of the hall, and decided to make a break for it while no one was around. I reached the poster, and quickly attempted to capture the picture but unfortunately dropped my phone. Fearful that at any moment someone could appear down the hall, I scramble to pick it back up. Luckily, I was more successful on my second attempt and got the picture before retreating back to the entrance of my movie.
I sent off the poster picture, and then reached for the door. It was at this moment I realized I still had a decision to make. Since I still had a buzz of sexual energy flowing though me, the decision was simple, and felt as if it wasn't one at all; I was going to go with option two, simply because at that moment of sexual arousal it quite simply seemed to be the obvious progression of the night. Refocused, I swung the door open confidently, returned to my seat to grab my purse, click my heels back down the aisle to the back exit, and left the theatre into the back alley completely naked.
Once the chill of the night air hit my uncovered skin, I realized just exactly what I had gotten myself in to. Almost on cue, the exit door swung back shut, locking me outside and making continuing on my only viable option. Taking my usual deep breath to steady myself, I began the trek down the alley towards the front of the multiplex. As I walked I realized that the alley was located on the right side of the building; meaning that because of where I had parked, I would have to cross in front of the main entrance to the theatre. If I had known I would be leaving the movie nude via the side alley, I may have chosen to park differently. However, I did not stop to ponder the issue, but instead kept walking until I reached the corner of the building.
At the corner, I slowly peaked around to see what may lie ahead of me. No one was about, and I was pretty sure that no one would be inside the ticket booth as all the movies for the night were nearly over. I also looked to the parking lot to see how many cars were there. It seemed that most of the cars that were there when I arrived, had left; leaving only a few remaining, and two new vehicles parked in the first two closest spots. Figuring that there would be no other better time to make my move, I emerged from around the corner and began walking in the direction of my car. As I reached the point in which would be directly in front of the right side, glass, entrance doors, I slowed to see if any employees were in view. To my luck, there were not, and I quickly stepped my way to the cover of the empty ticket booth in the middle part of the building.
The only reason I kept close to the front of the building rather than sneaking through the darker parking lot, was not because I enjoyed the extra added thrill, though that was a plus, it was because I still had to take my final picture to prove which option I chose to Sage. I had decided in the alley way that the best picture to prove my choice would be one of me standing in front of the ticket booth. So when I reached the limited cover provided by it, I pulled out my phone, snapped off a picture, and sent it to my mistress. With that detail out of the way, I confidently walked towards my parked car, heels clicking on the pavement, and without even looking to see if anyone could see me through the left side, windowed doors.
I got into my car beaming with the joy of accomplishment and raw sexual energy. The drive back to my house was a blur, and didn't even think twice about my neighbors as I exited my car and entered my front door. Inside, I immediately called Sage; it was twelve thirty in the morning. After two rings she answered cheerfully.
"Well done slut. I am impressed with your commitment to serving me, and carrying out my desires for you. For doing such an excellent job of completing your tasks, you be rewarded be being allowed to masturbate to completion tonight. As for tomorrow, I want you to meet me at school early again; and as you did before, you are to be nude. Is this clear sub-slut?"
"Yes mistress, and thank you for the opportunity to pleasure myself tonight."
"Your welcome and I will see you bright and early tomorrow morning slut."
The line went silent, and I sprinted to my bedroom to pleasure myself. Upon hitting the bed, my hand was on my pussy, and I almost immediately achieved climax. It only took me a few quick seconds before I did, and when I did it was explosive. All of the tension that had built up from the day's events was expelled in one violent, orgasmic, moment. Coming down from it I almost fell asleep as I was; heels on and half hanging off the bed. Fortunately, I was able to get enough life back to set my bedside alarm, and remove my heels before crawling under the sheets to pass out. I fell asleep dreaming of the possibilities that lay ahead of me the next day at school.



        Cynthia's Submission Ch. 08

        Teacher has to earn a trip away.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cynthias-submission-ch-08

Title: Cynthia's Submission Ch. 08

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Anal

Description: Teacher has to earn a trip away.

Tags: gag, strapon, school, public, heels, cuffs, teacher, anal, mistress

Series: Cynthia's Submission


Small note, I have realized that the last name of the lead character has changed a few times throughout the chapters. To correct this error and to keep things consistent, Cynthia's last name from here on out will be what it was originally stated; Miss Watts. Also, I would like to apologize for the long delay for this part to the story; I just have not been able to focus on writing it the way I have wanted to. I hope you enjoy reading this next installment.
*
That next morning I did as I was told by Sage, and arrived at school naked. In fact that was a common theme for us, as I arrived naked each day for the next two weeks. Each day Sage would have me perform certain tasks, make sure to take plenty of pictures of me, and then usually minutes before the morning bell was about to ring would she provide me with the clothing I was to wear for the day. For the most part it was nothing overly provocative, but they each had their unique feature that would keep my on my toes and aroused throughout the day. Whether that it was no panties, a short skirt, flimsy open top, or a semi sheer piece, I always wore what Sage provided without any questions or hesitations. It also wasn't uncommon for me to have a butt plug in for the day, and in fact I became accustomed to the feeling and was almost disappointed on the days Sage did not require it to be in. As for the weekends, let's just say they were not boring.
After those two weeks our master/sub relationship progressed and became more defined, and Sage began to allow me to come dressed to school; but only under her strict dress code of which she provided for me the night before. We would still meet at school early and I was still to perform to her liking, but I for the most part remained clothed. The weekends where still as exciting as always, in the sense I never knew what was to be expected, and I slowly began to allow Sage to have complete control over my life. As it has been stated, I had already given over control to what I wear, and pretty much what I did with the majority of my days, but as our relationship grew I eventually gave over complete control of my finances, my work account information, and pretty much any other decision making role in my life.
Over the months leading towards holiday break, we seemed more connected to each other than ever; or at least I felt more connected to Sage. Even when I had a couple close calls, I never doubted my Mistress' control or word. One in particular close call happened about a month before break, and of course occurred in my classroom. It was after school on a Friday, and Sage had requested I meet her at a book store for some rather exciting fun. She had also requested that I change into an outfit that she had left for me before leaving my classroom. As the final dismissal bell rang for the day, and my last student filed out the room, I closed the door behind them and retrieved the bag that contained the outfit I was to change into. I dumped its contents onto one of the student desks in the front row and was instantly aroused at what I saw. In front of me lay a pair of tight grey workout shorts, a white sports bra, my tennis shoes, my collar, and a normal sized black butt plug. Without a thought, I quickly stripped out of my work clothes and was lubing up my ass to get the plug into place. Once it was inside of me, I instinctively put on my collar and then pulled the shorts up into place. It took some effort because of how tight they were, but I eventually got them on. However, just as I did and was reaching for the bra, there was a quick knock at my door, followed by its opening up quickly after the knock.
I was stunned still as the teacher down the hall, Mrs. Bensky came inside my room unannounced. At first she did not notice the state of undress I was in, and I could do nothing more than just stand there shocked. Within seconds though she realized exactly what she had just walked in on, and apologized profusely before turning around and leaving. I was in a state of awe of what had just occurred; I was just walked in on while changing my clothes and I was topless. If she had been a few seconds sooner, she would have seen me completely nude or worse, bent over trying to put my butt plug into place. I was certainly lucky neither of those scenarios had occurred, for it would have been far harder to explain myself. Fortunately, the outfit that Sage had provided for me did allow for explanation. Understanding this fact, I shock myself out of the state of shock and got the bra and shoes on in a hurry. I gathered up the rest of my belongings and headed over to explain away the recent encounter to Mrs. Bensky.
I walked to her room and entered slowly, before greeting her with a somewhat friendly/awkward smile and an apology. She apologized as well, and asked why I was topless in my room. I explained to her that I was going for a run after school, and didn't what to go all the way home to change since the trail I run is closer to the school. The workout attire fit this story perfectly, even if it was rather revealing and tight. The only piece that did not fit, and that was on display, was the collar, but fortunately Mrs. Bensky did not ask about it. Instead she seemed to accept the explanation, and even seemed to understand the situation. With some parting apologies, and a reminder from Mrs. Bensky that I might want to remember locking my door, I left to meet up with Sage.
That was probably the closest call of any during my time with Sage before the break, and instead of causing me to question what I was doing, it instead ignited me to do more; that afternoon at the bookstore certainly was much more exciting for me.
So, as the break approached closer, I was certainly pleased when Sage informed me over the phone, on a Wednesday evening, that since her parents were going to be out of the country for the holidays, she was booking us a week stay at a spa in the next town over during the break. I was ecstatic, and had to fight to hold back my excitement to Sage's news. This is something I had been dreaming about since the moment I submitted to her; extended time alone with her, just the two of us. The only thing that bummed me out was that I would have to wait a week and a half to get to spend that time alone with my mistress. However, before I could get to down about that particular detail, Sage had another bit of news to share with me as well.
"Since this trip will obviously be a bit rewarding for you, seeing that you will get to spend a week alone with me your mistress, this next week and a half leading up to it will be a way for you to earn such a gift. Tomorrow, and for the remaining days until the break, you will be expected to show up to school as you previously had, naked. Is this understood my slut?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Very well, I will see you at the usual time and location, and do not worry about bringing clothes along; they will be provided for you. However, you are to wear the pair of shoes I had you buy two weekends ago. I this clear whore?"
"Yes, Mistress."
She did not reply back, but instead hung up and the line went silent. I was filled with both excitement, and a bit of uneasiness from her statement that I would have to earn my time away with her. Had I not already shown my unbreakable commitment to Sage as my mistress? What would be different over this week and a half that would prove I was worthy of such a gift? These were the types of questions I continued to ask myself for the rest of the night, until I gave up trying to figure out my mistress' ways, and simply got ready for bed.
Knowing that I would have to show up to school naked again wasn't so bad, but it was a bit cooler now in the later months of the year and I was sure it would be even worse in the early hours of the morning. To help combat that issue, I decided on taking a shower the night before, so not to be cooled down by the water in the morning. After my shower, I gathered up my school stuff, and retrieved the shoes I was to wear the next day. They were of course heels, black leather ones, with a black criss cross zipper detail, and a heel height of 5 inches. They almost looked like something from a bondage film, and not something I would have ever worn to school before meeting Sage. However, just the idea of having to wear them at school had my pussy saturated with arousal, and I decided I better get to bed before I was up all night from sexual frustration.
The next morning I awoke, and got ready for the day by doing my hair and makeup, getting those rather sexy heels on. I grabbed my bag and keys on my way out to my car. However, before exiting the my room, I stopped to check out how I looked in the heels; it was the first time I had worn them since I bought them with Sage two weeks earlier. Simply stated, I looked drop dead sexy in the heels and nothing else. To be honest, I almost came just from the sight, and I knew Sage would be happy with them as well.
Now with added arousal and confidence, I hurried to my car and quickly made my way to the school. I was there, as usual, early and before Sage. I took no time to get to our usual meeting place at the back entrance to the school, and waited for my mistress to arrive. After five minutes she did, and was carrying a duffel bag with her. She did not say anything to me, but simply signaled for me to follow her. I did without a word, and she began leading the way to the front of the school. As I followed behind her, I realized just how sexy what she was wearing was. She had on a pair of tight, white yoga pants that perfectly formed to her plump rear end. They basically were like second skin on her, and even feel into the crease between her cheeks to emphasize the roundness of her ass. For a top, she wore a simple light cotton, blacked striped t-shirt that hung to just the top curve of her butt. As for shoes, she just had on a pair of black flip flops. I was transfixed with her ass however; I was sure she hadn't any panties on, for if she did they were extremely tiny. The pants where nearly see through, and clung to her legs and ass so tight; it was as if she was not wearing pants.
By the time we reached the front of the school, I refocused on making sure to follow Sage's every command. At the door we stopped, and she dropped the bag down in front of them. She still was silent when she bent over at the waist with her ass facing me to open the duffel. It was then that I confirmed she had not worn panties, as I could clearly see the outline of her lips as the fabric of the pants stretched over them. This only flooded my own sex further, and I had a harder time still trying to focus on what exactly Sage was doing. Almost oblivious to just how sexy she was being, and the effect it was having on me, Sage stood back up and had in her hands a small leather collar, and a large red, ball gag. She simply handed me the items without saying a word and return to the open bag. I, of course, instinctively knew to put the two items own and had them fastened by the time she again stood.
This time she had in her hands a pair of metal cuffs, her strap-on harness, a large black dildo that I had become accustomed to over the past months, and video camera. She silently indicated that I carry the duffel and to open the door. I did just that, and Sage led the way inside. Once inside and the door shut, she stopped us and began getting the harness and dildo into place between her legs. With it secured, she finally spoke to me for the first time.
"So, you have probably been wondering what exactly I will be having you do over this next week and a half to prove to me that you do deserve the trip I booked for us. Well, you will simply be doing task and activities, not much unlike we have previously done before, but now they will each get progressively harder, risky, degrading, humiliating, and insulting. Is this understood you dumb little teacher slut?"
With my eyes widened from what I was just told, I instinctively and submissively nodded my understanding of what she had said since I had the gag in my mouth.
"Great, because today we are starting out rather hard, so from here on out things will only get harder. What I want you to do is lead the way, as seductively submissive as possible, to the open air quad in the middle of the school, and then stop in front of the school's namesake mural wall in the middle. I will be filming you as I follow to capture your submissive behavior. Once at the mural, I will toss you the cuffs which you will take and use to fasten yourself to the little rod iron fence in front of it. Do so in a way that you will be bent over at the waste with your back to me. Got it whore?"
I again nodded, and began to lead the way to the quad. Sage now carried the duffel as she followed behind and filmed. I did my best to look as sexy and submissive as possible. I made sure to sway my hips as I walked, and did my best to make the click of my heels on the hard tile as loud as possible. Every so often, I would look back at the camera, dough eyed, to add to the submissive feel, as well as to show off the large red gag lodged in my mouth and the trail of saliva that had begun to fall out from behind it. Sage just followed behind with the camera, not giving any directions or cue, but I did notice she was making sure to pan around every so often to take not that we were in fact in a school.
As I slowly continued to walk through my school, naked and gagged, we passed the lockers and it really began to dawn on me the levity of the moment. I, a teacher at the school, was completely naked except for whore heels, a collar, and a bright red gag, walking through the school as a student filmed the whole thing. Thankfully I trusted my mistress, and remembered that it was still rather early, so no one would be arriving anytime soon. It also helped that I was extremely aroused and was practically leave a trail of arousal on the floor as I walked.
We eventually reached the mural in the quad, and as previously stated, Sage tossed the cuffs over to me, and I quickly took to locking myself into the position she described. As I did, Sage began to circle back and forth around me, capturing the whole scene on film before finally stepping behind me in my bent over position. Without a word, she reached into the bag, retrieved some lube, and began applying some to the thick cock jutting out in front of her once she dropped the duffel off her shoulder. With the dildo thoroughly lubed, she applied some more to my asshole, and I realized what was about to occur. Sage was going to fuck my ass with, that large cock, in the middle of my school, while she filmed the whole thing. She was right, these tasks were going to be rather humiliating in nature, but that humiliation would only add to my arousal.
Soon I felt the rubber head of her black cock slip inside my eager little asshole, and slide its way deeper until it was fully lodged inside of me. Sage reached out with her hand that was not holding the camera, and pulled my head back by my hair. As she did, she began her rather relentless assault on my anal passage. The act went on for about three minutes, with Sage never saying a word, but simply reaming me with the dildo while pulling my head back and filming the entire event. She made to capture my face and its expressions as she worked me over; she also continued to capture the surroundings that indicated it was a school, and what school it was by zeroing in on the mural with the school's name painted on it.
Once Sage was satisfied with her anal exploitation oh me, she filmed herself slowly sliding the intruder out and capturing my gaping hole as it finally vacated. She then came moved towards my head and unfastened the gag. My jaw was thankful to finally be allowed to rest, at least I thought it would it get to. Sage had other intentions, and soon pulled my head back once again by my hair. She then guided the now slimy, anal intruder towards my mouth. I needed no further guidance, as I obediently opened wide and allowed her to have access to my slutty mouth. She did not force it down my throat, but rather just had me suck it gently and lick it up; I figured since she was still filming she just wanted to capture me submissively savoring that taste of my own ass. So, I did just that, and soon the rubber member was soon clean as a whistle.
Sage, happy with my performance, pulled away and began to walk away while she continued to film as is she was leaving me behind. She went as far as actually going back into the school and letting a door shut. To be honest, I for a moment actually though she was truly leaving me behind. Fortunately, the door swung back open and Sage returned back to my side with a devilish grin on her face before speaking.
"You did very well slut, and I really enjoyed using you in such a depraved way while I filmed it. I think I might make it a reoccurring theme. Anyways, let's get you unlocked, and over to your room."
She did just that, and once inside my room she pulled out my clothes for the day and gave me further instructions.
"In this bag are the items you will be wearing today; you do not have to wear the collar as it does seem a bit out of place for a teacher. Also, we will be engaging in another task at lunch, and remember it will be more difficult, and riskier than what we just previously did. Enjoy your morning, and I will see you in class."
With that, she turned and left me to get dressed before the morning bell rang. Unlike other times, the events of the morning gave me an ample amount of time to dress, and calm my nerves. However, my nerves would be calm once I opened the bag to see what I was expected to wear.
Inside, I found a pair of yoga pants that were just like the ones Sage was wearing, and a sleeveless collared, button down blouse that was made of light fabric and nearly sheer. I pulled on the pants, and because of how tight they were, and them being white, my arousal was almost immediately noticeable. Putting of that problem for the moment, I put on the blouse and was happy to find that it wasn't as sheer as I originally thought; at least not the front of it for it had a somewhat tuxedo shirt quality to it. The back however was indeed sheer. It was also a relief to find that the bottom of the blouse scooped down in both the front and the back far enough to cover my wet pussy, and worked over ass.
I adjusted the clothing the best I could, and eventually came to terms with how I would look. As long as I didn't move around the room to much, and kept behind my desk for the majority of the time, I would be fine; at least that is what I had to keep telling myself as I waited for the bell to ring and the day to get started. After such an eventful morning, I was fearful of what Sage had in store for the lunch time task. However, I would have to wait four long periods to find out, and I just hoped that my soaking wet pussy wouldn't saturate more of the pants.
To be continued...
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They were casually strolling through an outdoor shopping center when suddenly she grabbed him and pulled him into a secluded hallway. Tucking him into an indentation in one of the walls she steps in closer to him, pressing her body up against his. She pressed her moist full lips against his, kissing him deeply and slowly parting them allowing room for her wet tongue to snake into his warm mouth. After their intense exchange began to slow down, she broke off the kiss to whisper into his ear.
Almost panting she cooed, "I want you so badly. I need to feel you now."
Allowing this statement a moment to ring in his ears before she grasped a hold of his rapidly growing manhood through his tight blue jeans. This sudden action caused him to gasp, leaving his jaw dropped open and eyes slightly rolled back. Achieving the desired effect she was after, she released her grip on his throbbing member and took his hand, as she led him towards the bit of privacy their truck would provide. Their truck was parked in a nearby parking garage, on the third floor. They reached the structure and begun to ascend the stairway to their floor. She halted their movements as they reached the midway point, pressing him against the concrete wall of the stairwell. Once again she embraced him with a passion filled kiss. Reaching behind him, she squeezed his tight, muscular ass; pulling him tighter into her warm body. His growing erection pressed itself into her firm belly. She quickly ended their embrace however by pushing off of him, causing him to fall back into the cement wall. As she stood in front of him, she reached up and slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders, letting the wispy fabric fall to pool around her ankles. Stepping out of the pile of dress, she reached down to pick up the discarded garment; throwing it at him as she stood back up. He caught the dress and was a statue, staring at her as she stood before him wearing only a pair of red heels.
They only stood there for a few seconds, eyeing one another; him at her in a shocking, lustily stare, and her at him with a sultry gaze and coy little smile. In a smooth motion, she reached out and grabbed his hand while she turned to lead him up the rest of the stairs. He followed behind closely, watching as her naked, smooth form slowly climbed the stairs. Her hips swayed back and forth, and her round, plump rear jiggled in such a way that it almost hypnotized him. Every once in awhile she would look back and give him that playful smile; every time causing his desire for her to grow. Right before they reached the third floor level she stopped, turned to him and asked if he could go up the rest of the way and see if the coast was clear. This was the first time she showed a sign of being nervous, but she wasn't backing down, just taking the extra precaution. He didn't mind, because he had her dress and until he gave it back to her she would have to remain naked. So he ran up the last remaining steps and entered the parking area; glancing around the lot there was not a soul to be seen. The floor they parked on didn't have many cars on it, and they were just about fifteen spaces down and a row over. Feeling confident, he returned to her, giving a signal for her to come up and join him. Once she met him at the entryway, she took a quick glance around before she began to stroll without a care across the open lot. It was as if she walking like she wasn't naked; as if she was dressed normally for the situation. It took him a moment, but he soon followed behind her; again getting transfixed on how her body swished from side to side. He was also fascinated by the sound her heels made as they clicked on the paved surface of the parking garage; almost echoing, just daring someone to notice her.
She reached their truck with him just steps behind her, unlocking the vehicle as he approached. She stood to the side of the driver's side door and told him to put her dress down inside the cab. He did as she asked and as he turned back to face her he realized she had squatted down in front of him, her face at crotch level while reaching out with her hands to unfasten his belt and begin her quest at releasing his tool. In a matter of seconds she had his tight denim jeans open and pulled down to his knees. Quickly his briefs followed, living up to their name, and allowed his aching erection to spring loose. She finally grabbed a hold of his twitching pole and began to slowly stroke its length. She could feel the blood pump through it as his penis continued to grow into a raging hard-on. It seemed to point straight up, and was hard as stone; the length and girth of his piece were mesmerizing to her.
Slowing down her strokes, she lifted up a bit and extended her soft, wet tongue to give it a good licking. As she started from the base of his massive fuck stick she noticed a drop of pre-cum begin to roll down his shaft. She continued to lick her way up towards the tip until she met the sticky drop of sex nectar at which point she eagerly licked it up; savoring its almost salty, sweet taste and creamy texture. A small moan escaped her lips, signifying that her desire had just been lit further. Her methodical tongue assault continued on his throbbing manhood until finally she just engulfed the head of his cock into her mouth. He was in heaven as she provided pleasure for him in such a public place and she still remained naked; the only real cover coming from the open truck door, which did a decent job hiding their actions for the most part. Anyone close enough however, would not have a difficult time figuring out what was indeed going on. All of this just added more fuel to their passionate fire. His legs quaked and tensed periodically as she continued to suck up his prick like a tasty Popsicle. From the sounds he was hearing her make, he knew that she was getting rather sloppy with it. She enjoyed having his dick in her mouth and putting on a show for him; she slid it into her throat and back out, making sure to really cover it with her saliva. After a while, when she felt he couldn't take much more she stopped; she needed him inside her. As she pulled her mouth off his glistening meat she stood and bent over the driver's seat of the truck; reaching back with her hand as she did to dip a finger into her waiting slit. Her pussy was dripping wet, so wet that her juices began to flow out onto her thighs, and the presence of her finger felt so amazing inside her pink box that she could not stand it anymore. She pulled her finger out, gave it a good lick and ordered him to fuck her; to fuck her hard.
He didn't need any more of an invitation, and immediately settled in behind her, line up his flesh sword, and pierced her juicy snatch in one smooth stroke. The sudden intrusion sent a jolt of pleasure through each of their bodies. In seconds, they were able to build a rhythm that was much enjoyable to both. He would use long, penetrating strokes at a brisk tempo while she met his deep thrusts with her rocking hips and a free hand feverishly rubbing her pleasure button. At their pace it took only a matter of minutes for her to climax. What a climax it was; her body quaked uncontrollably while she screamed and moaned and grunted loudly. She had just had the best orgasm of her life; it seemed to last forever while at the same time end to soon. As she came down and begin to recover, it felt as though her body was buzzing, almost vibrating. Adding to the sensation and her building her desire to be fucked silly back up was his continuing pumping of meat in and out of her soaking, puffy vagina.
She could tell from the noises he was making, as well as his erratic pace, that it would not be long before he too experienced his own mind blowing orgasm. Knowing this, she gave him a little motivation to put him over the top; she said to him things like, "Come on baby, cum for me. I want to feel you fill me up with your cum." That did the trick, and he gave one final deep thrust and exploded inside of her, spewing his load against the walls of her wet pussy. Just the feeling of his warm seed filling her up was enough to make her quiver in passion. Once he recovered from his moment of bliss, he squeezed her tight, nibbled on her neck, and slowly slid his softening pole out of her. She responded with a low moan and a smile while reaching for her dress. However, before she got a hold of it, he reached over her and grabbed it first. Quickly, her head spun around and upon looking at him, the way his eyes sparkled and he smiled coyly, she instantly knew their naughty daring night was far from over.
I'll let the reader's imagination take over from here.
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"Let it fall off your shoulders, and pool around your ankles."
He was speaking of my cocktail dress I was wearing; the one I picked out specifically for this meeting. I didn't hesitate at his command, and simply slid the shoulder straps over and let it fall; leaving me standing in my bra, panties, stockings, garter belt, and heels. The dress remained in a circled pile around my feet as I awaited his next order.
"Step out of it, and kneel."
Again I did just as he commanded, no hesitation at all. My only thought was to be his to order for the night. He however did not have another spoken order for me, rather just an indication of one. As I knelt in front of him he stepped forward undoing his pants and pulling out his endowment. It was clear what was to come next, and I excitedly leaned in to oblige. However, before I could get my mouth on it he spoke causing me to freeze.
"Stop, no touching and no mouth yet."
He then began to tap the swollen head of his engorged member on my face; teasing my with it, putting me in my place with it. Some of the taps became slaps, making sure to further remind me I was there to be used as he saw fit. Guiding his warmth girth around my face, he plopped it onto each eye socket, stabbed it into the tip of my nose, and prodded my cheeks as if using it to examine me. My lips went untouched, which only furthered my humiliation as well as my desire. I felt like a piece of meat or a toy for him to play with, and turned me on to no end.
"Open."
Finally I got the order I was patiently waiting for, and I eagerly did as told.
"Stick your tongue out."
Again, I complied and was presented with his delightful cock to lay rest upon my stretched out tongue. He however just held it there, as if to tease me further. I could feel his warmth, his pulse, but I dared not get greedy and move. I simply waited with his erection held in place as I stared up at him. No expression could be gathered from his chiseled face, as I awaited his next move, his next command. Suddenly the weight of his sex lifted before dropping back down with a hard, wet thud. He repeated this action several times, each with the same plop onto my bed of taste buds. I just knelt obediently, allowing him to do as he wished as my knees began to pain from the hard floorboards of the room.
He stopped slapping his helmet against my tongue, and then began slowly sliding it back and forth across it. I could taste a drop of precum escape the tip of his cock and coat my palate. Then out of nowhere, he pulled away leaving me kneeling and a bit curious of what he was to do next.
"Stand and turn."
I did as I was told, though was a bit perplexed as to why he didn't want to continue with the oral treatment. As I stood and turned away I could sense him approach from behind. His hand grabbed the clasp of my bra, and in an instant it was undone. The straps were pushed off my shoulders and the garment fell to the floor to collect with the pool of dress around my ankles. Soon followed by the tug of my panties which also collected with all of the other garments. I now stood naked with a pile of my clothes at my feet as I awaited for what was to come next.
"Turn back and kneel."
I returned to my previous position, and though I was wondering exactly where everything was headed I knew not to ask questions.
"Open."
Once I complied, his shaft was placed once again on my tongue. This time there was no waiting or teasing, instead he slid it right into my mouth; pushing it against the opening of my throat. I reflexively gagged as he did, but that did not slow him a bit. He simply backed out for a second before pushing it further in, entering my throat. Inch by inch his girth disappeared and cut off my oxygen supply. I could feel saliva bubble up, and slip out around his pulsating manhood. Within an instant his full testicles were resting on my chin, and my eyes watered with strain. His hand grabbed the back of my head and held me still with the enormity of his cock lodged deep in my airway. Though I felt the effects of oxygen loss begin to take effect, I made no motion to show it; I merely knelt and took his onslaught.
He held his member a few seconds longer in my throat before pulling it all the way out, now coated with the sticky sheen of my saliva and a bit of mucus. Tendrils of the mess stretched out from my mouth to his now dislodged cock. I continued to kneel in front of him as his slobber covered unit swayed back and forth. I watched as he gripped the base of it and swung it into my left cheek with a wet splat. He then began to rub it across my face as if trying to wipe it off on a rag. I felt so small, so insignificant and the humiliation was rising with each passing moment. This however only added to my desire rather than make me resist. The humiliation drove me to further serve obediently, and stirred my fire that burned within me.
Once my face was significantly wiped with saliva, he parted my lips again with his spear and began shoving it back into my throat. This time he wasn't satisfied with just holding in there, this time he proceeded to mercilessly fuck my throat. Muffled gagging sounds escaped my mouth during the onslaught, and my eyes had tears running from them. Both of his hands were on the back of my head, forcing himself deep and keeping from getting away; not that I had the desire to do so. I was in a serene state of enjoyment. He may have been roughly using my face for his pleasure, but it was exactly what I wanted, what I needed. Deep down I have always wanted to be used like a simple fuck toy for someone else's pleasure, and humiliated in the process.
The fact that he wasn't saying anything during it, only added to the sensation for me. It was as if he didn't even respect me enough to talk or ask for permission, he simply took what he wanted and did whatever he felt like doing. He used as an object; something to satisfy his darkest desires.
His abusive throat ramming went on for another minute before his member swelled further and he ripped it from my windpipe. He slapped it hard onto my forehead before aiming the tip at my face to shoot his orgasm at me. The first shot of his nectar struck my left brow and draped down over my eye to my cheek bone. His next four shots all landed over my defenseless face in the same manner and force, completely covering me in his discharge. As the last dribbles escaped the head, he rubbed it over my lips as if applying lipstick.
Completely spent, he wiped his softening cock clean with a handful of my hair. He then tucked it away into his pants and buckled them back up before grabbing my hair again and dragging me to my feet. He pulled me towards the door, and upon opening it up he proceeded to throw me out by my hair into the cool night. The door was then slammed closed, and I was left standing outside of the cheap motel room naked in my stockings, garter, heels, and a face covered in his sticky cum.
I was a bit disoriented by what just occurred and remained motionless until I realized how exposed I was. As I went to hide by my car just to my left, the door opened briefly to have my dress and purse tossed out. Apparently my dress and panties had fallen off as he threw me out of the room. I returned to retrieve my belongings before retreating to the relative safety of my car. I didn't take the time to redress, but simply threw my dress onto the passenger seat and sat there replaying what had occurred in my mind. While I wasn't expecting to be tossed out like garbage, I wasn't upset. Instead, all I could think about was how extremely turned on I was and how badly I needed to find release.
Instinctively, my hand found my begging pussy and brought me to orgasm almost instantaneously. I came time after time right there in my car in the seedy parking lot of the cheap dive of a motel. As I came down from the waves of pleasure, I thought to myself how happy I was that I responded to this man's Internet ad. With a smile on my cum caked face I pulled out the lot wondering if I would ever see him again, or find out his name.
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Author's Note: This story is a continuation from my previous account, Holdinon, of which I can no longer access due to forgetting the password and having disabled the email account linked to it. Anyways, I will be continuing the story from this account and hope to keep everyone happy and entertained. I am sorry for the long delay, and hope to regain the positive following I had prior to going away for so long.
Also, I would love to hear from everyone their thoughts. Please leave comments and rate; even if anonymously. If you have any ideas you would like to see added to the story line, leaving a comment or providing feedback is a great way to let me know. So, without further ado, let me get to it.
*
I sat behind my desk, trying to distract myself with some work as the morning bell rang. Students soon began filing in and taking their seats to await the start of their school day. Because of my time with Sage, I have changed my teaching style some to keep to my desk more often. Rather than lecturing the class from the front of the room and moving about to keep the students on task, I have since started just giving the students a simple writing prompt to start class, possible silent reading time from an assigned novel along with worksheets to go with the readings. Such a teaching method is hardly the best to engage students, but my new relationship with my mistress was more important to me than anything else, so I just went through the motions to keep my job, and to keep the students from moving around the room.
The day started just like the new usual for my classes, and I kept to my desk as the students quietly worked. I continued to input grades and check emails to keep from focusing too much on what was to come at lunch time. Unfortunately, my phone buzzed with a text message from Sage which immediately brought my mind back to the gutter.
"Hey SLUT... I just hung something from your door knob. Go and get it now. It's not something you want anyone else seeing."
My jaw dropped, and heart began beating harder with the worry of not only what Sage ha left hanging on my door, but having to get up and go get it with all my students in the room. My outfit was a bit on the risqué side being that I was wearing my black leather zipper heels, tight white yoga pants, and a tuxedo shirt that had a sheer back. However, I had to get it done soon, before the item was noticed by anyone passing in the hall, whatever the item might be.
I took a deep breath to steady my nerves, push out of my desk to stand, and began to walk past my students to my door. I tried to act as confident as possible, and it didn't seem any of them really took note of me other than glancing up from their readings to see who was moving. I'm sure my clicking heels brought attention to me as I moved as well. I reached the door, kick the door stop with my foot, and opened it before stepping into the hall. I wedged it open with the stop and then reached on the other side to find what Sage had left. Upon touching it, I immediately knew what it was; it was the ball gag she had me wear this morning as she ravaged my ass in the quad.
With my pulse quickening, I did my best to ball up the gag in my fist to best conceal it from my students, and then made my way back to my desk. Upon returning, I hid the item in my lower desk drawer, and tried once again to distract myself in work. This time I had more success, and soon the class periods began to go by without much thought. That is until fourth period arrived, Sage's class, and my mind flew back to all the devilish possibilities she could come up with for our lunch time activity.
As usual, she pretended not to notice me, and I was forced to try and not look at the slow moving clock every chance I got. Then with twenty minutes left in class, something new happened; Sage texted me during her class period. She had never before done this and I knew it meant she wanted to toy with me before lunch came, and the message certainly indicated that exactly.
"Almost lunch time subslut... I bet you are soaking with anticipation. Wouldn't want to get those pants all wet, so how about you take them off... NOW!"
I gulped after reading the message, but knew better than to go against my mistress' wishes. Instead, I put my phone down on my desk, and did my best to take off my pants without being too noticeable. I was rather successful and got them down to my ankles where I had to figure a way to get them off over my heels. Thankfully, my desk's lower drawer provided the answer as I simply opened it up and turned to look as if I was filing papers. This allowed me to bend down and unfasten my shoes before taking my pants the rest of the way off. As I did, I could see the gag within the drawer looking back at me and reminding me of just how risky I have been behaving.
With the pants off, I put them in the drawer with the ball gag, and got my heels back on. As I closed the drawer and turned back to facing straight my phoned buzzed once again with a text from Sage.
"Impressive teacher SLUT, someone most really want a trip with her Mistress. Let's see how far you are willing to go though... unbutton the bottom three buttons on your shirt."
Without hesitation, I did just as commanded and was left sitting behind the cover of my desk with just the top two buttons fastened on my shirt and a pair of heels. There were no more messages from Sage for the next five minutes, but with ten minutes left in class she broke the silence so to say with a new text.
"Ok my SLUT, ten minutes left... undo the top button."
With a bit of tremble in my hands I reached up and quickly unfastened the top button, leaving only one holding it on. I was certainly showing a considerable amount of cleavage, but not too much to draw a lot of attention. I wasn't able to dwell on it to long because almost immediately I got another message from Sage.
"You love this don't you? How far are you willing to go?"
It was a tough question to answer, but I knew there was only one true answer to be given. I had to listen to my inner slut and give her what she wanted. I rapidly typed out my answer back.
"As far as it takes. As far as you push me. NO LIMITS!"
The last part was in all caps for a purpose, to express just how committed to following her every command. Unfortunately, Sage stopped texting me once again. It wasn't until two minutes before the bell rang that I got another text from her.
"No limits huh? In that case when the bell rings undue the last button, and then once I stand you stand as well."
She certainly knew exactly how to push me. I sat behind my desk for those last two minutes just staring at the clock and counting down the seconds to the bell ring. With just five seconds left, my right hand reached up and touched the button. It was undone the moment the bell chimed, and I just sat there watching my students getting up and leaving the room. All seemed to be oblivious to my state of undress, and made attempt to even look to me as they hurried off to lunch caught up in the normal conversations of high school students. I looked to Sage who as usual took her time packing her belongings, and then without warning she stood up. I almost froze as she did, for three students were still making their way towards the door, but I did as instructed and stood up as well. I could only hope that the students didn't turn back and look in my direction, and just kept moving uninterested in my class.
Those few seconds as I watched the last three students exit my room felt like an eternity. With each step they took my heart beat harder, and my mind kept thinking they were going to stop and turn. It wasn't until all three made their final step out the door that I was able to let my breath out. I looked over to Sage as a shiver went through my body, and I noticed that she too was moving to the door. Rather than exit though she instead went and shut it since I had propped it open earlier.
Sage calmly walked back towards her desk and bag with the slightest sight of a grin on her face. As she reached her desk, she instructed I remove my shirt. It was off immediately, and draped over the back of my chair as I awaited her next instructions. I watched as she pulled out the same strap-on harness she wore that morning, and this time it had a dildo attached to it I had not seen before. It was larger than the black one she had been using over the last few months, longer, a bit wider, and purple. Made of a soft jelly material, it was at least twelve inches long and a good two inches wide. Just as she had that morning she fastened it to her hips and then walked over to me.
My mistress said no words as she came up behind me, bent me at the waist over my desk. I felt the cool ooze of lube begin to pool on my rear entrance, and new for a second time that day I would be taking a good ass fucking. Next, I felt the bulbous head of the new toy pressing its way into my rectum. With just the tip I could tell it was more dildo than I have ever had before. Sage was taking it slow, inching the piece in bit by bit. After a few seconds she spoke up for the first time since telling me to remove my shirt.
"Unlike this morning, I am not going to hammer your whore little ass, but instead slowly penetrate you until every inch of this beauty slips inside you."
And that is just what she did. Inch by inch, she slowly sank the purple intruder into me. I could feel it slipping into untraveled regions of my anal track, disappearing deeper into my intestine. It filled me up more than anything I had ever experienced. Once it was completely in to the hilt, and I could feel her hips pressing firmly against my ass cheeks Sage spoke again.
"Very good my slut. All twelve inches hidden in your ass; what an anal slut. Don't move I have to do one thing real quick."
She then reached over me, pressing the fake cock a fraction deeper, to grab a large permanent marker off my desk. I heard her uncap it, and then began to use it to write something across what felt like the entirety of my back. I knew full well that with the shirt I was wearing, and its sheer back, whatever Sage had written would be able to be clearly visible no matter what. She capped the maker when finished, reach back across me to put it away, and then spoke once again.
"That looks perfect, and very much describes you. In case you are wondering, I wrote in large capital letters, across you back, 'ANAL SLUT'. I think that sums up what you have been so far today. Well I think that will do it for lunch time fun; I need to get a bite to eat to fuel up for after school fun."
Sage then began to withdraw the long fake dong, causing me to no longer have a full feeling but instead left with a feeling of emptiness. She took it out slowly, but it soon left me entirely and was left to hang between her legs. I remained bent over my desk, feeling the gape of my stretched out hole open and close as my mistress took of the harness.
"I think I will store this in your desk for the rest of the day rather than have to continue carrying it in my bag."
She then proceeded to open my bottom desk drawer to drop it in, but stopped momentarily upon seeing my pants.
"Oh, look at your discarded pants I think it would be really naughty if I took these with me. That would leave you without them for the rest of the afternoon, and that would certainly be daring. Still have want no limits slut?"
I blushed at the idea of having to remain bottomless for the rest of the school day, but responded the only way that would truly satisfy my deepest, darkest desires.
"Yes Mistress, no limits."
"Excellent. You may stand and put your shirt back on. I will be back after school to continue to see just how far you are willing to go to earn our trip together. Until then, behave yourself like a good little slut."
Sage then walked back to her desk and bag with my pants, before putting them inside and walking out of the room without even looking back in my direction. There was still about ten minutes left during the lunch break and I simply just sat down in my chair and reflected on what just happen as well as how I would get through the rest of the day without pants. I did open the bottom drawer to look at the left behind strap-on and large purple dildo prior to the bell ringing. It was out of curiosity and fascination that I looked; I wanted to look at what not long before had be completely buried inside me. I was astonished that something of its size could fit completely within me, but as the bell rang I had to close the drawer and attempt to refocus my head on the remaining periods in the day.
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Though the last periods of the my day kept me on edge at all times, being naked from the waist down and having a crude, but true message written on my back, I fortunately did not have any unfortunate circumstances arise. My students were content to work and read quietly at their desks, and I was happy to allow it. Every once in awhile I would feel my arousal build on my naked thighs, and had to touch myself just to confirm how wet I was. I felt as though I could smell my lust waft up from under my desk, and feel the radiant heat warm the air around me. Also, the use of my rear entry was a constant feeling; it felt sore and aching, but also longed to have something once again shoved into it.
Two minutes prior to the final dismissing bell, my phoned lit up with another text instruction from Sage. I knew it was going to be a task to push me a bit before she arrived back in my class after school, and I nervously read it to find out just how big of a push it was to be.
"Hope as is well my SLUT, school is almost over and I have plenty for you to do once it is. However, before it is I want you to send me a picture of your naked cunt as it looks from under your desk. If I don't receive it prior to the bell ringing, you will not like the result. See you soon little ANAL SLUT."
Instinctively, I brought the phone under my desk and began to snap a picture of my exposed sex. The first attempt was blurry thanks to my trembling hands, and I had to really steady myself when I took the second. Happy with the result, I quickly sent off the erotic picture with about thirty seconds to spare, I could only hope my mistress would receive it before the bell's chime. Once the bell rang, I nervously sat and waited for Sage to arrive. It was an agonizing wait, not knowing if she received the message in time, wondering what was in store for me next. However, before she arrived I received another text from her, and I knew I would have to wait a bit longer to see her.
"Very good job of getting the picture to me on time; what a bad teacher you are for not wearing pants in school. Let's see just how bad you are. No limits right? If so, take your shirt completely off and send me another picture of you standing completely naked in your room. After taking it, wait for me to arrive by hiding under your desk."
All I could think was how daring this was going to be. To be completely naked in my classroom, taking a picture o myself to send to my mistress, all while the door is wide open, and people are still roaming the halls. I couldn't let myself think about for too long, I had to prove to Sage I wanted this trip; I needed this trip. Quickly, I peeled off my blouse, tossing it in the bottom desk drawer with everything else, and took one deep breath before standing up. I reached my arm out in front of me to capture the picture, and tried my best to pose sexily. Thankfully my first attempt was perfect, and I instantly sent it off to my mistress before taking cover under my desk.
It felt like an eternity the amount of time I spent waiting, hiding, under my desk. Every sound emanating from the hall caused me to hold my breath, and every instance of silence caused my heart to race. I was slick with arousal, but made a concerted effort to not touch myself as I knew if I did I would likely not be able to stop myself. The touch of the cold metal of the desk on my skin was a constant reminder of just how naked I was, and how vulnerable. My body started to tremble with nerves and anticipation, I just wanted to see Sage appear in front of me and use me how she saw fit.
Finally, after an agonizing and extremely arousing wait, Sage entered my room. I could hear her shut and lock my door before moving towards my desk and dropping something atop of it. I first saw her shoes, and only heard her voice from my hiding spot.
"Where is your shirt slut?"
"It's in my bottom desk drawer mistress."
I watched as the she pulled open the drawer, and retrieved my discarded shirt. She then walked away from my desk for a moment, and I heard her reopen the door. I could tell that she had left and then returned when the door opened and closed again. Seconds later she was back standing in front of my desk, and I stared at her lower legs as I waited for more instructions.
"Well my little anal slut, in case you are wondering, I just threw your shirt away. That of course means you no longer have access to any clothing except of course your heels. Does that turn you on my little slave slut?"
In fact the idea of being naked without the chance of getting dressed did get me excited, and it was all thanks to the journey Sage had guided me on. I responded immediately and honestly like a good little sub-slut.
"Yes Mistress, it truly does."
"I bet; all sluts get wet from being forced to be naked. Now slut, how about we have some fun? Stay under there for now, but I will be putting the strap back on with the 12 inch dildo. Then you will suck it down your throat like a proper whore as I sit at your desk and film the whole thing."
I was eager to serve her in any way I could, and so I patiently waited as she strapped on the dildo and got herself positioned on the chair in front of me. The purple member was soon sticking out at my face, taunting me to take it into my mouth. I dutiful did as ordered and open my lips to receive the cock. As I let the first few inches into my mouth I looked up to get my first glimpse of my mistress. She looked back at me with a smile and the video camera. I so desperately wanted to impress her, and I knew deep down that to do so, I needed to try my best to get her fake cock into my throat.
Refocusing on the task at hand, I begin to really work the strap-on over. Bobbing my head up and down to try and lube it up with my saliva. I was attacking it with all my volition, desperately more into my throat. After a few short seconds I had the first six in, but I was in no way satisfied with that. I wanted to push myself to take as much as I could; to see just what I could accomplish and prove myself to Sage. It was like I was a wild animal attacking its prey. My mouth was sliding up and done the shaft with intensity, and I could feel my throat expanding to accept more of the purple intruder.
I closed my eyes to truly keep focused, and redoubled my efforts. Each moment my mouth was on Sage's cock, the more my excitement built, and the more I wanted in my mouth. It felt as I had it in my throat deeper than anything ever before, but I did not open my eyes to look; I didn't want to lose momentum. Spit began to bubble up around it, and I was making guttural gagging sounds the more I attacked it. I slid back until it was almost completely out of my mouth before pushing myself back onto it, and really pushing as much of it into my throat as I could.
The angle at which I had to blow Sage's fake dick was ideal for deep throating because it was a straight shot from mouth to throat. Knowing this, I wanted it deeper than I thought possible. I didn't allow myself to think of it as impossible, but rather a challenge to be conquered. I felt up to the challenge, was in no way going to back down without fighting for it. Then all of a sudden it happened, I felt my stretched mouth press against the base of the cock and the leather of the harness.
My eyes shot open to look, and indeed I had done it. I had gotten all twelve inches into my throat just like I had with my ass. Looking up to Sage and the camera I could tell she was impressed with my success. It felt amazing to have conquered the dildo, and it felt amazing to know I had it so deep in my throat. I held it there for a moment to dwell in the moment, and as I did Sage spoke after turning of the camera.
"Impressive slut, you really like taking this cock deep. First your ass, and now your throat, someone is really making strides towards earning that trip. You can stop for now, but remain under the desk."
I was a bit disappointed at the idea of having to stop, but at the same time excited to see what my mistress had in mind for me next. Inch by inch, I backed off the dildo until only a string of saliva was left dangling from mouth to the tip. It broke away and landed on my chin as Sage stood up to take off the harness. I could hear her lay it on my desktop, and then spoke once again.
"I have some good and bad news my slut. The bad news is that I to go for today because of something I need to get done, but don't you worry I have plenty planned for you to do. See the good news eager slut is that I want you stay the night here at school completely naked. I will leave you a list of tasks to complete on your desk as well as supplies needed to complete them. You are to remain under your desk until I leave, and then come out and look over the list. Is this understood slut?"
I couldn't believe what she wanted, but at the same time was excited at the prospect at having to spend the entire night naked at school. I wondered what tasks she had lined up for me, so I answered the one way I knew I wanted.
"Yes Mistress."
"Good, I will be back in the morning and the list indicates what I expect from you when I do. See you later slut."
All I heard were her footsteps fading away as she left the room. I took an extra moment to let the levity of the situation sink in before come up from under the desk. I was a ball of nerves and excitement, and my hands trembled as I read over the list.
"You are to complete everything on this list:
1.You are to take 10 photos of yourself at different locations in school using the self timer option on the camera.
2.You are to post the five photos of you I have provided, on the door of each administrator (principal, assistant principal, and the three deans). They are to remain up until I come back in the morning.
3.You are to find five random objects to insert into your ass. Take one picture of each before and then one picture of each with them in your ass.
4.You are to go for a midnight run around the track. Do four laps, and then finish with a shower in the boys locker room.
5.You will sleep under your white board with the following message written on it, 'Naked Teacher Slut Sleeping'.
6.You will wake up at four in the morning, take another shower in the boys' locker room, and then wait for me to arrive outside your class at 4:30. You will be naked (not even shoes), wearing a blindfold, ball gag, and hands cuffed behind you.
Everything must be done, or I will figure you don't want our trip. See you in the morning SLUT."
Overall, the list did not seem to daunting. I have done plenty worse during my servitude to Sage, but usually with her around to push me. Now I would be expected to perform all tasks on my own, and all while naked at my school. The one thing I did have going for me was the fact that my school did not any big extracurricular activities like sports to keep students after school for too long. The track was built not only for the school, but for the community and it hardly got used. The only thing going on for the night was a national honor society meeting which ended at 3pm, and most all teachers leave will before then. Also, there isn't a janitorial crew for the night, meaning that after about 4pm the school is empty. I would have the entire school to myself for the night.
So with all of that filling my head and bolstering my confidence, I set the list down and looked to the bag containing all of the supplies I would need for the night. Inside I found the camera for task one, an envelope I figured contained the five pictures of me for task two, a towel and other toiletries, and finally the blindfold, ball gag, and handcuffs. All in all, my night to me seemed pretty cut and dry, and I felt as though all was doable.
Considering I had all night to get the tasks done, and I still had a few hours until the school would empty out, I decided to get caught up on my regular school related work. I was far behind on grading and planning, so I put all the items back into the bag, cleared my desk, and for the next three hours went to work getting not only caught up, but also planned out for a month. Of course, I did all of this while sitting completely naked behind my desk. Occasionally I would have to get up and move around my classroom to gather materials or resources, and each time I did I would get a wicked little thrill knowing I was doing it without a stitch on.
Quickly, time went by as I wrapped myself up in school work, and when I was finally done it was after six, which of course put a devilish grin on my face knowing the school was more than likely all mine. Having this in mind, and my pussy practically flowing with arousal, I decided that there was no time like the present to get started on first three tasks. The others would have to wait as they are for specific times. I had finally realized that I hadn't even looked at the pictures Sage had left for me to post on my administrator's doors, so I pulled out the envelope and took a look.
To my shock, not only were they all extremely naughty pictures of me with my face clearly recognizable, but they each had my Name and the naughty message "I'm a dirty slut for you" printed on them. I looked to the backs of them, and noticed Sage had indicated which picture was for which administer. Each had me in a different humiliating pose and of course naked. The picture intended for the door of my principal showed me on my hands and knees, ass facing the camera with a plug inside, and my head turned back to capture a beaming smile. My assistant principal's door would receive one of me on my back with my arms pulling open my legs wide to show the banana that was poking out of my cunt, and me making a kissing face. The first dean was to get me sitting naked atop my school desk, with my legs spread apart and my chest pushed out showing off the SLUT written across my stomach. Dean number two was going to get me with a ball gag in my mouth, knelling out in front of my house with my hands cuffed behind me taped to his door. Finally the third dean's door would see me with my tongue out stretched to lick the tip of a dildo, while another was inserted into my pussy as a squatted onto it.
I was a bit nervous about having to post all of these photos of myself, but knowing Sage would be arriving so early the next morning eased my worries. Certainly she would allow me plenty of time to remove them before anyone could possibly see them. With my mind at ease some, I put the photos back into the envelope and grabbed the camera. I figured I could knock out the first three tasks on my list in one outing. The only thing I would have to think about would be exactly where to take the ten pictures of me that would most please my mistress, and what five items to choose to insert into my own ass.
With the camera and envelope in hand I proceeded to exit my room. Now, I took it slow, peaking out to make sure the hall was clear and listening for any sounds that would indicate anyone still around. When I felt the coast was clear, I took my first tentative steps into the hallway, but almost retreated when I heard the loud clicking echo of my heels on the hard tiled floor. Once I realized there wasn't much to be afraid from the sound of my steps, being that there was no one there to hear them, I continued on more confidently. After a few more steps, the sound of my heels on the tiles only encouraged me to keep going; as if they were shouting out that I was a confident naked woman walking freely through the halls.
Eventually, I reached the end of the hallway, and arrived at the entrance to the library. I looked around again, now that I was in a more open and exposed area, but again it seemed like I was indeed alone. The library spanned, with a run of tall windows, the length of an open quad area filled with lockers. It was at that moment that I the idea to get a photo taken of me standing in front of the library's windows struck me. I took the camera and envelope to a set of lockers across from the library to set up the shot. Getting the timer set for ten seconds, I rushed back to pose in a classic stance; slightly bent with a hand on a hip and a finger in my mouth. When the flash went off, I returned to the camera to view the picture, and was satisfied with the outcome of me looking both sexy and suggestive. It was the perfect first picture of the evening.
With a first successful picture, I grabbed everything and continued on. I made my past the lockers towards the front entrance of the office, and I couldn't help but think of what a wonderful picture opportunity it would be in front of it. So of course I jumped at the opportunity and quickly set the camera up again, and just as with the library picture, captured another wonderfully perfect image of myself. I entered the office with a beaming smile on my face, and full of self confidence and pride. My arousal was also overflowing, and only increased further each time I posted the provided pictures to my administrators' doors. Five damningly inappropriate photos with suggestive captions, that if seen by any of their intended viewers would result in the end of my career, but rather than be nervous and scared I was a ball of sexual fire looking for more.
Eagerly, I scampered around campus to snap off the last eight required pictures. I took them everywhere; outside the gym, inside the girls' locker room, inside the teacher's lounge, standing next to a urinal in the men's restroom, on the counter of the cafeteria, swinging around the flag pool, in front of a vending machine, and leaning over a mop bucket in the custodian closet. Once I got going, I couldn't stop. I was having a blast running around the school naked, and trying to come up with creative pictures to take. Not even once did I think about getting caught, I was simply enjoying the experience and reveling in my willingness to complete my mistress' objectives for me.
While I was cruising around school posing, I too was keeping an eye out for interesting objects for my third task. I wanted to impress Sage with my creativity, so I tried to think outside the box when it came to what I was to insert into my butt. While in the office I had noticed on the desk of one of the secretaries a smooth marble obelisk about five inches tall and I knew it was my first item. The squared edges certainly posed some difficulties, but I was able to conquer them with the picture to prove it. I also inserted a small towel I found in the custodian closet, the wired end of a whisk I found in the cafeteria, the salt shaker from the teacher's lounge, and the nylon leash to my school ID lanyard. The last item of course brought me back to my classroom, and once done I looked to the clock and saw it took me about two hours to complete the first three tasks of Sage's list.
I still had about four hours until I was to complete my fourth and fifth tasks, and then after try my best to get some sleep before having to wake up so early to be ready for Sage's return. So knowing I would be lacking sleep, I decided to try and get a nap before going out for my run. I set my phone's alarm to go off at 11:30 and did my best to make up a comfortable place to sleep. It was the only thing I could think to do to pass the time while being left naked at school and not being allowed to pleasure myself without my mistress's approval. I wondered just how long I would have to wait before being allowed to climax again; though I truly knew the answer would be once I earned my trip. This then lead me to think about what else Sage had in mind for the coming days to make me earn my trip. Eventually, all of these thoughts slipped away as I drifted to sleep.
To be continued of course...
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My dreams of submission and pleasure faded away as the chirp of my phones alarm clock buzzed me awake. I at first was a bit disoriented, but soon remembered I was sleeping naked in my classroom as Sage had ordered. Slowly, I stirred back to an alert state, doing my best to prepare myself for the run around the track I was about to impart on. To wash away some of the sleepiness, I decided to make a stop by the restroom to wash up a bit.
I grabbed the towel and toiletries I would need for after the run and then exited my room to head off towards the girls' restroom down the hall. Upon entering, I quickly splashed some water on my face to liven me up some before checking myself out in the mirror. It still was a stir to see myself completely nude in my place of employment. Who in their right mind would ever spend an entire night naked at the school they teach at? I obviously had a problem, but it wasn't one I wanted to be solved; I just wanted to continue on my path of submission to Sage.
Once I felt as awake as I could get, I left the restroom, and made my way towards the outdoor track. Being a regular runner, I wasn't too concerned about the exercise aspect of this task, but the fact I would be outside with nowhere to hide while naked was more of a concern. The track was located behind the school and away from the streets, but it still was open to viewing from anyone who would happen to be around. The only thing that helped calm my nerves some was the fact that it was the middle of the night, and the lights to the track would be off; meaning one would have to be pretty close to the track to see anyone running on it.
I got outside the school and felt the slight chill of the night air on my skin, causing goose bumps to form. Running on this cool night would feel great, and help me free my mind some. I continued my way to the track, with the towel and bag of toiletries in hand. As I reached the boys' locker room I dropped off the bag and towel to focus on loosening up my body some for the quick one mile jaunt that lay ahead of me.
As I walked closer to the track, I took my time to stretch out my muscles, get my blood flowing some, and pump myself for the run. Eventually, I reached my destination and was stunned by the silence that surrounded me. It was void of any sounds, completely peaceful, and it was calming enough for me to forget I was about to be running naked on my school's track. I stepped out onto the running surface of the track, did a few more stretches, took off my heels, and then proceeded to start jogging.
Four laps is all I had to complete; one mile in the silence and the darkness. It felt freeing to be out in public, jogging naked. The chill of the air engulfing my skin, the warmth of my body from the exercise all felt amazing. I had never run naked before, and it was an experience I felt I good get use too. Halfway around for my first lap, I good feel myself begin to perspire, and my heart rate was rising to a good aerobic state. Running barefoot also was new; I could feel every inch of the track on my soles and could adjust to subtle changes. After completing my first lap, I just let myself get lost in the experience, and enjoy the run.
I took my time to finish the four laps, and when I was done I had a feeling of achievement and excitement that I have only felt when submitting directly to Sage. This too was at Sage's wish, but in a way was different. It wasn't overtly sexual in any way, but made me feel sexual and excited. My skin was coated in a light shine of sweat, and it felt amazing when the midnight air breezed across it. I picked up my heels and began walking back towards the locker room, for another new experience. To shower in the boys' locker room was going to be new and exciting.
Picking up my bag and towel, I opened the locker room and proceeded towards the showers. Looking at the lockers, I couldn't help but think of the number of boys that change in the room on a daily basis and what it would be like if I happened to walk in like I was when they were in here. I shook the thought from my head, and got myself stationed at one of the shower nozzles. Lay my bag and towel on a bench as the water heated up, I grabbed the soap and shampoo Sage had supplied, as well as my tooth brush and tooth paste. Returning to the shower now, I indulged the feeling of the hot water cascading over my body and imagining what I must look like to an outside viewer. Doing so, my body ached for release, but I knew too well that release was not to be had in my near future.
I concentrated instead on the feelings of the water, the soap, and the heat on my naked body. Warming my body, cleaning it, and heightening my level of arousal were exactly the feelings my mistress must have had in mind for this entire night. To get me to a level of sensuality that only I could achieve without the any obvious sexual interaction. This revelation only caused me to linger in the shower, and take in all I could from the experience.
However, I knew I had to end the moment and get my rest; for I knew that Sage would have plenty in store for me in the coming hours. I turned the shower off, dried myself, and returned to my room. I was now cleaned of the day, completely, even the message written on my back by my mistress had been washed away and I was ready to take on the day that lay ahead. Though Sage had noted I was to sleep after my shower, I knew there was no way I was going to be able to sleep. Instead I decided to get my room prepared for the coming day's lesson to get it out of the way while Sage played with me and my mind. I only had about three hours until her arrival, and with my earlier nap I felt confident that sleep would not be an issue.
Those few hours crept by, but fortunately I was able to get things in order, and even wrote on the white board what Sage wanted me to. I found myself with nothing to do for the last hour, and then I decided to write; I began to write my feelings and experiences over my time with Sage in a spiral notebook from my supply closet. I wrote out everything, every thought, every meeting, every feeling, getting it all out and on paper was therapeutic in a way. I was able to truly relive my experiences, and come to some sort of understanding about what I was experiencing.
I lost myself in the writing and soon found that it was time for me to get into the proper position to await Sage's return. Grabbing all of my supplies needed, I rushed to my door and knelt down outside in the hall. Quickly, I put the ball gag into my mouth, securing it behind my head. Next, I applied one of the cuffs to my wrist before putting on the blindfold. Finally, I brought my arms behind me and fastened the other cuff to my free wrist, sufficiently lock my arms away. Now all I was able to do was wait for my mistress to return. The amount of time she wished for me to wait must be part of the test to earn my trip; it is extremely difficult to wait thirty minutes, blindfolded, gagged, and restrained.
It was an agonizing wait, and felt like an eternity. The idea that maybe she wouldn't show kept creeping into my mind, and I had to fight the urge to try and move. Suddenly, my wait was over as I heard the sound of heels clicking on the hard tile floor of my hall. I had no way of knowing for sure if it was Sage, but at this time of the morning it was unlikely to anybody else. The steps grew closer, and I grew more anxious, more aroused. I could feel my wetness grow and spread to my upper thighs.
The sound of the steps stopped as they stood in front of me. I felt a hand grasp the front of the blindfold and pull it away from my face. As the rush of light swarmed into my eyes, I heard her greet me.
"Good morning slut. Did you have a good night, and complete everything I wanted you to do?"
I answered while still adjusting to the light with a nod of my head.
"Excellent. I'll check the camera to see the pictures, in the mean time you should probably go pull the pictures from your administrators' doors. However, to keep it interesting, I am not going to ungag you or un-cuff you. You will have to figure a way to get them down without the use of your mouth or hands. Good luck slut."
She left me kneeling in the hallway as she entered my room carrying her book bag, and another medium sized duffle. It was a bit of a struggle to stand, but once I did I took no time to ponder my new task, but simply made my way to the front office to get those pictures down before anyone arrived.
Reaching my destination, I was thankful that I had taped them up at head height. This meant I could use my head and face to try and peel or pull them down to the floor and then squat down and pick them up with my hands. This was however, easier thought up than actually being able to complete. The first picture took some time, and eventually after really pressing my face into the photo, I was able to create enough friction to pull it down. Quickly, I squatted down and picked it up. With each picture, the task became a bit easier, but my face began to feel as though it was being rubbed raw. On the last one, after picking it up of the floor, I looked back at the door and noticed that a portion of there was still attached. I had only ripped some of it off, and there was still a piece left. The portion that remained was out of reach to pull down the same as the others, so to quickly pull a chair from the reception area to climb atop of. It was at this moment, I realized I could have done this to begin with and cursed myself for not coming up with it earlier.
With the last piece finally off, I pushed the chair back to reception as best as I could, and hurried back to my room and Sage with the pictures in my tight grasp. On my return I noticed that Sage had erased the message from my broad and had replaced it with more pictures of me in humiliatingly naughty poses. My entire white board was covered in the lewd photos of myself, and all I could do was stand in my doorway looking at them dumbfounded. It isn't until Sage moves that I scan over to look at her and see that she is standing behind my desk completely nude. She notices me look to her and speaks.
"I see you like the new temporary room decorations, but don't worry you should have plenty of time to take them down before students arrive. In the meantime, how about we have a bit of fun? Come over here and kneel."
I did as told to, and was soon kneeling before my mistress. Once in position, Sage began to rub herself into my face. I could feel her warmth as she slid her wet slit up and down me. If not for the gag, I would have instantly begun licking her. This though was more to use me; to humiliate me. Just rubbing her crotch across my face to provide pleasure to her, made it as though I was just a piece of furniture or tool she could use at her disposal. I didn't mind that feeling however, in fact I felt more aroused by the idea that being used. Sage however, didn't seem to worry one way or the other. She just seemed to be focusing on getting off, and didn't care what or how that would make me feel.
She only rode my face for a few minutes before finishing with a crashing climax that covered me in her juices. Breathing a bit heavily, she pulled away and allowed herself to come back down from her high.
I just remained kneeling, feeling the juice of my mistress' orgasm dry on my face, as she recovered. After a few moments, she was back to normal but continued to remain silent. She began to go through the duffle bag she had brought as if looking for something. Finally, she stopped and pulled out a tube of lube, and a medium sized glass butt plug. Grabbing me by the upper arm, Sage pulled me to my feet before bending me over my desk. Within seconds, I could feel the cool slickness of the lube being applied to my rear, followed shortly by the firm pressure of the plug. Thanks to Sage's training of my ass, the plug went in without much effort, and wonderful as it did. I truly loved the feeling of having an object in my ass. With the plug in place, she then unfastened the cuffs from my wrist, followed by the ball gag. She then had me turn back to face her as she spoke.
"Well slut that was quite the enjoyable experience. I hoped you found some enjoyment in it as well. As I told you earlier, I would give you plenty of time to remove the pictures from your white board, and then dress. You are to put all of the pictures, including the ones pulled from the administration's doors, into a file labeled 'Slutty Behavior in your filing cabinet. Then put on the clothing I provided for you in the duffle bag. I will be sending you further instructions via text message, so keep your phone nearby. Have a good morning my little slut, and I will see you soon."
I watched as she dressed in a simple t-shirt and jeans combination; noticing that she did not put on any underwear. Once she had on her clothes, she slipped on her sandals, grabbed her bag, and made her way out of the room. I stood motionless for a moment, before walking over to begin taking down the pictures covering my whiteboard. As I did, a memory from each picture would penetrate my mind and cause my sex to heat up. There were 32 all together, and I neatly stacked them, along with the ones I pulled down earlier as I walked over to my filing cabinet. From the bottom drawer, I pulled out a new blank folder to slip the photos into. With them tucked into an appropriately labeled folder I pulled out my top drawer containing all of my reproducible materials for my classes. I slid the new folder into one of the back spots near some old worksheets that I had not used in ages before closing the drawer. Knowing that such graphic material of me was just inside that drawer added a level of excitement for the day.
Making my way back over to my desk, I looked into the duffle Sage had brought to pull out what I was to wear today. It contained only a pair of white, patent leather heels, with a 3 inch heel, and a simple cotton dress that hung to mid-thigh, and buttoned up the front with 8 buttons. The dress was navy in color, and rather conservative in nature compared to some of the past outfits Sage has had me wear in school. Quickly, I put on the dress and heels and actually felt sexy in it. The buttons where spaced enough apart that if I bent over, or moved in certain ways, the fabric would bunch to show a bit of skin. Plus, the cotton felt soft and smooth on my naked flesh.
I got things in order around my room as I waited for the morning bell to ring. With all the time I had last night, everything was prepared for today and I actually had time to sit and relax at my desk. I hid the duffle, that now contained the ball gag, handcuffs, and lube under my desk; allowing myself to drift off into thought. It wasn't long however, until I was startled back to reality with the ringing of the morning bell.
Students began filing in, and the morning started off as any usual morning at school. After getting the kids settled down, and started on a task, I returned to my desk to see if I had any text messages from Sage. I was pleased, excited, and a bit nervous to see that I in fact did have one from my mistress.
"Okay slut, your class should be occupied with a task by now so I think it is time Teacher gets daring. Cut off the bottom button of your dress and put it in the water bottle I left on your desk. Text me when you have done as I have ordered."
Looking atop my desk, I realized that there was indeed a bottle of water sitting there; I had not noticed it before due to the haze of sexual excite in my mind. It was a full, unopened bottle, which meant putting a button inside would keep me from getting it back out and also keep it somewhat visible to anyone happening to look.
I hurriedly pull a pair of scissors from my desk drawer, and slyly snip off the button at my desk. Doing so caused the dress to fall open more as I sat, and meant that when standing the open flaps went up till just about an inch from my sex. Putting the shears away, I twisted open the bottle, took a quick swig, and then nonchalantly dropped the button inside before twisting the cap back on. Once done, I immediately text Sage to inform her of my completion. In a matter of seconds I receive a reply back.
"Very good my eager little teacher slut, let's see if we can't step it up a bit more. Go and get the file you just stashed away in the cabinet. Once you have it, walk to the back of the room so you are facing the backs of your students and begin to go through the pictures. As you are going through them, order them in terms of sluttiness with the least slutty on top, and most slutty on bottom. When you complete this task, put the file back and text me."
This was certainly stepping it up a bit; looking at such pornographic material in my classroom is one thing, but to do so while my students are also in the room is another. However, I knew I was going to it. I knew that I needed to do it. I could feel my pussy drip with the idea of it.
Setting my phone down onto my desk, I stood and made my way over to the filing cabinet. As I did, a few students looked my way to see what I was doing, but soon were back working on their assignment. Reaching the cabinet, I could feel a bit of a tremble in my body as I began to pull out the drawer. The excitement and nervousness of the moment was affecting me. I was able to power through though, and retrieved the naughty labeled file; bringing it with me to the back of the room. I made sure no one was looking before I opened the file and began to sort through the extremely erotic and arousing images of myself. As had happened when I took them down from the broad, each time I looked at an image, a sexual spark jolted through my mind and body.
I took my time to go through the pictures, taking my task seriously and also taking time to look up occasionally to check on the students. After about three minutes I was satisfied with the order of which I sorted the photos, and proceeded to return the reorganized file back into the cabinet. Unlike the first time however, I chose to slide the file into the front section of the drawer rather than the back. I don't what caused me to do that, but it certainly added to the level of arousal I was experiencing. Once back at my desk, I shot off the confirmation text to Sage and sat to await a reply as first period drew close to an end.
The dismissal bell rang before I received a text back from Sage, but once I was back at my seat from greeting second period at the door I had her reply waiting for me. I however could not read it right away, as I again had to get my class prepared for the period, and started on their assignment. I had to really restrain myself once the students got to work, to keep from running over to my desk to read the message.
"Cut off the top button, and put it with the other."
It was a short and sweet message that had the desired effect of causing me to quake with arousal. Unlike the previous button, I was going to have to be a bit more creative in cutting off the top one as I had no cover from desk. I decided to do as I had with the file, and take the scissors to the back of the room, and cut the button off there. Happy with my solution, I retrieved the scissors and made my way to the opposite side of the room. Once I made sure no one was looking, I quickly snipped off the button, effectively opening up the top of my dress to show off a good bit of cleavage. I then returned back to my desk to drop it off in the water bottle as I had with the previous one. When I returned to my desk, I had another message waiting for me from Sage.
"I'll assume you have completed my previous task, and am letting you know that it will be the last until my class period arrives. Hope you can manage on your own until then."
I was a bit disappointed to read the message and to know I would not hear from my mistress for another period and a half. However, I did believe that the wait would mean she could possibly have some truly wicked in mind for me when that time arrived. Until that moment though, I was left to wade through the remaining period, and a following one until I would find out what Sage did have in store for me. I was a slippery mess with the endless possibilities.
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The that it took for Sage's class to finally arrive felt like an eternity, and because I had so much time to myself last night, there wasn't anything for me to do to distract me. Occasionally, I would get up from my desk and stroll around the room to check on the student's work, as well as attempt to distract myself from the agonizing wait. As I made my rounds, I caught a few students trying to steal glances of my legs and chest now that they were a bit more exposed, but played it off as harmless curiosity considering not much of me was exposed.
Eventually, the bell did ring signaling that Sage would soon be arriving, and I was sure that she would indeed have something devilish in store for me. Just as I had with all the previous classes, I greeted the students at the door, especially Sage, and then got them started on the assignment for the day before taking position behind my desk to await a message from Sage. Within a minute of waiting, the message I had long been awaiting had arrived and I eagerly grabbed my phone to view it.
"I must say slut, you do look very pretty in you dress today, but I am sure we can turn pretty into slutty by day's end. Let's start by cutting off another button... how about the new top one, and put with the others once you do."
I was somewhat expecting that, but none the less it was still a bit of a difficult task. I had to remove another button from the top of my dress, which meant I had to get up and walk to the back to do so. Also, that meant that any sudden movement could possibly leave a breast exposed if I was not careful. Just the thought of it however had me creaming in my seat, and reflexively my hand reached out for the scissors and I stood. Walking to the back of the room, I could feel my legs quiver with nerves and arousal. I scanned the room to be cautious before snipping the button off. Though it opened up the top some, not much more of my chest was exposed than it had been before. I just had to make sure not to lean to far over, or shift to rapidly to either side.
Returning to my desk, I dropped the button into the bottle with the other two, and saw my phone's notification light blinking to signal I had a message awaiting me. I sat down carefully; taking the time to make sure my chest was adequately covered before reaching out for my phone to read over the new message from my Mistress.
"Cautious choice to remove the button in the back of the room; not what I had in mind, but I will allow it. Now, I am going to ask again, how daring are you willing to get today? Your answer will determine not only today's outcome, but future days as well."
Quickly, I read over the message and took a moment to think over what she was asking me. How daring was I willing to get. I answered this the day before, and now have an idea of what exactly it could entail. So with that in mind, I replied back the same as I had previously, and knew truly it was the only way to answer.
"Mistress, I am willing to get as daring as you will push me to get. Anything you ask of me shall be done. Again, I want no limits. I am your slut to use and to enjoy."
Sending the message off, sent a wave of excitement and arousal throughout my entire body. I couldn't stop imagining the ways in which Sage would push me to be daring; how far she would be willing to make me go. Nothing else in my mind mattered more than doing as Sage wished. I was drunk on here control, addicted to her power over me. It never occurred to me that it shouldn't be like that, that I was the elder and person to be thought of in the superior role. For whatever reason, Sage from day one had this hold on me, and I wasn't able to break even if I wanted to. I sat at my desk nervously bouncing in my chair as I awaited another message from Sage in response to my answer. It finally came, and I almost fumbled my phone in my attempt to pull open the text.
"Just what I thought, cut another button from the bottom, and put it with the rest."
I expected this message and was prepared to go through with it already. Even though in doing so meant I would only have 4 remaining buttons holding my dress closed, and that the slit in the front of my dress would stop just a few inches away from my uncovered sex, I still was in no way going to back out. My hand shakily reached out for the scissors, and I again snipped off a button from my dress, this time from the relative safety of my desk. With the button detached, I set the sheers down and went about the same routine for dropping it into the water bottle. I watched it sink to the bottom of the container to join its fellow fallen brothers, and to quite possibly await the arrival of those still standing. My phone buzzing drew me back to real life, and I was pleased to see another message from Sage.
"Only 4 remain, but I'm sure we can change that by the end of the day. However for now, let us change directions a bit; in the duffle there is a zipper pocket on the inside. Within the pocket you will find a tube of icy hot. You are to smear a dollop of the icy hot onto your wet cunt, and do so right at your desk. Enjoy Slut."
The idea of rubbing a medicated ointment into my pussy while sitting in my classroom as it is filled with students was electrifying and insane. Then again it didn't stop me from immediately bending down to grab the duffle out from under my desk and begin searching for the stowed away item. When I found the pocket, I slowly zipped it open to retrieve the contents within. The tube was a normal travel size bottle of icy hotand not much else.
With my dress now missing some buttons, it was going to make my task just a bit easier. I could shift over on my chair to allow my ass to hang off, while still supporting my weight with half of it on the chair. Slipping the dress open on my legs and tucking it behind me opened up accesses for the task. In position, and making sure no one was looking, I flipped open the cap of the tube to squirt some onto my finger and apply it to my hole. Then I rubbed the some onto fingertips before slowly pressing themagainst my warm sex. I had to really focus on not being obvious or move abnormally as I continued to rub the ointment into my folds. Eventually, I felt as though I had thoroughly rubbed the icy hot in and was able to pull my fingers away.
I readjusted my dress to cover me, and repositioned myself on the chair normally. Feeling the ointment begin to heat up my aroused pussy a shiver ran through my body, and a jolt of excitement shot to my pussy. Then my phone signaled yet another new message from Sage, and another jolt hit my pussy.
"Pretty slick slut; I applaud your quick completion of the task. Now, take a walk around the room with your new wardrobe adjustments and heat source, as if you are checking up on the students. When you get back to your desk, I will have sent you a message indicating what you will do during your lunch period."
Taking the proper precautions to make sure I was adequately covered by my dress, I stood up and began to take a slow stroll around the room. I noticed that any quick movements caused the lower flaps of my dress to fly open, so I did my best to maintain a consistent speed as to not flash of my goods to the students. The path I chose was around one side of the room like I had earlier when cutting off the button, then cutting down the middle row back to the front before circling around the other side of the room to cut back down the middle to my desk. Overall, the walk took about a minute with no one I could see realizing the adjustments to my dress, but as promised, there was indeed a new message on my phone when I returned.
"I'm sure you are absolutely leaking right now from all of the excitement, and that is why at lunch you will go use the restroom in the teacher's lounge to wipe yourself down. Inside the restroom, you are to completely unbutton the dress and hang it from the hook on the back of the stall door. You will then insert two fingers into the slutty cunt of yours and wipe them across both of your cheeks on your face. If you have to use the restroom, do so and then get redressed. However, upon buttoning up your dress do not button one of the middle buttons; leave it undone. You will then exit the restroom and the lounge to return to your classroom where you will find further instructions on a piece of paper taped to the bottom of my desk. You should leave yourself at least twenty minutes to complete the second set of instructions, so don't dilly dally in the bathroom slut."
Looking up to the clock, I saw that the class was almost over and that my lunch time adventure would soon begin. In my state of dress I was somewhat nervous about walking around the crowded halls, and even more so about having other faculty members see me like I am. I was able to convince myself that the dress covered me appropriately, and that if I was careful no one would be able to tell I was without underwear and with a butt plug lodged inside me. No sudden moves as I made my journey to the restroom and I would be just fine.
Moments later, the bell rang and I was startled some back to real time. I waited for my students to file out, and watched Sage as she did the same before standing up from my desk to make my exit. I strolled out of my classroom with my class keys, and closed the door behind me. Taking one last look down to make sure I was covered still, I move on towards my task, careful not to move to fast and cause my dress to flare open. There were students walking all around me as I journeyed the hall towards the lounge, and I had to really focus to keep at a normal pace.
Eventually, I reached my destination without any incident and once inside the teacher's lounge I was thankful to see I was the first teacher to have arrived. I quickly darted towards the ladies room to complete my task. Inside there were only two stalls; a normal sized one, and a handicap stall; I chose the normal sized one, and began unbuttoning my dress once I entered. With only four buttons to unfasten, I made quick work and quickly had the garment hanging on the coat hook attached to the back of the stall door.
Reaching down with my hand, I slipped two fingers into my warm, juicy box as instructed, and had to really use some self-control to keep from pleasuring myself on the spot. Instead, I did as detailed in Sage's message and pulled them out to wipe the slimy arousal onto my face. I could smell the aromatic arousal of myself as I slid my coated fingers across both of my cheeks. The scent would be a constant reminder of just how slutty I am, and just how far I am willing to go to serve Sage.
Satisfied that I had completed my task, I used the restroom quickly and then retrieved my dress and began to redress; making sure to intentionally miss buttoning the second button from the top. Doing so allowed the dress to somewhat push open and exposed more skin if I wasn't careful. I smoothed out the dress, and exited the stall and restroom. In the lounge a few teachers had arrived, but all seemed either to be engaged in conversation with each other, or waiting in line to get there food from the counter. I did say hello to a few of the ones I was friendly with, but did not stop to talk with them as I knew that more awaited me inside my classroom.
Back inside my classroom, I hurried to Sage's desk and reached under the table top for the next set of instructions. I was able to find them rather easily, but did wonder how she managed to tape this note under here without being noticed. However, I did not want to ponder that curiosity for long, but rather find out what the instructions contained. Unfolding the sheet of paper, and making sure not to tear it, I read the note to myself.
"1. Go stuff the blindfold and ball gag into your snatch, letting the straps of each hang out.
2. You are not to sit for the remainder of the school day.
3. Tape five of the naughty photos of yourself, that don't entirely show your face, to the bottoms of the desks in the middle row.
4. I will be in to give you further instructions after school."
So naughty and dangerous, were Sage's instructions, but looking at the clock I knew it was best not to think and instead just do. I hurried to grab the blindfold and ball gag from my, and then easily slip both into my overly saturated slit. I then retrieved the file containing all of the photos of me, and leafed through them to find five that met the criteria. All five photos where of me on all fours with a different item inserted into me, but with my face not captured in the shot. Grabbing my tape dispenser from my desk I obediently began the task of taping each photo securely to the bottom of each desk in the middle row. I made sure to tape them down well so as to not have any of them fall off, or be accidently felt by one of my students.
With my initial tasks complete, I straightened out my dress to cover as best and most I could, and then waited for the next class bell to ring. The standing task for the remaining periods would not be too much of an issue; it just meant I could not use my desk as added cover. Considering I only had three buttons fastened of the four I had left after starting with eight, I would have to take extra precautions with my movements. Also, I had the dangling straps of the blindfold and ball gag that if I wasn't careful could become visible. The only way to get through it would be to stay headstrong and push through. I would just act as if everything was fine and normal, and no one would be the wiser; or at least I hoped that would be the case.
The next bell rang and the following periods went by with me filled with anxiety and nerves. I kept wondering if my students were looking at me any different, if they could tell just how undressed I truly was. Every moment of a student's head I was sure entailed they were trying to get a look at me, or noticed something off about me. I slowly paced around the room during the period to look more natural, but had to really focus on how my dressed moved with me and it caused me not to really be able to focus on anything else. Of course my worries and paranoia was most likely all in my head, as it seemed that my students didn't really care if I was in the room or not. Eventually, my fears were able to drift away when the final bell dismissing school rang.
With my students now gone, I stood and waited for my mistress to arrive. As I waited, I looked down at my dress which started out with eight buttons, but now only had four remaining with only three fastened. It was just covering enough of me to keep me from being too suspicious of my goings on, but barely. My heart begun to flutter with the excitement of how I was dressed, and the journey it took for me to get there. However, before I could think about the feeling further, Sage came into my room.
"Looking good my little teacher slut, I hope your last periods went smoothly."
I nodded my head in response, as she proceeded to close and lock my door before heading over to me with her book bag on her shoulder.
"Well, might as well take the dress off now considering it's barely on you to begin with."
I complied quickly, and soon found myself standing naked in my classroom once again.
"I have a few exciting afterschool activities planned for you today, but first remove the blindfold and gag from your cunt and then help me undress."
Again, I quickly followed Sage's orders, and pulled out the items from my dripping sex before focusing my attention on getting her clothes off. Once I had both her t-shirt and jeans off, she reached past me for the ball gag and blindfold and then put them both onto me before having me knell. The aroma of my arousal on the items was thick and intoxicating; I could also feel the dampness on my skin which only further triggered my arousal.
"There, now you look like a good sub-slut ready to be used by her mistress."
Just as she had that morning, Sage begun to rub her exposed crotch into my face, seeking pleasure from me. I love the way her slick lips felt gliding across my nose and stretched open lips. She used one hand to hold my head in place as she continued her grinding into me. I only wished I had my mouth available to taste her, but knew that this was how Sage wanted it, and I had to respect that.
Occasionally, her grinding was more forceful, and she would pull my head into her extra tight to build further friction. I just knelt there and took it like a good sub, and enjoying every moment. Her juices were coating my face, and I was becoming drunk on her aromatic arousal. She eventually came, jerking her hips and pelvis into my face as she did. Seconds later she came down from her orgasmic high, and undid the gag from my mouth and removed the blindfold.
"Once again slut, that was amazing, and to treat you on your good work, I will allow you to lick out my ass for a bit."
Sage then turned around, bent over slightly, and presented me with her rear end. I wasted no time falling into position, and soon had my hands on her ass cheeks and my mouth puckered up to her asshole. Letting my tongue flatten out over her delicate rosebud, I coated it with my saliva. I began to really get into the task, and soon had my tongue lodged just inside her entrance. She tasted divine, and I could feel my pussy become even more saturated then before. I felt as though I could lick out Sage's ass forever, but unfortunately that was not to be. After only a few short minutes, Sage pulled away leaving begging for more.
"That's enough slut, I can't let you become spoiled now. Plus, your first planned activity starts soon, and I don't want you to be late. I have been thinking you could possibly work on your flexibility some, so I signed you up for a yoga class this afternoon. It starts at three at your gym, and I got your yoga attire here with me."
Sage then grabbed her book bag, opened it, and pulled out a pair of black yoga pants, and a pink sports bra. She also pulled out a pair of simple pink flip flops.
"Here, put these on so I can see how you will look."
I took the garments from Sage, and pulled on the pants first. She had said nothing about removing the plug, so I assumed she wanted me to leave it in. As I pulled on the pants, I realized that they were not as thick as usual yoga pants and actually seemed to be a couple sizes too small for me. The thin fabric really stretched as I pulled them up my legs and over my ass to my hips. The stretching helped to thin out the already thin material, and create a somewhat sheer effect. I could only imagine what it would look like when I would bend over and stretch into different yoga poses.
The sports bra was also a bit more flirty than normal, with thin straps over my shoulders and across my back. While it did cover everything up, and provided adequate support, it also made sure to accentuate my breast rather than push them down as other sports bra tend to do. I could see myself, but I was sure I looked a bit stripperish and quite possibly a little underdressed for the gym.
From the look of me, I can get a sense of what Sage is hoping to happen to me. She wants me to be embarrassed to be dressed as I am at the gym. She wants me to be humiliated when I bend over and stretch in yoga; showing off all my goods, and the plug. I know this, and I know that I will certainly be a bit embarrassed dressed as I am at the gym and a bit humiliated knowing what can be seen when I bend over in these pants. However, I also know I will do it for Sage, to prove my obedience and to earn my trip away with her. I was ready for anything Sage could throw at me, and I was sure she still had plenty in store for me in the coming days.
"Will don't you look like the perfect little gym slut? I wish I could be there to look at the reactions on the other gym goers faces. Oh well, I'm sure you will remember. You better get going, don't want to be late and end up in the back where no one can see you. Here, you can wear this until you get to your car."



She handed me a simple windbreaker jacket and my car keys. I was fortunate that she allowed me to have the jacket, as the school would still be filled with other teachers and plenty of straggling students who would probably be caught off guard by my pink sports bra. I slipped the jacket on, and got ready to head out to my car.
"Oh, and before I forget, inside your car you will find a gym bag with a towel and your change of clothes for the next after school activity. Also inside you will find instructions for after the class and info about what is next after your yoga session. Have fun slut."
I nodded my understanding, and turned to leave. It was different, because I was leaving my classroom while Sage was still standing naked in it. Usually it happened the other way around. I chose not to think about it too much; figuring she just wanted to take her time to get dressed and possibly pick up all the erotic paraphernaliainside my room.
I passed through the halls of the school, still filled partially with students, on my out to my car to leave for the first time in two days. As I walked, I could feel my butt jiggle a bit in the yoga pants, and also the continual pressure of the plug which had now been inside of me for close to 9 hours. At my car I did indeed find a gym bag inside on the passenger's seat, and I wondered what exactly my change of clothes and second activity would consist of. However, I didn't take the time to look inside to see what I'd be wearing, and instead started my car to head over to the gym. If Sage wanted me the front row, I was sure I would have to get there early to do so.
After a short drive I arrived at my location, and lucked out to find a parking spot close to the entrance. Grabbing the bag off the seat, I made my way inside and after checking in at the front desk, headed into the locker room. I had made sure to grab a quarter from my car to be able to have access to a locker to store my stuff. Also, I wanted to try a find a somewhat secluded locker just in case Sage had any devilish ideas for me after Yoga. Finding a good locker, I took off the wind breaker and store it along with the bag inside before leaving to find the room for the class.
I was about ten minutes early, and only a few other women were already inside. It looked to be one group of three friends and then two others alone. I stepped inside the windowed and mirrored room, grabbing a provided mat, and taking my spot at the front near the center. The group of women spotted up behind me and to the left, while the other two women had spots in the front on either end. As I waited for the instructor to arrive, and the class to start, I began to loosen up my body some by doing a bit of routine stretching. While I stretched, more women began to arrive, and most where getting their fair share of looks in of me and how I was dressed; also I could tell that some chattering had begun about as well.
Promptly, the instructor arrived and soon began the hour long class. We started with basic yoga poses, and worked our way to some more intermediate ones. Each pose that involved bending over at the waist I knew was providing quite the show for anyone behind that cared to look. The fabric of the pants would be stretched to near breaking points, thinning out the material to reveal everything I had; pussy and plugged asshole. To make things even more interesting was the sweat I was working up, and my own natural arousal forming wet patches on my pants. Every once in a while, during a pose, I would hear some snickering from the women behind me and I knew it was me that was the cause of it.
By the end of the class I was exhausted and thoroughly embarrassed. The humiliation of openly exposing myself in that manner had me shaking after the hour was up. Sweaty and aroused and exited the yoga room, and headed back to my locker. I knew the instructions would be a waiting for me in the bag, and though I was thoroughly embarrassed from the most recent task, I also was excited and intrigued to see what was to come. The giggling of the women in the class grew louder the further I got away from them, as if trying to push the humiliation further, but I did not care because I only had one thing on my mind; what was next.
Inside the locker room, and at my locker, I pulled out the paper to see what Sage had waiting for me.
"Hope yoga class went will slut and that you feel nice and limber. As for what you are to do next, firstly take a shower because I am sure you are a sweaty, smelly pig after your class. However, you are to strip down naked at your locker and leave your clothes and towel inside of it as you go take it. I want you to have to walk naked across the locker room with that plug in your slutty ass.
At the showers, immediately pull out the plug, rinse it off, and then stick it in your mouth until you are finished and return to your locker. Wash yourself using only the provided soap dispensers; hair and body. When you have finished washing yourself, return to your locker dripping wet, and then slowly take your time to towel off. Make sure you do your best to remain uncovered the entire time. Once dry, lay the towel down on the bench, and finally remove the plug from your mouth storing it in the gym bag.
You'll find in the bag lotion to use on yourself; make sure to take your time applying it, doing your best to be as sensual as possible. Once you are moisturized from head to toe, reach in and grab out what you are to wear to your next activity. You will be going to the movies, and having a bit of fun. I'll text you the movie, time, and theatre in a bit. Hope you enjoy you little locker room experience slut.
Sincerely,
Mistress Sage"
The idea of walking naked across the locker room was thrilling, and nerve racking. In my attempt to get a tucked away locker, I inadvertently pick one on the far end of the room from the showers. Now I had been to this gym plenty times, and have taken a number of showers there, but I don't recall ever seeing a woman just freely walking through the locker room in the nude. Of course I have seen the occasional naked woman in the showers and getting changed at the locker, but nothing as blatantly sexual as I was about to attempt.
Because I couldn't think of letting Sage down, I peeled off my sports bra and pants, and set both inside the locker. It took only seconds for me to become nude, and I was instantly aroused from it. No one was around to see me, but that was soon to change as I made my way towards the showers. I had to travel about 200 feet approximately, and being that it was getting closer to the busy time for the gym, the room was filling up. The closer I got to the showers, the more women I began to pass. At first, I don't think anyone really took too much notice, but eventually I did notice more second takes and a bit of whispering lofting in the air.
However, no one said anything directly to me, and I soon made it to the showers. The showering area consisted of a long narrow room, with tiled floors and walls. Along either side of the room where lines of shower stalls that allowed a person to shower somewhat privately, which made the next part of my task a bit easier to manage. I quickly fond a vacant stall and shut myself inside; turning on the water as I did. As the water temperature rose I reached behind me and pulled out the plug that had been embedded in my ass for the majority of the day. It had a slimy coat of lube on it, which I quickly rinsed away under the shower head, and then inserted it into my mouth. I felt ridiculous with it in my mouth, but knew it was only going to get more embarrassing after the shower.
By now the water was warm and I began to rinse away the sweat and the day from my body. I took a moment to really let the heat of the water engulf me, and take my away from reality. Eventually, I came back to the present and began the task of washing myself. It took some time considering that I could only use the soap dispenser in the shower, but I got down to business and got myself lathered up. Rinsing away all of the suds, I again took time to linger under the water to enjoy the warmth and the pressure. Of course the idea of my arousal kept into my find, and I had to fight the urge to act on it and touch myself. That would have been against the wishes of Sage, and not the proper thing to do.
Turning off the water, I let myself drip dry a bit before opening the door to my shower stall and taking my first exposed step back in to the public eye. More women were walking around the shower room, but all had on either towels or gym clothing; I was the only one stark naked with a butt plug lodged in her mouth. As I began walking out of the room, the looks and stares came quicker and more apparent. So too did the chatting about me, with many women openly calling me names like slut, and skank. I ignored it all, and focused on my path to my locker. Occasionally, I would pass a group of women and one of them would point at me, at the plug in my mouth, and they would all begin laughing. The entire walk was extremely humiliating, but for whatever reason I was also becoming wildly aroused.
Eventually, I reached my locker and thankfully I was still somewhat secluded from everyone. Anybody could still walk over and see me, but at the moment no one was near. I quickly opened my locker and pulled out the towel to dry off. I made sure to do so as Sage had requested, and did my best not to cover too much of myself in the process. My body was soon dry, and I was able to get my hair dry enough so it was no longer dripping wet but rather damp.
Setting the towel down on the bench, I then took out the plug to inside the locker and then reached into the bag and found the bottle of lotion Sage had provided. Again, just as she requested, I started to apply the lotion all over my body as sensual as possible. I started with my feet, lifting them up to the bench and bending over to slather them with the lotion one by one. After each foot was done, I switched my attention to my legs and again propped my foot on the bench top to do so. I slowly worked the lotion into the skin on my legs, and inched my way closer to my exposed pussy. Though I didn't touch my slit, I could certainly feel the heat radiating off of it as rubbed the lotion into my groin areas.
Once my both legs were adequately moisturized, I began on my butt. I really worked the cool, creamy substance into each cheek, making sure to also get into the crack. I'm sure that to anyone who would have happened to see me would have thought I was molesting myself. Satisfied with the job on my ass, I worked up my torso and my breasts. Massaging the lotion into my body in public was certainly an invigorating experience. I got the rest of my body finished, and stashed the lotion back in the bag before pulling out what I was to wear to the movies.
To my shock, all that Sage had provided me was a mid-length, tan trench coat. Nothing else was provided with it, and believe me I looked. Considering I had no other options, I slipped on the coat and fastened it shut with the buttons, and belt. The top button seemed to be missing, as I suspected Sage may have had something to do with that, but overall the trench coat concealed my nudity quite well. It fell to about mid-thigh, and would look as though I was just wearing a short skirt or pair of shorts underneath.
I started to pack up the gym bag to leave, when my phone buzzed with a message from Sage. It listed out the movie, one that had been out for quite some time, the theater, and time of 7:10pm. It would take me about ten minutes to get to the theatre, which meant I had plenty of time to make it there. With the gym bag packed up, stashed my car keys into the pocket of the coat and felt something contained in it. I pulled out a twenty dollar bill of which I realized Sage had provided so I could pay for the movie. I exited the locker room, still earning stares from the other women, and strolled out to my car. As I walk, the bottom of the coat would split open to allow my legs room to swing back and forth, as well as show off a great deal amount of skin. So much so, that I am sure that anyone clever enough would realize I wasn't wearing anything underneath.
At my car, I threw the bag on the passenger seat and climbed inside. The thrill of only wearing a coat in public certainly got me hot and bothered, and I good only hope Sage had something even more wicked planned for me at the movies. I drove the ten minutes to the theater fighting the urge to let my hand fall to my crotch and play the entire way. I arrived thirty minutes early which I felt would be perfect and allow me to pick a seat in the back. After purchasing the ticket at the window, and having it torn by the attendant inside, I made my way to the theatre to find my seat.
As I assumed, the place was empty, because of the fact that it was a movie that had been out for a while, it was still thirty minutes until it was to start, and that it also was a weekday. I was able to get my seat in the back row and right in the center. While I sat a waited for the movie to start, I began to wonder what kind of devilish plan Sage had in store for me. I came up with all kinds of off the wall ideas, but knew that no matter what I crafted in my head, it could never compare to what Sage could create. After about twenty minutes of waiting and no one joining me in the theatre, I felt my phone buzz to life with another message from Sage.
"I will be there in a few minutes. Make sure you are in the back, and I expect your coat to be open when I arrive."
Her message was simple and to the point, and it also gave me a warm feeling knowing that I would be seeing her soon. I quickly unfastened my coat and opened it to comply with Sage's wishes. My entire naked form was on display to anyone who would come into the room and venture towards me. I was sure that I was too visible from the bottom rows, but knew that if anyone did come in that the further they came up, the more they would see of me. My breathing quickened and my heart raced as I sat exposed, waiting for my Mistress. My eyes were constantly darting back and forth to the two entrance ways, hoping to Sage and praying no one else.
Three minutes passed, and I heard the door at the right entrance way open. My breath caught and heart stopped, as I waited eagerly to see who would appear from around the wall. The seconds it took for the mystery person to come in felt like hours, but eventually the wait ended and I was happy and relieved to see that it was Sage. She ascended the stairs to my row with a wicked little grin on her face that I knew meant exciting things for me. Unlike at school, she was no longer wearing just a t-shirt and jeans but instead a long flowing, black cotton dress draped over her petite frame. The hem fell to her ankles and was held in place by two thin shoulder straps. A leather belt synched the dress at the waist, and a large leather purse completed her look.
As she reached my seat, she spoke without sitting down.
"Well slut, don't you look stunning. I think we will be able to have a lot of fun tonight at the movies, but first I need to get a drink. Give me the change from your ticket, and watch my purse; I'll be right back."
Setting her bag down on the chair next to me she turned and left, and as quick as she had arrived she left just as fast. I was left to once again sit alone and exposed in the empty, quiet theater. I looked over to Sage's larger than normal purse, and wondered what it could contain. My thoughts were diverted however when the lights went out, and the screen began to display the previews for upcoming releases. I was wondering what was taking Sage so long as I watched with little interest the second preview roll across the screen. Finally, part way into the third, Sage appeared once again from the right entrance hallway carrying a large fountain drink in her hand. With her black dress she almost blended in with the darkness of the room, but I was able to keep my eyes locked on her as she climbed her way towards me.
As she reached me again, this time she said nothing as she set her drink into the armrest cup holder, and moved her bag over one seat to sit down beside me. Once settled in she said one word, and one word only, "Coat" while holding out her hand. I immediately knew what to do, and slip the open coat the rest of the way off and handed it over to my mistress. It was another first for me, as I sat completely naked in a movie theatre awaiting further instructions from Sage.
We sat in silence for the reminder of the previews as I remained a ball of nerves in my exposed state. Finally, after the opening credits played through, Sage spoke, "Put these on behind you" she said handing me a pair of cuffs I assumed she pulled out of her purse. I quickly and obediently complied, locking my hands up behind my back. I now had to lean forward a bit to keep the metal of the cuffs from digging into my wrists. Sage's silence resumed once the cuffs were attached, and I had to constantly wonder what was next.
After five more minutes of silence Sage spoke up.
"I wish there had been more people here that would have made things a bit more interesting. I guess we will just have to take things a different way. Why don't you start by standing up and walking up to the screen, bending over, and then walking back slut?"
I nodded my understanding and stood up to begin my walk. Having to walk, restrained and nude to the front of the theatre wasn't bad considering it was empty, but the idea that anyone at any moment could walk in kept the danger level up and my excitement bubbling. I slowly strolled my way down the stairs to the screen, stopping at its center, and bent over at the waist with my ass pointed towards Sage. With my task complete, I returned the way I had come to get Sage's next set of instructions.
"Very nice my little sub-slut, you looked so slutty walking out in front of the screen. It caused me to get a little wet, so get down on your knees and get between my thighs to lick me."
Without a moment of hesitation, I dropped to my knees in front of Sage and got my face under her dress that she was kind enough to hold up for me. My mouth immediately found her slit, and began lather it with my tongue. She tasted so divine, and though I had already had my face between her thighs twice that day, I still savor the experience for all it was worth.
Sage let me lick her for quite a while, but I could tell she wasn't looking for me to make her cum just yet. The sound of the movie playing behind me only made the whole experience hotter, as I was simply there to service my mistress as she got entertained by another source. After about ten minutes of attentive tonguing, Sage pushed me away and ordered me to stand up. I did as I was told, and stood up in front of her naked and cuffed as I awaited further instruction. I watched as she reached into her bag and pulled out a large, realistic shaped dildo and held it in front of her.
"Though I enjoyed your meticulous tongue bath of my pussy, it was starting to distract me from the movie. So, why don't you use your mouth on this while I continue to follow along with the movie? Oh, and do it over there on your knees slut."
As she said that, she tossed the dildo over to the end of the row with a thud, and I submissively trailed after it as if like a dog playing fetch. Reaching the spot at which the dildo landed, I dropped to my knees and began to use my mouth to stand the phallic toy up right. Once it was standing tall and straight, I did as ordered and worked my mouth onto it as if it was indeed a real cock. I really pushed myself to make it a truly realistic blow job; to show off to my mistress just how obedient I could be. Saliva soon coated the rubber prick, and my throat began to be invaded by the length as I worked my way further onto it. If the dildo could of, it certainly would have cum all over me by now.



My assault on the fake dick continued for some time, and I would switch my methods from deep throating to sensual suckling to keep things interesting. Occasionally, I would steal a glance over to Sage, but never did I notice her looking my. She seemed perfectly content watching the film rather than her naked and cuffed submissive felating a large dildo on the stairs of a public movie theatre. While I felt a ping of disappointment that she was not watching me, I knew better than to let it deter me from performing at anything else but my best.
Eventually, once the movie was about half over, I heard Sage call over to me, instructing me to return to her with the dildo in my mouth. I quickly grabbed the dildo up with my teeth, stood, and eagerly sauntered over to my mistress. She removed the rubber phallus from my mouth, and set it into my chair's cup holder. The thick rubber piece protruded out towards me almost in a taunting manner, but my attention went back to Sage as she reached for her bag once again. This time she did not pull out anything, but rather was opening it to put stuff away. I watched as she folded up my coat and stuffed it inside before reaching over for the dildo and placing it atop my tucked away garment. She zipped up the bag and then spoke.
"Well I'm bored with this movie, not quite what I thought it was going to be. Let's get out of here so I can get home and do some homework, and you can get yourself some well needed sleep I'm sure. We can go out the back way considering how you are dressed, unless you would prefer to go out the front."
I shook my head no, though the idea did make my nether regions tingle.
"I figured as much. I'll lead the way, but don't you dare fall too far behind. Let's get going slut."
Sage began to walk down the stairs to the theatre's back exit, and I obediently followed behind her. Within seconds we reached the exit door which opened out into the back alleyway behind the Cineplex. It wasn't too late at night, but still there was no one around and everything was silent. We stepped out into the alley, and the door shut behind me marking no way back in, we could only move forward now. My car and I assumed Sage's too, were parked around the front of the theater which meant I would have to take the risk of being seen openly in front of the building. A shiver ran through my body at the thought, but Sage seemed to have no drawbacks about it at all.
She continued to walk through the alley towards the front of the building as if I wasn't following behind her naked. Not wanting to disappoint my mistress I nervously followed close behind. As we reached the corner of the building, Sage took a peek around and then a glance back at me before taking the deciding step out into the open. I took a steadying deep breath and followed. Fortunately, as I appeared from around the side of the building, I did not see any sign of cars pulling in, or people walking about. This steadied my nerves some, and allowed me to continue on.
We approached our cars, Sage had parked beside me, and I glanced back at the main entrance of the theater as we did. That's when I noticed that there was a small group of five or six people waiting in line to purchase tickets to a show. All they would have to do would be to turn and look in my direction to notice I was walking through the lot completely naked and helpless. I pulled my stare away from the crowd, as I assured myself I was fine and no one would look.
A few more steps and we reached our cars. Sage went to her car first and ordered that I stay standing at the trunk to wait for her to give me my car keys. She opened her car door, and dropped her bag on the seat before opening it up and digging out my keys from the pocket of the coat. She also reached over to the cup holder and retrieved the keys to the cuffs I was still wearing before returning to me. Once she unlocked my wrists, she handed me my keys and gave me my final instructions for the night.
"You are to drive home as you are now. Once home, do whatever you need to get ready for bed. I want you well rested for tomorrow, for it will be a long one. Meet me at the school at 5 am dressed in the outfit I left for you on the bed. Is this clear slut?"
I nodded my head indicate my understanding of the instructions.
"Very good, I will see you tomorrow morning then. Drive safe slut, and get your rest you are going to need it."
With that she returned to her open car door and proceeded to enter it and pull away. I nonchalantly walked over to my car and did the same. The drive home was uneventful, considering I made it while nude, but it went quickly and I couldn't wait to get back home to fall asleep. It wasn't until I started driving that I realized how exhausted I was. A good night's sleep was certainly in order, and even the curiosity of what Sage had planned for tomorrow would keep me from achieving it.
Once home, I quickly enter my house and made my way to the bedroom. I wanted to take a nice relaxing bath, touch up my shaved regions, and then crash into bed. On my bed I saw the outfit lift out for me by Sage and a sly grin appeared on my face. It was just a white, baby doll style dress, and a pair of white leather heels. I could not even begin to imagine what she had in mind for me while wearing that outfit, and I chose not to ponder it either. Rather I wanted to take her advice and get my rest, but first a bath.
To be continued...
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After my relaxing bath the night before and a rather rejuvenating sleep, I awoke early in the morning ready to continue my submission to Sage. I cleaned myself up, making myself presentable for my mistress, and then dressed in the provided clothing option for the day. I looked ten years younger in the small baby doll dress, and my hair in pig tails for an extra punch. The hem of the dress fell to just above mid-thigh, and I wondered how Sage expected me to teach in such a short garment. The shoulder straps were a basic tank style with a deep scoop in the back. I also noticed that the material of the dress was rather thin, and that the color of my nipples was visible through the dress.
Sliding into the heels only accentuated the shortness of the skirt as I stood atop four and a half inch tall shoes. They too, would make it difficult to teach in, but I had to reassure myself to trust in Sage's choices, as she has not yet steered me wrong. She has steered me dangerously close and thrilling on the edge, but never to the point of negative ramifications. Looking over myself in the mirror I could begin to feel my pussy moisten the possibilities to come, and my body quivered with the thought.
Ready to go, and satisfied with my appearance, I grabbed my keys and phone to head out to meet Sage. I arrived three minutes to five, and waited for my mistress's arrival. She pulled into the lot just at five and parked next to my car before signaling me over to her. I quickly exited my car, and headed over to her passenger side door, and as I reached it she unlocked the door to allow me access. Once inside my mistress's car and seated, she spoke.
"I love the addition of the pigtails to your overall look slut; very teeny bopper. Well as for today, we are going on a little field trip to do some shopping, and don't worry yourself, I already set up for a substitute for your classes. Shall we slut?"
Sage started the car and pulled away from the parking lot. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt with a pair of tennis shoes. Of course she still looked absolutely stunning. I sat in silence as I wondered where we were headed to. Soon my wonder was answered as Sage made her way on to the highway heading south, where she indicated that we going to the next town over to shop the outlet mall that was there. The next town over was about an hour drive, and because it was still early traffic was light.
We made excellent time, but the whole trip I kept expecting Sage to order me to do something; take off my dress, play with myself, or play with her, but nothing ever came. This frightened me some, because I knew that it probably meant she had bigger plans for me which of course also excited me to not know for sure what to expect. Pulling into the town, that early Sage decided it might be best if we had breakfast considering the shops would not open for another hour.
She pulled up to a local diner that served food 24 hours a day, and parked. Before getting out she looked over to me, and smiled a devilish smile that I knew meant she would soon be putting into motion part of her plan. We exited her car and made our way through the relatively empty lot to the entrance of the eatery. I only saw a few cars parked in front of the place, and figured that they didn't much traffic at this hour.
As we walked up to the entrance, Sage informed me that I was to sit with my knees apart, and that I was to allow her to order for me. Upon entering the diner, we were greeted by a middle aged waitress from behind the counter telling us to pick a seat and that she would be right over to get our drink order. I followed sage as she walk into the dining area and chose a booth next to the glass windows overlooking the parking lot. She sat on one side, with her back to the entrance, and I slid in across from her while remembering to keep my knees apart.
With the table top in the way, no one would have an easy time seeing up my dress, but it certainly would be noticeable that I was wearing a short dress and had my knees apart. However, a quick look around the place, I knew there wasn't going to be too many people trying to look. The only other patrons were all well older, and stationed at the counter on the stools with their backs to our booth.
Sage looked over the menu stashed at the end on the booth, and I did the same to make it look as though I was actually having an ordinary breakfast. In fact to anyone else I sure it was going to look like that, but I knew that this breakfast was going to be anything other than ordinary.
Eventually, the waitress that greeted us came over and took our drink order. Sage ordered herself a cup of coffee, while for me she ordered just a glass of ice water. The server jotted it down and left us to ponder or meal options. Once she left us alone, Sage looked up at me from the menu and spoke.
"I think I'll have the Denver omelet, and you will just have the cut fruit plate.'
I just nodded my understanding and put my menu down. We sat in silence as we waited for the waitress to return with or drink, which soon she did. Once dropping off our two beverages she took our meal order and went off to check in on the guests at the counter. With her out of ear shot again, Sage spoke up while reaching into her purse.
"Spread open your legs some more, I want to take a picture of your snatch exposed while you sit in this booth."
Without even the slightest hesitation, I opened my legs further and watched as my mistress dropped her phone below the table and snapped a picture of my exposure. She brought the phone back up to look at the image, and another smile appeared on her face.
"Now, pull down your top so I can get one of your perky tits as well."
This time I did take a moment, but only to look around and check to see if the coast was clear. The waitress was nowhere in sight and the other patrons still had their backs to us, so I quickly yanked the top of my dress down to show off my breasts to Sage's phone. Seconds later, I heard the sound of the shutter, and I was able to readjust my dress to hide my chest again. Sage seemed satisfied with both pictures because she didn't ask me to do it again so she could retake them. In fact, she actually showed both of the images to me before setting her phone down on the table. Both pictures were highly erotic and had the same effect of causing my sex to moisten. I looked so natural sitting in the booth with my pussy and boobs out in the open; as if it was just another day in the diner for me.
A moment later the waitress returned with our food, asked if we needed anything else, and then turned back to focus on the counter when Sage said we were all set. We ate our food in relative silence; I could tell Sage was trying to build up my anticipation for tasks to come. Every once in a while she would smirk coyly at me before putting a forkful of omelet into her delicate mouth, and I would just quake with trembling nerves as I awaited the next daring task. I was somehow able to focus enough to finish my cut fruit, which seemed to make Sage happy as she gave me some praise for doing so.
Sage soon finished her food as well, and the waitress came back to clear the table and drop off our check. As soon as she turned to walk away, Sage slid the check over to me, indicating I was to pay. However, as I stood up to go over to the register to settle up, Sage stopped me to indicate just how I was to do it.
"You will pay using your credit card, so you will have to sign a slip. When the lady hands the pen over, you will fumble with it and let it fall to the ground. Then you will have to pick it up, but do so making sure your ass is facing the patrons seated at the counter and your knees are locked. Think you can manage that slut?"
I nodded indicating that I understood, knowing full well that it was my humiliation and embarrassment she was looking to achieve from this task. I also knew that it would only cause me to seek further such attention, and drive my passion to continue performing as Sage saw fit. As I walked away from our booth, I could feel the cool air of the diner engulf the wetness of my arousal. The image of my exposure popped into my head at that moment and I knew full well that the glisten of my slit would be noticeable to those you looked.
Reaching the counter I set the ticket on top of it, and waited for the waitress to come over and ring me up. It took her only a moment to refill a few of the other customers coffee mugs before she made her way over to me, and by that time I had my card ready to be swiped. As I stood there watching the women punch in my tab and ready my card to be run through the system, I could feel my arousal grow and could of sworn I felt it begin to coat my inner thighs. That meant it would only be more obvious how turned on I was when I bent over, but I was shaken from that thought when the waitress handed back my card and a pen to sign the freshly printed slip.
Considering I was a bit distracted, I actually did feel as though my fumbling with the pen and my card wasn't too obviously purposeful. It was almost unattended, the way I let the pen slip through my fingers as she handed it over to me, and then allowed my card to follow soon after as if I was trying to catch the falling pen with both hands. Mere seconds was all it took for both to lay rest on the diner floor, and no sooner had they fallen that I did as instructed by Sage and bend over at the waist, ass pointed towards the counter patrons, knees locked, and picked up the two items.
My exposure was brief, but noticeable by anyone caring to look. When I stood back up with the pen and ready to sign, I could see that the waitress looked, and did seemed all too pleased with seeing me wetness. She had a look of almost disgust on her face, as if I was just some tramp causing a ruckus in here diner. I simply ignored her look, signed the slip of paper, and said thank you to her before turning to rejoin Sage who was now standing by the door waiting for me. The grin on her face told me that I had pleased her, which made the incident worthwhile for me. I didn't look to see if any of the customers at the counter had caught a glance of my exposure because it didn't matter; just the idea that they may had was enough to excite me beyond belief.
We exited the diner and returned to Sage's car where before getting in Sage surprised me with another task. It was a quick one, but not any less nerve racking or daring. She ordered me to actually take off my dress and put it into the trunk of the car before being allowed inside. Though the parking lot was dead, and the only people around where the ones we left inside the diner, I was still uneasy about the idea of stripping nude in broad daylight. Sage popped the truck before entering into the driver's seat of the car, and I took a quick look around, a steadying breath, and then pulled the dress up and over my head. I tossed it into the empty trunk, closing the lid once I had, and scurried over to the passenger side of the car to get in. All in all, I was naked outside for no more than a few seconds, but the thrill I got from it was enough to get my juices flowing.
Sage pulled out of the lot once I was inside, and the feeling of driving around an unfamiliar town while completely naked was certainly a new experience. It was a small town, and still early, but there still was a number of cars on the road that we either passed or were passed by. All of which could've easily looked over to see me sitting at least what would look to be topless to their perspective. However, most seemed too focused on the road ahead to look over; they were in the morning commute fog people get into on their way to work. I on the other hand was doing my best to keep from dripping onto my mistress' seat. The flood of arousal I was experiencing was at all new levels for me; or at least it seemed like that.
We drove on to the parking lot of the outside shopping mall that Sage had informed me earlier that we were going to. As we arrived at our destination, I took a look at the clock and saw that school would just be starting for everyone, but for us the shops would now be open. Considering the early hour, and that it was a weekday, the parking lot for the outlet mall was rather empty of cars. Sage though paid no mind and pulled in between two cars near the front of the lot before looking over to me with the just the slightest hint of a grin on her face.
"Well slut, let's do a bit of shopping, but you of course will have to put your dress back on. A naughty slut like yourself can't go shopping naked, so hurry up and get dressed."
I heard the trunk pop open, and knew Sage expected me to exit the vehicle myself to put my dress on outside of it. Taking a quick glance around, and making sure the two cars beside us were empty, I hopped out of the car and retrieved my dress from the trunk. Slipping it over my head, I smoothed it down into place before closing the lid. When I did, I heard Sage's door open and watched as she slid out of the car to join me. Though she didn't actually come over to me, but rather waved me over to her so we could walk towards the mall together.
As we walked, I could feel the crisp morning air breeze under my dress and touch the dampness between my thighs. The feeling sent signals of naughtiness to my brain, and only further added to my state of arousal. I also, wonder what twisted plans Sage had in store for me, but knew it better not to ponder on such thoughts for long as I was never able to predict my mistress' intentions. The only thing I knew for sure was that we were doing some shopping, or at least that is what Sage had said we were doing.
Closing in on the outdoor outlet mall, I could tell that it wasn't busy, with only a few shoppers strolling around looking for bargains. To say I felt a bit out of place thanks to my daringly short dress and high heels would have been an understatement. The other shoppers were all older women or men, retirement age, and dressed as such. Plus, Sage just looked like a normal teenager in her shirt and jean combo, making my look stand out even further. That fact however, had to also be put out of my head considering I would certainly need all of my will power to complete whatever tasks Sage had in store for me.
Sage lead the way to a trendy teen store, and once inside she immediately began going through the racks of clothes looking for items. I didn't dare drift off in case she wanted me for some reason, and also I was intrigued to see what she was pulling of the racks and holding onto. We were the only two customers in the store, and eventually the shop girl came over to greet us. Again Sage took care of the talking, and indicated that we would like a fitting room set up to try on the number of garments she was already able to collect. The shop girl happily agreed taking the clothes from Sage had leading the way back to the dressing rooms.
There were three tucked in the back of the store, and she hung the clothes from the back of the door for the largest of the three. She told us that if there was anything else we needed to call her over, and that she would be happy to help. We were then left alone to enter into the dressing room, and I began to envision what Sage was planning. The clothes Sage had picked out were all dresses and skirts, with a single pair of leggings thrown in as the only pant.
I at least thought I knew what Sage was planning, but I soon found out that I was still in the dark. She did have me remove my dress, but not so I could try on any of the outfits, just for the simple fact that I would be nude. It was her who began to try on the clothes while I stood and watched. Unfortunately, I didn't get treated to the viewing I would've hoped for, as she continued you wear her bra and boy short panties as she tried them on; I still felt lucky to see that much though.
Occasionally, she would ask me what I thought of a certain garment on her while she looked herself over in the mirror. I would give over my reply, to a nod of her head before she would take off the piece of clothing to try the next. She looked good in everything she tried on, but it seemed none of the pieces were to her liking as she redressed in her original clothes before speaking again to me.
"I think I need to look around a bit more. You stay here slut while I take these back and find some more to try on. Remain as you are the entire time, and don't move unless I say so. Think you can manage that my little teacher slut?"
I nodded my head yes, before she gathered up the clothes and exited the dressing room. She left the door to the dressing room open which would allow anyone that may come back there an unimpeded view of my naked body. Also, I noticed that my dress was no longer in the room with me, and realized that Sage must have "mistakenly" taken it with her. As I stood there waiting for my mistress to return, I could hear her talking with the sales girl.
"Not to your liking I see. Here I'll take those from you, so you can better browse." The sales girl spoke so cheerily and genuine.
"Thank you very much. I'm sure I find something in here that I can't live without."
"Is your friend still trying on a few items?"
"Yeah, but I think she is more just staring at herself in the mirror. She can be pretty vain."
The sales girl chuckled at Sage's remark, and my cheeks flush with embarrassment at how she made me sound so shallow. However, it also had the effect of causing my sex to heat up, and become damp. Unconsciously, my hand went to it and I could feel the warmth radiating off of it and my wetness coat my fingertips. Realizing my hand had drifted off, I pulled it back away and continued to stand still and wait while I listened for more from Sage and the shop girl. It was quiet for a while, until more of Sage's plan unfolded.
The shop girl called over to Sage, "I'm sorry, but I think this is your friends dress. We don't carry this brand in our store."
Sage must have given over my dress too when she handed her the pile of discarded clothes. It was then that I knew I wasn't a mistake that Sage took my dress with, and neither was handing it over to the shop girl.
Sage calmly replied, "Oh your right, I must have mistakenly grabbed it with the others as I was leaving the dressing room. She is probably wondering where it is. Would you be a doll and go give it back to her?"
"No problem," the shop girl replied.
My heart sank, as I heard the soft footsteps of the sales girl approaching knowing for well that she was going to see me standing completely naked in a matter of seconds. I knew that this was why Sage had left me to stand naked in the dressing room, and why she had taken my dress away. She had planned for me to be shown off naked to this girl in just this manner. As the footsteps neared, I could actually feel my cheeks redden, and my pussy flood further with excitement.
The shop girl eventually made her way to the dressing room I was standing inside of, and when she did I could tell she was not expecting to see me standing before her naked in the nude. She almost turned away to leave in embarrassment, but remember she held my dress in her hand. Shyly, she reached out and handed it to me, trying not to look at me. She told me that my friend had accidentally taken it with her. I reached out and took my dress from her, thanking her in the process, and apologizing for having been in the state I was. She nervously waved away the apology, indicating there was no need before finally turning to head back towards the store.
I was left standing there in my half embarrassed, half aroused state to ponder what must be going through the shop girl's mind at that moment. I'm sure it isn't a common occurrence for her to see a completely naked woman inside her store, and she seemed more than frazzled as she walked away. From what I heard when the shop girl returned to the sales floor, it sounded as though Sage had too noticed the girl's frazzled state.



"Everything go okay back there? You seem to be a bit out of sorts."
Somewhat mixed up, the sales girl responded, "Wha, ah yeah. I just, I ah... yeah everything is fine. Are you finding everything okay?"
"I'm fine. Are you sure you are okay though?" Sage replied.
"Yes, yes, I'm okay. I was just a bit caught off guard is all. Your friend was naked when I went back to give her the dress."
"Oh, I'm sorry about that. Well at least she looks good naked." Sage said this in a joking tone before continuing on, "If I would have known that was going to happen, I would have walked the dress back to her myself."
Regaining her composure, the shop girl spoke back,
"No really, it wasn't a big deal; just a bit unexpected. Plus, you are right, she did look pretty sexy."
That made me blush to hear a stranger, who had just seen me naked, confirm that I look sexy.
Sage spoke again, "Well, I'll be sure to let her know you think so; I'm going to go and try these on."
The shop girl signaled her approval with a nervous okay, and I waited, still naked, for Sage's return. When she did, she had another batch of clothes with her, this time only dresses. She also, began to quietly speak to me once the door to our dressing room closed.
"It seems you made a memory for our friend out there. I'm sure she will remember your naked body for a long time to come."
Sage then began to once again take off her clothes, but this time she took off all of them to join me in my nakedness.
"I don't need to try on anything else; I already know what you are buying for me as well as for yourself. Right now I want you to get me off with your pretty little slut mouth."
With that, she pushed on my shoulders to guide me into a kneeling position and proceeded to press her hairless slit into my now open mouth. Instantly, my tongue came slapping out and attacked her juicy box. There was nothing gentle about what we were doing. Sage was grinding her sex into my attacking mouth while holding onto my pigtails for leverage. Her slick intimate lips, glided across my tongue and face as I obediently did my best to focus on bringing her to climax. Sage's wetness began to run down my chin and neck, and I knew she was nearing the finish. Her grinding increased, and I focused primarily on flicking my tongue across her clit.
Almost surprisingly, Sage came in a in a gushing wave of pleasure, and spasmed uncontrollably on my face. I was coated with a thin sheen of her climax on my face and neck, and the tiny room smelled of the musty scent of sex and pleasure. She eventually regained her composure enough to release the grip on my pigtails, and pull her pulsing pussy away from my drenched face.
She leaned back against the cubicle wall as she continued to regain her composure. I remained in my kneeling position, face covered with my mistress' nectar, watching her and waiting for her next command. Eventually she was able to come back down to Earth and speak while handing me one of the garments she had brought in.
"Here, wipe yourself off with this; don't worry you are going to purchase it. Also, you are going to purchase this dress for me, and this one for yourself."
She held up two dresses; the one for her navy blue maxi dress with a halter top, and the one she chose for me was a white tank dress, with a lace applique, and a skirt length that fell to about mid-thigh. She handed me the two dresses once I had wiped myself off with the first garment, which was a simple pleated skirt.
"Go ahead and get dressed and then go pay for the clothes. I will be out to meet you shortly."
I did just as she commanded, standing up and pull my original dress on over my head after wiping off my face the best I could with the skirt. Adjusting my dress in the mirror, I exited the room with the three new clothes in hand, and leaving Sage inside still naked and coming down off her high. She didn't seem to care if the door was shut or not, so I left it slightly ajar as I made my way to the register to pay for the clothes. Upon seeing me, the shop girl shyly blushed at me before asking if everything was going good. I return the blushing smile, telling her that it was and that I was going to buy the garments in my hand. She happily guided me over to the checkout stand, and proceeded to ring up the items.
Just as she finished ringing the last item, the pleated skirt I used to wipe down my face with, Sage appeared beside me. She did not say anything, but just watched as the shop girl read off the total, and began bagging the purchases. When the girl had to turn to find a size appropriate bag, I felt Sage's hand reach under my dress and slide over my naked butt. Finding the right bag, the shop girl turned back around to us, but Sage's hand did not move. Instead it crept towards the crevice between my cheeks, and as I slid my card through the reader, she slid her fingers in between my buttocks. As we stood and waited for the payment to be approved and the receipt to print out, Sage began to poke at my rear hole with one of her fingertips causing me to gasp briefly.
The shop girl took notice of the gasp and raised her eyebrow to give me a curious look, but before she could investigate the cause any further, the receipt printed out and Sage's hand vacated my rump. The girl handed me the bag after putting the receipt inside, wished us a good day, and told us to come back soon. Sage smiled and nodded at her before turning to leave, at which point I did the same and followed her lead.
Sage led the way back to her car, as it seemed our shopping adventure was over. That was fine by me, as the mall had started to fill up with a few more stay at home moms and other similar shoppers. At the car, Sage opened the trunk and ordered me to put not only the bag of new purchased clothes inside, but to also remove my dress once again and stash it inside the boot. Knowing that she would not approve of hesitation, I took my precautionary glance around the lot, which had filled up some since we left, and quickly did as I was told. Now naked, I shut the lid of the trunk and scurried over to the passenger side of the car to be allowed in.
Thankfully, Sage didn't seem to want to draw out my exposure as she allowed me entrance into the car upon my arrival at the door. Just as soon as we were both sitting inside, Sage was pulling out of the lot, heading back towards our town. She said nothing as we drove, and I sat nervously watching the unknowingly oblivious passersby miss my nakedness. The silence continued as we pulled out onto the highway, and I began to wonder if I had did something wrong or had angered Sage in anyway. I sat concerned and curious as the landscape opened up to a lone highway through countryside. We continued our journey back towards town in silence until we reached the city's limits, in which Sage finally broke the silence.
"You have been a good slut today, but there is still time to play. I know this must excite you to hear my praise of your obedience and the possibilities of more submission to me, and rightly you should be excited. I am your mistress, and any time spent with me or performing for me should be held in high regard. It is my belief that you know this to be true, as is evident with you complete compliance to this point. I just wanted to let you know this now before we continue on. You have just a few more days to prove your loyalty and earn your trip away with me, and as you may have figured the tasks will continue to become more and more challenging. So this is your final chance to exit this arrangement of a relationship. If you want to end this, now is the time."
I sat silent for a moment, as I processed what I was just told. I didn't want to just blurt out an answer; I wanted to give it thought just as Sage had done with her statement. The logical side of my brain, the side that had been pushed aside for some time now was chiming in. It reasoned that this relationship had gone on long enough, and that I was lucky to not have been caught yet. My logical brain's argument was a sound one, and one I truly considered. However, the adventurous side of my brain argued to continue on and see where the journey would take me. For it reasoned that no one getting hurt from this relationship and that I was now enjoying life more than ever before. So as those sides of my brain battled it out, it was my heart that spoke and broke my silence.
"I want this mistress. I want to play this out, to see what outcome may lie ahead. I am yours to order, to control, and to dominate. Do as you please mistress."
For her part, Sage seemed touched and surprised by my response, but did not let either emotion come through as she replied.
"Very well slut, I accept your decision and will continue to control you how I see fit."
Again there was silence as we continue our drive into town. I was bubbling with emotions over what I had submitted to, and could already feel my arousal build in the thought of things to come. Those thoughts of what may be ahead distracted me enough not to notice that we had stopped moving. It was the sound of Sage's voice that brought me back to reality.
"Okay my little sub-slut, your next task will begin now. You are to exit the car and get dressed in the new dress you purchased today. Then you will proceed to the front of this building where you will find a hair salon. I have made an appointment for you to get a cut; that appointment is in ten minutes. Once you are dressed and on your way to the salon, I will text you a picture of the hair style you are to get yours done like. You are not to look at the picture ahead of time, but wait until you are in the chair and the lady asks you what you are looking to do. When finished, you are to pay for the service and then walk up the street to the coffee shop on the corner. There you will order a small coffee, and take a seat as you await further instructions. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes mistress."
"On your way then slut, don't want to miss your appointment."
I obediently exited the car in to the empty back lot of the strip mall, and hurried to the trunk to get dressed. Thankfully no one was around to see me as I made the quick trip naked, hurriedly slip into the new dress. I had to tear the tags off first, stretching my exposure just that much longer. Once I had the dress on, my purse in hand, and closed the trunk, Sage pulled away and left me to continue on my own.
As I made my way around towards the front of the building, just as Sage said, I heard the chirp of my phone notifying me of a new message. I resisted the urge to look at the picture right away, though I was thoroughly curious as to what it would be. The desire to abide by my mistress' command was the stronger urge, and obviously won out. I still was nervous about this task through, as I was rather fond of my hair, and enjoyed the way it looked and the way it presented me to others. It was flirty and fun, and not too long or too short in my opinion.
Walking into the salon, I checked in with the receptionist who welcomed me and took me right over to the women who was to cut my hair. She greeted me as I took my seat in the chair, and as she got me and herself situated she asked what I was looking to get done. At that moment, I retrieved my phone from my purse and opened the message. I got a quick look at it before showing it to the stylist, and to say I was awestruck would be an understatement. The picture was one of Natalie Portman from the film V for Vendetta; in which she had her hair buzzed almost completely off. The hairdresser too seemed shocked by the photo, as she asked me if I was sure about this. I had to work to keep my composure and my jaw from hanging open, before I replied back that I was sure that I wanted my hair cut like that.
The woman simply accepted my confirmation, and proceeded to get the clippers ready. Set up, and ready to go, the woman stated that it was certainly a change for me, and a daring one at that. I nodded in agreement, not trusting mouth to produce appropriate response. She clicked on the clippers, which sounded out an electric buzz, and as she brought them to head she gave me one last look as if asking if I was sure. When I made no indication that I wanted to back out, she proceed with the initial pass of the clippers over the top of my head. The first pass immediately registered with me just how drastic of a change this was going to be. It isn't a common occurrence to see a woman sporting a haircut like the one I was receiving, so I would certainly stand out. For whatever reason that thought didn't scare me, but rather aroused me and made me think more about my submission to Sage.
As I watched in the mirror, my locks being peeled away by the clippers, I began to get a sense of pride that I was taking such a step to physically so my submission to my mistress. To drastically change my appearance to please my mistress was a badge of honor in my head. Of course I knew that it draw look and stares; also a large amounts of questions as to why from those who knew, and I relished the opportunity to receive those looks and questions. Even though I wouldn't come out a say I cut my hair because my mistress wanted it that way, the fact that I would have to think about my haircut would be that constant reminder of just how much power I have provided to Sage over myself. It would be me secret out on display for everyone to see, but not know the true meaning of. It was leap into my life as a submissive, and I had no desire to look back; it is the lifestyle I was meant to have.
Halfway through the cut, I got my chance to answer the question of why from the hair dresser and it was my first chance to try and come up with a reason other than the actual one. I quickly was hit with the idea that I was doing it to be in solidarity with a relative who was battling cancer and going through chemo treatments. So that is what I responded back with, and it seemed not only to work, but also seemed to make her see me as a better person because of it and not just some loon getting a buzz cut.
Sooner than I expected to be, I was done; the clippers had made quick work of my locks and I was left with only the tiny remaining stubble. I paid for the cut, and tipped the stylist before exiting the building to make my way to the coffee shop. As I walked, the sensation of the cool air on my now bare head was quite stimulating, and quite the reminder of the drastic change in my appearance. However, I continued to think of it as a badge of my devotion and secret submission to Sage. I walked proudly and confidently down the path with a beaming smile on my face.
Because of the close proximity of the coffee shop to the salon, I arrived within moments and soon found myself order the predetermined small coffee. Getting my coffee, and then doctoring it up, I found a seat away from the few others that were inside and waited for my mistress to provide me with further instructions. Of course, as I sat there waiting, and even when I walked in I noticed the looks of curiosity I was getting. I was very evident that everyone that saw me was struck by my minimal hair style, but not in a bad way, just more in a curious wondering way. Within seconds of sitting down, and before I had a chance to take a sip of my hot coffee, my phone chirped to life with a new message from Sage.
"I liked the new look slut; you look good with an edgy buzz cut. I'm sure you will grow to like it as well if you haven't already. Now for your next task, you are to go to the restroom where you will hopefully find the naughty item I left behind for. I say hopefully because, it is a public restroom and someone may have used it between the time I left and you get there. However, I am pretty confident I hid the item well enough that it could only be found if someone was searching for it. Once you have the item, or give up trying to find it, text me. Be aware though that not finding it will result in a punishment."
I enjoyed ready the message, especially the part where Sage had expressed her approval of my new do, and also the idea of a hidden item for me to search for. Before getting up, I took a sip of my coffee, set it down on the table, and then proceeded to the unisex public restroom that was took away near the rear of the shop. Once inside I locked the door and began my search for the mysterious hidden item. I felt as though I was on a treasure hunt and was desperately seeking for the loot.
The restroom was small with just a toilet, a sink, and a trash bin; there didn't seem to be too many places to hide an object with it being noticeable. I first checked the trash bin thinking it was the most obvious hiding place, but I turned up nothing as it only contained a few used paper towels. Next, I searched in and around both the toilet and sink, but still found nothing and was beginning to worry that maybe someone had found the item. That would mean I would have to concede and text Sage that I could not find it and face a punishment.
It was at that moment of worry that I glanced something out of the corner of my eye. On the back of the door, hanging from a hook, was a plastic protective sheet which contained the usual signature log employees as they cleaned the restroom. What I noticed however was that there seemed to be something else stuffed into the sleeve just behind the signature log paper, and it looked to be an envelope of some sort. I went over to investigate further, and was pleased to see that it was in fact an envelope which had my name written on the front of it at which point I excitedly texted Sage to confirm my success once I had the envelope securely in my hands. Her reply returned quickly, and was short.
"Open the envelope, and dump its contents out onto the floor to find further instructions."
I did just as stated and quickly peeled open the envelope to empty it out. Falling to the floor was a folded sheet of paper, some pictures of me in various naughty situations, and a simple leather collar. Gathering the items together in front of me, I picked up the sheet up paper to read the further instructions that Sage had indicated would be there.
"For your next task slut, you will use the items from envelope to further you commitment to me. Choose one of the three pictures of you to leave behind in the restroom. You will leave it where you found the envelope as a prize for which ever lucky employee happens to find it. Take the other two photos with you in your purse, and put on the collar. With the collar on, you will exit the restroom and then leave the coffee shop to get lunch at the restaurant across the street. However, before you leave, you are to re-fold these instructions and place them, along with the envelope, on the edge of the sink. Order whatever you want for lunch, but have your phone handy for more instructions."
The instructions were clear and concise, so there nothing more for me to do than to just complete my new task. I looked over the three pictures Sage had put in the envelope; each presenting me nude and performing in a sexual manner. None of the three made my identity apparent, so leaving one behind wasn't too crazy, but the idea of a stranger finding a picture that contained my naked was a bit unsettling; whether I could be recognized or not. I did notice however, that as I looked at the pictures the common signs of my arousal were present, and my wetness began to seep out to my thighs.
I decide to choose the picture that showed me on all fours from behind, naked, and with a butt plug inserted into my rear. The reason for this choice was because it had no view of my face, just the back of my head, and it was taken at my home in the hall which looked to be like any hall in any home. Satisfied with my choice, I stood and calmly slipped the photo into the plastic sleeve on the door behind the signature sheet before returning to my purse and tucking the other two photos into my purse. I picked up the collar from the floor and fastened it around my neck. It was a thin black leather collar that didn't look overly sexual, but did add to my look of my buzzed head and contrasted with the white dress. Before exiting, I gave myself a look over in the mirror, and left the instructions and envelope just as Sage had told me to.



I strolled out of the restroom, past my table and still full coffee, and out of the door to the street. Waiting at the corner for the signal to change so I could cross over towards the neighborhood restaurant, I thought about how devilishly naughty I was being. I should've been teaching at that very moment, but instead have already been naked in my town and the next one over. I have gotten an extreme new haircut, and then left an overtly sexual picture of myself in a public restroom; all of this occurring before lunch. Only Sage knew just how much more was planned for me today, and that fact only made me smile as the signal changed and I began to walk across the cross walk to my next destination.
To be continued...



        Lesson Plan

        Newly divorced teacher with a fire burning inside.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/lesson-plan-2

Title: Lesson Plan

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Newly divorced teacher with a fire burning inside.

Tags: outside, school, public, cum, humiliation, naked, black, humiliate, teacher, anal

Series: Lesson Plan


THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION.
ALL CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY ARE THE AGE OF18 YEARS.
I'm sitting at my desk desperately waiting for the final bell of the school I teach at to ring and end my work week. It is not because the week has been overly stressful or hard, but because there is a fire burning deep within my body looking to be fueled further. There is no hope to extinguish it, or burning out if gone unattended. It is a fire the builds hotter the more I try and ignore it, and only grows fiercer with each passing moment. Even my attempts to give in have only added more fuel to it; growing its lustful blaze further out of control.
It was never like this for me, and it was only until recently that I first felt the heat of the flames in my loins aching to grow hotter. Logically, I'm sure my recent divorce of a marriage that lasted the past five years is the root cause for this change; for it has been nearly six months since we went our separate ways; six months of loneliness and unresisting sexual urges. The sex during our marriage was enough to keep me satisfied, but it was all of the other life issues that led to the divorce. I have been with no one else during this time, and except for the past weeks have not even been with myself.
The fire came on gradually over the past few months as I began to return to form after being down for so long. I started to begin taking pride once again in my appearance, and making a conscious effort to look my best. This in turn began to make me feel more confident and sexy about myself; the spark for the fire. As I became more and more involved in looking my best, I began to add to the level of sexiness to my appearance. At first it was as simple as just wearing thong panties under my work clothes. Something I occasionally did in the past, but now when I did it was meticulously planned and meant to create a sexy vibe in my mind. This only allowed the fire to grow hotter.
Eventually, I began only wearing thongs or even tinier g-strings; the smaller the better in my mind, and even going as far as trashing all my other underwear that did not fit my new tiny requirements. I then began wearing only dresses and skirts with each passing day; the hemlines of which would shrink shorter until I was consistently wearing skirts and dresses just at or right above the allowed limit under the district's dress code. The inferno grew fiercer, even after I would pleasure myself to earth quaking orgasms at day's end. I was hooked on the feeling of wanting more, and wanted to see how far and how much I could push my own limits.
Two weeks ago I began foregoing underwear on certain days; simply knowing I was bare beneath my skirts and dresses was such a thrill. This new wardrobe choice not only stoked the flames further, but also led to me speeding into furthering my naughty behavior. Shaving my sex bare and eventually getting waxed was the obvious next step. The feeling of my smooth pubic mound might as well have been a full tank of gas thrown on my raging inferno. Also, as I had with my underwear, I began getting rid of any clothing I didn't feel was sexy. I was consciously making decisions that increased the level of naughtiness in my behavior and appearance even if I was the only one benefiting from it at the moment.
To keep in the best shape I could, I made sure to keep up a regular running routine of which I chose to only wear my shortest shorts of which were skin tight, with only sport bras on top. My perky b-cup sized breasts were just the right size to get away with the look without too much distraction for others. For a woman in her late thirties, I had a firm tight body most women would die for, with only my ass staying a little plumper. I loved that however, because of how it looked in my dresses and skirts.
Another choice to spice up my look was to get a short, sporty hair cut; a cute and flirty look that drew attention and compliments because of my natural red color. Not only did the new cut get some much desired attention, and made me feel even sexier, but it also made my runs better since I no longer had a ponytail to worry about.
So now back at my desk, sitting behind it watching my students work on a review packet, I wait desperately for the final minutes of the clock to click by. I'm wearing a tight, white, button up blouse with a light pink lace bra underneath. A hip hugging tight, black pencil skirt with a slit up the back with a hem resting at just about my mid thigh covers my lower half. My shoes are modest flats which are tapping impatiently on the floor beneath me. I'm anxious because tonight I have planned to go out to the bar scene and try my luck at finding a man for the night. Waiting at home for me is the dress I plan on wearing for this adventure. A white, mini tank dress, that is nearly see through and barely covers the entirety of my cheeks because of the short hemline.
I ordered it from an online store at the start of the week, and it arrived just yesterday evening. So immediately I knew I would be wearing it tonight, and to make even it more daring, I plan on wearing it without a stitch under it and with four inch, red heels. My pussy is getting so moist just thinking about all of the looks I will be receiving. I have to press my thighs together just to keep from slipping my hand between them.
Finally, after sitting in agony for so long, the bell finally rings and I dismiss my final class of the day. As they file out, I begin to gather my belongings in preparation for my exit as well. Soon I'm in the hallway making my way through the sea of students towards the teacher's lounge and out of its exit to the staff parking lot. I'm certain I must be the first teacher to the lot, for most stay around and finish up grading and checking their emails. Usually I would as well, but I'm too excited for the night to wait around any longer. Reaching my car, I toss my purse and school bag into the passenger seat before plopping down on the driver's seat and starting my car. The 10 minute drive home is a blur; my mind is focused on the endless possibilities of my night that is to come.
Once home, I quickly strip out of my simple but seductive school clothes; basically leaving them discarded in a pile at the door. The rest of the afternoon and early evening fly by, and before I realize it I am decked out in my new sexy dress and waiting eagerly for the cab to arrive that will be taking me out that night. I know I want to have a few drinks to better set myself in the most relaxed state, and feel it better to spring for a cab rather than worrying about my car. Within minutes the cab arrives and I strut out to meet it wearing my heels which are clicking across the cement, and my form fitting dress that is just daring to ride up and expose my uncovered, hairless sex. The cab driver gives me a questioning look, trying hard not to make it obvious that he is looking me up and down. I slide into the backseat and give him directions to the bar and no more is exchanged between us except for a few sneaking glances from the driver via the rear view mirror.
Reaching the bar, I pay the cabbie before turning and making my way into the bar. The bar is just your typical neighborhood watering hole, and that is just what I am looking for. Inside, I grab a seat at the bar and quickly signal to the bartender to order a cocktail; vodka cranberry along with a tequila shooter as I know I'll need the extra liquid courage to get what I want out the night. Walking in I know I got my fair share of glances from the other patrons, but so far no bites. It was still early, and as I drink my cocktail I gaze around to examine the potential of the men. Though I feel satisfied with what I see, and confident I will get what I want from someone here, I decide to take my time before making a move.
I quickly shoot back my shot, and finish up my first vodka cranberry. Sitting sideways on my bar stool to show off my smooth firm legs and advertise myself a bit, I order my second drink. As I am working my way through my second drink, a few guys come over to chat me up, but unfortunately none of them are piquing my interest enough to go through with my plan; they just don't seem to be giving me the right vibe that they could be up for what I have in mind. Just as I finish my second cocktail another man sits down behind me while letting the barkeep know that the next one is on him. I turn to have a look at and thank the confident man, and as I do I feel my head swirl a bit from the effects of the two drinks and tequila shot. However, once I lay eyes on him I instantly know he is to be the man I want to put my plan into motion with.
He introduces himself as Jerome and extends his hand out for a shake. I reciprocate the gesture, shaking his hand and introduce myself to him; all the while I allow my eyes to obviously take all of him in. Jerome is a younger, extremely handsome, black man; tall and fit, with a shaved bald head. My drink is placed in front of me, and I take a sip from it to steady myself before initiating my erotically devious plan. Just as he begins to speak again, I stop him and drop my bomb.
"Look, I know we just met, but I find you absolutely sexy and I am extremely horny. With that said, I am simply going finish my drink, and walk outside to the back alley of this bar where I will wait for someone to join me and take me in any way they see fit. I hope that you are that someone, because if you are I will do anything you want for the rest of the night and possibly into the morning; no questions asked and no hesitation."
I gulp down my drink, slip off the barstool, and begin walking out just as I said I would. Exiting the bar, I make a direct beeline to the back alley behind it. The bar is located at one end of the strip mall, with another row of shops behind it; the alley runs between the two sets of shops to allow for ease of garbage pickup. I walk into the dark and damp alley way, before stopping under a dim light near the dumpsters. I stand there and wait, which I mentally hope won't be long, for Jerome to appear. What man would pass up on such a perfect opportunity; a sexy woman offering herself sexually and in a completely submissive role. I knew that when he did show, I would present him with no limits and allow him to do with me whatever he wished.
After only a few short minutes my handsome black man appears from around the corner of the bar, and upon seeing me waiting as I said I would be a big, white, toothy smile forms across his face. As he approaches I reach down and pull the hem of my dress up and over my head before asking him what I shall do for him. The site of my naked form standing in front of him enlarges his smile, and my question is responded back with a simple gesture; he holds out his open right hand signaling to provide him with my now discarded dress. I do as he wishes, and he then speaks, asking for my handbag as well. Again, I provide it to him without hesitation and then quietly wait for his next order as I stand vulnerably nude watching him.
He drapes my brand new dress over the edge of the grimy, sticky edge of the recently emptied dumpster before opening up my handbag and fishing out my smartphone. Apparently finding what all he wanted he drops my bag on the damp asphalt before instructing me to drop to my knees. With his words and his actions, I know I made the correct decision in picking Jerome for my plan. This could not be playing out any better, and I couldn't be more turned on. I knew coming into tonight that I wanted to give myself over to a stranger without having a say, I just wasn't sure exactly if it would live up to my fantasies, or if I could go through with it; but within minutes it seemed it was going to turn out better than expected. I immediately drop to my knees, feeling the damp, rough texture of the alley crunch into my naked flesh. Looking up to him, I see he is fiddling with my phone for a moment before taking a step closer and instructing me to pull him out. Instinctively, I reach out and grasp his belt, unbuckling him and following that up by unfastening his jeans and pulling them down his legs. With his denim pants at mid thigh, I reach up and begin doing the same with his boxers; slowly exposing his large, black member which is only half erect.
With his boxers slid down, and his impressive tool completely exposed, I look back up to meet his gaze. As I do, I notice he has my smartphone pointed back at me and a flash of light emits from it. He has taken a picture of me in my very submissive state and all he says is, "Get to it, that black dick ain't gonna suck itself." Loving his dominant attitude, I take no more time and quickly grab a hold of the ebony snake dangling in front of me, slipping it into my waiting mouth. Soon I can feel it begin to flex and grow in my mouth as I continue to bob up and down on it. I am not trying to be sensual with it; I am simply doing my best to make it the dirtiest, sluttiest blow job Jerome has ever had. From the sound of the moans coming from him I am confident I am doing a damn good job at achieving this goal. Every so often I notice another flash from my phone as he continues to take pictures of my depravity. As I continue to work his firm, hot cock with my mouth, sticky saliva is coating his shaft and my face. The slippery coating of my spit, not only makes the blow job extra dirty, but it also allows for his long piece to slip further into my throat with ease. Eventually, I can feel my chin bump his bouncing sack, and my nose brush against his pubic patch.
My throat is bulging with the invasion of his meat stick, and my eyes begin to water. I begin a rhythm of taking him all the way into my throat and then pulling all the way back until only the purple head of his member is touching my lips. The noises coming from me are guttural, and distinctly whorish. After a few moments of my ferocious oral assault, Jerome surprises me by pushing my head off of his dick, causing a string of saliva to pull away from his head to my lips before breaking and falling to my heaving chest. He orders me to crawl over to my discarded handbag and bring him back my lipstick. I quickly do as I am told, crawling over on all fours across the rough asphalt and returning to my master for the night with my red lipstick in hand. He takes it from me, and asks for my name as he uncaps the tube and twirls out the red stick. I respond honestly, and even a bit naughtily.
"My name is Addison, but my students call me Miss Bell."
With a smirk, he presses the red wax stick to my forehead, and begins to write out something. He is soon satisfied with his work, and discards the writing instrument before snapping another picture on my phone. This time he doesn't keep the picture to himself, and seems eager to show me. I look at the screen of my phone to see what he captured and am a bit shocked, but more so aroused at what I see. It is a picture of me, naked and kneeling in front of his dark, protruding member, and in red capital letters on my forehead is written Miss Bell. I can only revel in the pictures lewdness and honesty for a brief moment before he speaks once again with further orders.
"Keep sucking slut or this picture gets sent to all the contacts on your phone."
My eyes widen, and my pussy floods with the idea, but I eagerly resume my assault on his thick, veiny unit. He chuckles as I pick up from where I left off, and he continues to take more shots with my phone as I do. I am relentless with my actions, and soon am rewarded by the swelling of his girthy cock signaling that he is ready to explode. A simple grunt and quick push of my face dislodges me once again. Though I am a bit disappointed with not being able to take his load in my mouth, I say nothing as I know I am his to use as he wishes. He grips his slick shaft and pumps it as he ejects volley after volley of sticky, warm cum all over my face. It covers me completely, dripping down to my chest and resting heavily in my short red hair. One of my eyes is sealed shut, and I keep the other closed out of reaction. I can hear him breathing deep, and then the sound of his pants being pulled back into place and refastened.
Remaining still, I wait for his next move; his next instructions. I hear his footsteps move towards the dumpster and my discarded belongings. He is away for a moment, before I hear his steps again returning. I feel the touch of fabric on my face; he is wiping his gunk off of me in a smooth, but forceful manner. In my dirty mind I hope that he captured my covered state with my phone prior to wiping it away. Soon, he is satisfied enough and orders me to open my eyes. I can still feel sticky remnants caking on my skin, but as I open my eyes all my thoughts are on him and what he is to have me do next. In his hand, I notice that the fabric I felt wiping off my face, was in fact my dress. His other hand holds my phone, along with what looks to be my I.D., credit cards, keys, and fold of cash. This arouses my curiosity, as well as my desire, as I kneel in front of him and ponder the endless possibilities. "Here take your dress, and crawl back over to your bag by the dumpster."
He hands me over my defiled garment, and I quickly crawl towards my other belongings on my hands and knees. In doing so, I only further add to the mess that is now my dress, and know for certain that it is ruined. I reach the spot of my bag, which I can see he has indeed rifled through, and turn back to face him.
"Throw both your dress and your bag into the dumpster."
The order is a little hard to handle as the dress is brand new and my bag is rather expensive, but my fire is all that is guiding me know; I know I will do as he wishes. Quickly, I swing both items up and over the ledge of the container and hear the loud thud of them hitting the metallic bottom. I see a smile form on his lips as he too is signaled by the thud. Remaining in that spot, not wanting to act without his guidance, I wait as he begins to play with my phone. Its minutes before he even glances back at me, let alone speaks, but finally he does and I listen intently.
"Wait here, I'm going to get my car so we can go for a little ride and continue our fun."
He then turns and walks back towards the front of the bar to the parking lot. I remain kneeling by the dingy trash receptacle, with a burning desire flaming inside to be stoked, as I watch him walk away. Thoughts of, will he return, when will he return, and how far am I going to go all pass through my head as I wait quietly, and overly aroused wait for him. I don't even think to touch myself as I wait, though I know if I did I would find immediate relief, rather I wait to grant him the opportunity to grant me release if he so pleases. The idea that he may not provide me with it, only fuels that fire, and deep down I think I may want that more. To see just how far I would go, how much I would do to please him and complete his every wish without even the hint of receiving my own climax is even more naughty and exciting. I can't ponder on that thought for long, as I soon here a car engine approaching and then entering the alley. It may not be him, but still I do not move, for I want to be obedient for him.
The glare of the headlights reaches me, lighting up my naked form as I kneel in the damp passage of the alley. With my figure fully engulfed in the flood of light, the car stops about five feet in front of me. Over the idling engine I hear his voice command me. He tells me to stand up, and walk over to the front of his car. I do as I am told and stand awaiting further instruction inches in front of his shiny, black Chrysler 300.
"Lean over and kiss my car. Show me that you respect me and my power."
It's an interesting request, but it does cause me to tremble some from the feeling of submission. Bending at the waist, I lean down and kiss the hood of the rumbling car; I can feel the vibrations and heat of the engine on my lips as I do. Standing back up, he commands me to enter the car on the passenger side. I seductively strut around the hood, and open the door to climb inside. The seat is covered in dark chocolate leather upholstery, and is cool against my naked flesh as I sit down. Once my door is closed, he begins to pull away, out of the alley and onto the street. He says nothing as we drive, and I sit quietly as well. Soon he pulls into a bank parking lot with an ATM where he stops and parks. He cuts the engine before turning to me to ask for my pin number. I look at him quizzically for a moment before he holds up my debit card, and tells me he wants to pull out some cash to pick up a few things. I am unsure about this, but dare not disobey and provide him with the secret code to access my account.



He exits the car and strolls up to the machine where he takes his time as if looking everything over. I sit and watch intently as he presses buttons on the screen and soon has cash spurt out of which he promptly pockets. From my viewpoint, I am unable to tell just how much he pulled out of my account, but frankly at the moment I could care less. As he returns to the car, there is the slightest grin on his face before he re-enters the driver seat. Not another word escapes his lips as he starts the car back up, and pulls back out onto the main street.
Still I sit obediently quiet in the front seat of his car, wondering and waiting for what is to come next. We drive only a few blocks further, before he pulls into a gas station and up to a pump. Again, he turns the car off before looking over to me to fill me in.
"I'm low on gas, and need some booze. Don't move I'll be right back."
I'm left again to wait silently alone as he enters the station for his purchases. What exactly is he up too? Does he have a plan, or is he simply just having fun driving around town with me naked in his car. I'm not worried about being seen, it's not too late, but still not many people are out. Also, the sense someone could see me in my current does add to the excitement some. I just am not sure where this whole adventure with my stranger is headed. Is it a direction I will like? Or, will it end with regret? As these thoughts and questions roll through my mind, he reemerges from the store with a bottle of wine in hand, and the same grin on his face from the ATM. He opens the door to set the wine down, and indicates that it is with my credit card that he purchased both the wine and the gas. As he goes to pump the gas I wonder why he used my credit card if he just pulled money out with my debit card. I'm puzzled, but also intrigued, which only builds my fire up and causes my arousal to seep out onto the leather of the seat.
It isn't long until my stranger has filled his tank and returns to his seat in the driver's side of the car. I watch as he retrieves my I.D. from his front pocket and proceeds to type the address from it onto the navigation screen. He is taking us back to my house, maybe I will get my climax after all, or maybe he just wants to fuck with me a little more. The route is soon laid out, and it indicates we should arrive at the destination in about 6 minutes. I see his grin once again, and know something is up.
"Get that slutty mouth of yours on my pole again."
I do as I'm told, and lean over in my seat to begin opening up his pants.
"Knees on the seat, ass up and pointed at the window."
Repositioning, I free his beautiful piece and have it quickly lodged in my mouth. As it begins to become rigid, I feel the cool outside air on my dripping sex; he has rolled down the tinted window. Now anyone who we may pass will have an excellent view of my exposure. This however, does not falter me one bit, if anything it spurs me to work harder and stokes those flames within. I am not able to take it all in as I had before, but I am making it just as sloppy. I can taste the saltiness of his precum mixed with my saliva, it too drives me to be sluttier. Reaching back with one of my hands, I pull open my ass cheek to really feel the wind engulf my hot box. It's a wonderfully erotic sensation to be so open, so exposed, but the feeling doesn't last long enough as we come to a stop and he pulls me up by my hair. Looking around I see that we are parked on the street in front of my house. He hasn't shut the car off, but he does speak to me.
"Get out and kiss the car again, thank it for transporting such a slut as yourself. Then crawl to your front door, and wait for me."
I say nothing, just simply exit the car and walk to its front. Leaning over as I had in the alley, I press my lips to the warm, vibrating hood again. He must realize that having me do this is so demeaning, but he also must know I love it. With my kiss complete, I drop to my hands and knees to begin the short crawl up my drive to my front door. I am completely aware of the fact of how exposed I am at this moment in time to my entire neighborhood, but I could care less; all I can hope is that more depravity is in my future.
I wait on my hands and knees at my door just as instructed. He doesn't shut his car off until I reach the door, and still waits longer to exit. Literally, I'm dripping on the mat as I eagerly wait. Finally, I hear his door open and then shut. I watch as he makes his way to me, to my home. My keys are in his left hand, the wine bottle in the other. He says nothing to me as he puts my key into the lock and opens my door. I remain still as he enters, waiting to hear further instructions. However, he remains silent as he enters my home; he leaves me to wait outside as he heads towards my kitchen to put the wine down. It after he has placed on the counter that he returns and speaks to me.
"Come on in slut, give me the tour."
I continue to crawl as I enter and begin to guide him around the house. I point out the different rooms, my bedroom, and then back to the kitchen. My house is a simple one story, with two bedrooms in which the spare bedroom I have turned into an office. The entire time, he just followed behind me, not saying a word. I could feel his eyes on my exposure though, peering down at my slickened slit. In the kitchen he orders me up to open the wine and pour us each a glass. Instantly, I do as instructed, and soon have the glasses poured. I hand him his, and then take a swig from mine. He also drinks from his glass before putting it down and asking me a question.
"You said you are a teacher, do you have a badge to prove it?"
I nod silently, indicating I do.
"Go get and show me. I want to see what school you teach at."
Setting my glass down on the counter, I head off to my bedroom to retrieve my school badge. It is a simple badge with my picture, my name, and my school's name on it. I wear it to work by clipping it to my top. It's where I left it, on my nightstand, so I quickly snatch it up and return to him. I extend it out to him to look over, and he takes it from my hand.
"Miss Bell of Arbor Heights High School, what a good professional picture of you. Too bad it doesn't capture this side of you; your slutty wanton side with a face covered in dried cum and smeared makeup. I like it though, and I think you should wear it."
He proceeds to reach out to my breast and clips it to my right nipple. The pinch of the clip biting into my skin sends pain signals to my brain, but I don't budge or make a sound to indicate it. He smiles at my stoic obedience before signaling to finish my wine. Grabbing my glass, I gulp it down as he watches. The tartness of the wine engulfs my mouth, and I can feel it warm me some as it travels down my throat. I set my now empty glass back down, and he grabs my hand once I do to pull me to him and spin me around. The feeling of his denim covered crotch invades the soft skin of my buttocks, and I feel his breath on my neck. He reaches past me to grab his glass, and proceeds to lift it to my lips. Tilting it upwards, the wine pours into my mouth and I do my best to swallow it down. Some of the tangy liquid escapes my lips, and drains down my chest. With the glass emptied he returns it to the counter before whispering into my ear.
"I hope you are ready for tonight. You said your mine for the entire night, no questions asked, and no hesitation. So far you have done just that, but I am going to push as far as I can to see if you hold to it. Any pleasure you receive will be by complete accident; I am going to use you for my pleasure, and will only be thinking about my pleasure. There will be no 'no' from you that will stop me. You are mine to use until I say so. Is all of this clear?"
I nod my head in understanding, but it's not what he is looking for.
"No, I need to hear you say it. Tell me you understand. Tell me to use you, to do with as I see fit. Tell me that is what you want. I want to hear it come from your mouth slut."
I take a moment to compose myself before speaking. I want to make sure that this is not only what I want, but that I tell exactly what he needs to hear to give it to me.
"I understand everything you just said. It is exactly what I hoped to get tonight, and much more. I want you to use my body, my mind, my soul. Use me until you're done with me, and then throw me away. I am just a dirty slut, begging you to gain pleasure from me. Whatever you desire, I will do. Make me realize just how much power you have; how much control you have over me. I am nothing but a receptacle for your pleasure. Break me down, and use me up."
He says nothing, but I can tell he approves of what I said. I feel his hand slide down to my hip, and then turn me back to face him. From his pocket he pulls out my phone to once again take my picture. I get the sense that it will be a common theme for the night; a way to push my boundaries. He makes sure to get a full body shot, with my name badge on my nipple in full display. His satisfaction with the picture shows through on his face before he grabs my wrist harshly and begins leading us out to the living room. He leaves me standing in the middle of the room next to my coffee table, while he goes over to pull the drapes and blinds open on the window that looks out onto the street.
"That way your neighbors can see just what kind of slut they live next to."
As he walks back towards me, he begins to undress. It is quick work to discard his clothes, and soon his mighty member stands out taunting me.
"Go bend over in front of the window with your ass facing out, while I take a deeper look around your place."
Without even a second of hesitation, I take my ordered place and watch as he leaves to search my house for god knows what. I am bent over at the waist, pussy exposed in front of a window looking out into the street, and waiting for the man that is probably going to use me for everything I'm worth to return. What I told him was true; I am nothing but a dirty slut. At this moment, my fire is burning so hot, it wouldn't have matter if anyone passed by my window and saw me; in fact it may have only aroused me further if someone did. I wait for awhile as he is off searching my house. Every so often I hear a drawer open, or a door shut, but I have no clue as to what he is looking for.
He finally returns, and I see in his hands that he is carrying my handycam camcorder, a silk scarf, and my larger dildo. His search must have been quite extensive to have found the camcorder and dildo, considering I forgot I had the camera and the dildo hides in a box under my bed. It is my larger dildo of the two I own. It would considered large by most standards, 8 inches long, about 2 inches in circumference, and it just so happens to be black so I know why he chose it over the other smaller one. I only pull it out of hiding when my fire is desperately out of control, and I need something a bit more heavy duty to help out.
The grin is back on his face as he approaches with his bounty of finds, and as I remain bent over in front of my window. He sets the camera and the dildo down on the coffee table before reaching me and standing me back up. I soon feel the slick fabric of the silk scarf on my wrists, feeling it tighten as he works to restrain my hands behind me. My hands are sufficiently secured, and he gives me a firm swat on my ass just to signal his power and my obedience.
"I'm not at all amazed that a dirty slut like you has a big toy to quench her desires; it's to be expected. I am however, glad to have found the video camera, as it will allow me to capture every single depraved act that not only I'm going to do to you, but that I am going to make you perform. This will certainly be fun. Well at least for me, I don't want to speak for you, but I have a feeling a slut like you will find enjoyment in it as well."
His smile beams bright as he grabs the camera in one hand and gets it set to record. I see the red light kick on to indicate this, and then watch as his free hand reaches out and grabs me by the hair and yanks my face down to his crotch. He is not fully erect, but it still is at an intimidating size. Letting go of my hair, he wraps his dark fingers around the base of his shaft and begins to slap it across my face. Each slap emits the flesh thud sound off it striking me squarely; on my lips, cheeks, jaw, forehead, and everywhere else. His dick also grows harder and stiffer with each slap, but I simply just take the abuse because it is simply stoking my fire. Once he is back to full mast, he spins me around and easily slips his girth into my gushing slit. It fills me up so much; I let out a guttural moan.
"The slut was just dying for this dick to fill her up. Tell me how much you want it."
"Ah, I want it so bad. Give this white slut your dick. Fill me up, and fuck me senseless."
I feel his length deep inside, and the slap of his balls on my clit as he bottoms out is divine. The way he is giving it to me, is certainly not gentle. He is taking me hard and with force; stretching me out and not caring about it. Fast and deep strokes, which end with his hips crashing into my ass. I'm having a hard time keep my balance with my hands restrained behind me and still in my heels, but I love every second of it. I want more, no I need more.
All of a sudden I find myself losing that balance and falling forward to the floor. I hit somewhat hard on my shoulder as I attempt to turn my face away. He however, seems unconcerned and quickly picks me back up by my arm. Rather than continue his previous assault on my pussy, he spins me back to present his sex covered piece to my face again. He doesn't ask if I'm okay, just simply begins to slide his stiff cock across my face and lips. Using his tip, he opens my lips and starts sliding it into my throat. No qualms about my new shoulder pain register with me, I am plain and simple just acting and receiving instinctively.
His thrusts into my mouth are like the ones he had previously been giving to my snatch; long and deep. It quickly produces a large amount of saliva and spit to flow out and coat his shaft, as well as guttural gagging sounds to be emitted. In an instant, he withdraws completely and spins me back around to ravish my open cunt some more. I am like a rag doll just taking what he is providing, and enjoying everything about it. As he picks back up his assault on my gushing slit, and finds a good hard rhythm, I suddenly feel pressure being applied to my rear entrance. This is followed by a something cool and wet, and I realize he is going to slip a finger into my ass. Rather than be put off, I just moan louder in approval. I have dabbled in a little ass play in my recent past. Not full blown anal, but one or two of my own fingers while in the shower. It certainly always adds to the excitement and the level of naughtiness.
His pace never slows as he continues to prime me for the new intrusion. I can feel my tender rosebud giving him some resistance, so I do my best to relax. Eventually, my puckered hole relinquishes its efforts, and allows the digit to slip inside. Once inside, I already can tell it is about the size of two of my fingers, and it is already stretching me out. He doesn't slow his thrusting, and continues to push his intrusion further into my backside. Its finally makes its way completely in, and I realize it is his thumb as I can feel his palm and other four fingers resting on my lower back; almost gripping me.
"That should help from you taking another fall. Who knew such a dirty act, could also help with your safety. Does the slut like having her asshole filled while being fucked?"
"Yes, ugh... the slut loves it. Ahh... stretch this slut out, ugh, work me over."
"Oh, I intend to do just that. I bet you would love to have your ass fucked as well wouldn't you?"
"Whatever you want, ooh..., just don't stop. I am a slut. Ungh... use me like one; like the... aah... cheapest slut."
"I'll make sure of that."
With that, he sets the camera down on the coffee table to continue capturing the session, and I feel his other hand slap hard onto my ass. Three good whacks follow, and my cheek is burning with the sting. Then I feel his other thumb working to pry open my asshole some more. It's a tight fit, so he spits again to add some more slickness. Again, after a little bit of resistance, my tight hole begins to allow the second intruder in to join the first. His second thumb is soon lodged inside alongside the other, and my sphincter is fuller than it has ever been. For the time being, he just lets his thumbs rest inside me while he hammers his cock home in my juicy box. His thumbs do help with my balance, and they stretch me in a wonderfully erotic way.
"The slut truly loves it now. Two thumbs in her dirty hole, and a big black cock drilling out her womb. I'll have to see just how much I can abuse these holes. Leave you gaping and raw by the morning."
The filthy dialogue coming from his mouth, just adds to the fire and the nastiness of the night. I am so glad he found the handy cam, and is getting all of this on tape. His thrusts start to slow some, as he begins to pull his thumbs apart; stretching my asshole open. The sensation is painful, but in such a depraved and dirty way. Slowly, he pulls me open, while at this point his dick is lodged deep inside me. I feel a wet drop of spit land inside my now opened hole, and I wonder just how open it is.
"Got to get you opened up to take my cock soon. It's going to feel so damn good shoving my fat pole into your shitter. Get it nice and greased up, and slide it all the way in, ramming it deep inside you. Then I'll pull it out once you are nice and stretched, to feed the grimy, ass covered cock to you. How does that sound slut? You want to taste your ass on my dick, after I fuck you good and deep with it?"
"Ohhh god, yes. Make me suck your cock after it...ugh... has been in my tight ass. I'm...ooohh... a filthy slut for you."
The idea at any other time may have put me off, but right now it seemed only logical that I would let him fuck my ass, and then suck his dick clean afterwards. My fire is raging out of control, and I have no idea where it will lead me to, or what it will cause me to do. My thought is interrupted as I feel him slowly back his stiff tool out, and pull a bit more with his thumbs. Just when I think he is done with my pussy, he slams his forceful member back inside, using his grip on my asshole to keep me from falling. With him back in deep, I feel one of his index fingers slide down my crack to join the thumbs. He must have opened me up enough because the finger slides in with little effort. It too, once inside, begins pulling outwards to open my hole. His other index finger is now working its way down to help out, and is met with more resistance than the first. However, a quick glob of spit takes care of that, and it slowly sinks within as well.
I have four digits in my ass, two thumbs and two fingers, and all are doing their best to stretch and spread me open further. He pulls out with his cock again, only to jam it hard back into place. He is really giving me a once over, using me up just the way I hoped and the only thing I can think about is how I want more. Wanting to be pushed further into depravity and kinkiness is all I desire now. I can feel my rear hole losing the battle against his fingers; he has been holding and spreading it open for over a minute now. The dull ache of the stretch is long gone, and I am just wondering how much more it will be stretched when he finally slips his wonderful cock into it.
"God slut, your asshole certainly seems to be taking well to getting stretched open. I got you so open, I can basically see into your stomach. Can't wait to get my thick dick in there and really open it up. I bet if I pulled out of your ass and your pussy, both would gape open looking to be refilled."



He does just that; without even a hesitation, he pulls out his cock from my pussy, and his fingers from my ass. Though I can't see what it looks like, I can feel that both holes are indeed opened up some. Not wanting to miss an opportune moment, he reaches for the camera to film my gaping holes aching for more. Apparently he gets his fill of the sight, because I am once again being spun back around to take his rod into my mouth. I see that this time it has a distinct white discharge coating it, which I assume is from me. I don't doubt that for a moment considering just how aroused and wet I am. The cool air of the room lets me know that, as it seeps into my slowly closing holes. He shoves his creamy stick into my mouth, and right to my throat. The saltiness of my cum on his shaft sends me further on the slut path.
"Clean your mess slut. I don't want the taste of ass to be tainted by your sloppy cunt juice."
I am doing my best when he suddenly tears it from my lips, leaving my mouth agape and tongue dangling. He walks away towards the kitchen and begins opening up my cabinets and pantry. I can tell he is looking for something in particular, and within a few moments he finds it. Joining me back in the living room, I can see he is holding a bottle of olive oil; I assume it is to be used for lubrication on my ass. He spins me back around, and I am certain of it as I feel the cool oil drip into my crack, and coats my still open anus. I try and relax as he touches the tip of his huge trunk to my entrance and teasingly slides it back and forth through my ass cheeks. His sawing motion comes to a stop, and I can feel more pressure being put on my asshole from him. The oil and the previous stretching have helped, as he slowly gets the head of his enormous cock inside.
"Just like a true slut, swallowing up a cock with her ass without much resistance. I can tell you are dying for me to give your slutty asshole my entire dick. Let me hear you tell me; beg for it slut."
"Oh god, please give me all of your dick in my ass. I need that big, thick cock to split me open. I am just a slut who needs a good ass fucking. Go balls deep in my ass, and fuck me senseless. Even if I say stop, or no, just keep plowing me deep and hard. I am a slut, treat me like one."
My statement does the trick, because he is pressing harder into me, and I can feel his girth slipping further into my ass. With only the first bit inside, I already feel filled up and can't imagine taking much more. I simply moan and grunt, as he continues to steadily feed his log into my rear tunnel. His hand smacks my ass cheek, as he tells me that it's halfway in. I respond with a deep moan of appreciation and arousal. The feeling of his manhood lodged inside my most intimate and kinkiest hole fuels that fire within, and I can't imagine ever being able to extinguish it. His pole just continues to slide further and further in, and I feel like it's never going to bottom out. Suddenly, the moment I didn't think was possible occurs, his balls smack against my exposed pussy as he is successfully lodged inside my ass completely.
"Now you got all my dick in your ass slut, time to tear it open with a good hard fucking."
His free grabs a hold of my hipbone, and I feel his length pull back before slamming with tremendous force back to the hilt. It feels as though he is driving a railroad spike into me as he continues the heavy assault on my ass. Five strokes, than ten, and each as hard and forceful as the first. My only reaction to the rough plowing is one long drawn out moan of pleasure and pain. Then, as soon as it had begun, it stops and he pulls his hammer pole out of my drilled out hole. I am spun around once again to face his meat stick, and this time I know it is to push the depravity to a new level. I am going to suck his cock immediately after it has been in the deepest reaches of my ass. In a quick glimpse, I see that it has a sheen from the oil, and my nose does catch a hint of olive mixed with the mustiness of my ass.
Fortunately, he gives me no time to ponder the predicament, and rather abruptly slides his anal intruder past my lips. Unlike before, he doesn't continue to force it into my throat, but rather let's just the first two inches sit inside my mouth. He wants me to really experience the taste and sensation of a dick just removed from my ass now on my tongue. There is bitterness to it, a pungent taste only slightly cut down by the tang of the olive oil, but it isn't overwhelming or disgusting. It is not good by any means either, but certainly I can handle it. I let the experience soak it, allowing the flavors to melt into my taste buds before slipping my tongue around the warm greased shaft to take more and taste more. Each swirl of my tongue, I gather more of the bitterness of my ass, and the more I coat my tongue with it the more I find myself seeking more; seeking desperately to clean his shaft of my anal coating. I am just continuing to slip further and further into my role of a willing and desperate slut. At this point there isn't anything I wouldn't do for this man; this stranger.
"Looks like the slut loves the taste of her own ass" he says suddenly pulling his member from my tongue bath. He then spins me back around and swiftly slides his piercing cock back into the depths of my rectum. This time he builds a steady rhythm of constant penetration, and I could not be more aroused. His hand is back on my hip, the other holding the camera and I am uncontrollably moaning and grunting from the onslaught. Occasionally, he releases my hip to give my ass a good smack, and as if to spur me further into my sluttiness. I can feel my slit throbbing with excitement, and gushing arousal onto my thighs with each stroke of penetration into my ass. The stretching feeling of my rear hole is a tremendous thrill, and I can't believe just how amazing the sensation of getting rammed anally is to experience.
Jerome continues his anal assault for a while longer, until I begin to hear his breathing labor, and feel his rhythm become erratic. I can tell he isn't going to last much longer, and I am eager to feel him flood my dark passage with his hot cum. A few more strong strokes and I get my wish. He shoves himself all the way into me, and begins to fire off volley after volley of sperm deep into my ass. For the second time in the matter of a couple of hours, this stranger I met in the bar, is using me as a cum receptacle and I absolutely love it. The heat of his ejaculate in my rear tunnel is divine, and if I could only reach my pussy with my hands, I too would by climaxing.
After he comes down from his orgasmic high, he starts to slide his still hard member out of me slowly. It escapes the confines of my ass with a slimy popping sound, and I can once again feel the cool air of the room breeze into my gaping hole. Not as aggressively as usual, he spins me back around to clean him up with my mouth, which I eagerly do. The unique taste blend of the oil, my ass, and his cum is an absolute delight, and I greedily begin slathering my tongue over him to get it all.
He eventually is satisfied with my cleaning job, and pushes me back by my forehead onto the couch. I am lying on my back, with my hands still restrained behind me, and the feeling of his cum seeping out of my well used asshole as I watch him turn the camera off and grab a hold of the dildo. Without saying a word, or even applying any oil to it, he begins to press the rubber phallus into my ass. Considering he had just loosened me up, it slides in with very little effort and is soon "balls" deep inside me.
"Don't let that fall out slut; I will be right back."
He leaves me laying, worn out and stuffed full on the couch, as he goes off towards my bedroom again. I hear the sound of water running in my bathroom sink, and figure he is washing up. My pussy is still sloppy with arousal, and my asshole certainly feels drilled out; especially considering I still have an eight inch dildo buried in it. I do my best to clench it tight, making sure not to let it fall out, as I await his return. The sink shuts off, and I begin hearing him again rummaging around in the rooms behind me. I can't see him, and can only wonder what it is he is looking for.
As I lay there waiting, I think about what a mess I must look. Dried cum streaking my face, red assed from his smacking, and certainly my box is agape and slickened with my wetness. I probably look more like a two bit whore, rather than the respected educator that I am. Looking down at my right breast, I gaze upon the I.D. badge from my school that was still clipped onto my right nipple. How did I allow myself to fall so far and so fast into such depravity? I tried to convince myself it was because of my divorce, and the fact that I hadn't had sex in over six months. However, I knew that the true reason was that I always had this desire inside me; lurking deep within, and waiting to be tapped. The only reason it took this long to come roaring out, is because now I was finally free of anything that limited me from doing so.
I grew up in a strict family, and never felt it was right to act out on my sexual urges. When I got to college, and away from my parents, I started to explore some but soon halted efforts once I began dating my now ex-husband. I didn't feel comfortable expose thoughts I had about my sexuality, and rather consented to just play out what he wanted which was just your basic vanilla style sex. Sure occasionally some wild moments would happen, but they were few and far between, and compared to tonight they were rather tame. Now that I was single, and away from anyone who could possibly hold me back or make me feel restrained, I was free to explore my inner desires. So for over the past six months since my divorce, I have done just that; slowly working my towards the culmination that is tonight's adventure. Realizing this, I knew it was what I wanted, what I needed, and what I truly desired. From this point forward, I was going to be an entirely different woman, and I loved the thought of it as well as the endless possibilities that came along with it.
I am stirred from my thoughts on my new future, when my dark stranger returns. He lifts me up off the couch and begins to unfasten the binds on my wrists. With my hands free once again he spins me around and bends me once again at the waist, this time over the couch. My hands fall to support myself on the cushioned back of the couch as I feel him begin to tug on the embedded dildo inside my ass. It slides smoothly from the hold of my backdoor, and again I am left gaping as the cool air of the room rushing into my opened hole. He pulls me back up straight and turns me back to face him. I feel the slick thud of the rubber phallus on my face as I turn, and then he speaks.
"Clean this up slut and then go get cleaned up as well before I continue using your whore body as it is meant to be used. You're starting to look trashy which is a bit of a turn off, and plus I want to take some time to upload these pictures and video to your computer for safekeeping."
With that he hands me over control of the dildo that he had perched into my mouth as he spoke, and then heads back towards the room I use as my office with my phone and video camera in hand. I watch him walk away mesmerized by the swaying of his beautiful cock. It swings in long arches from side to side as if hypnotizing me. When he disappears into the room, I focus on my task and eagerly suck and lick clean the sex toy that had just taken residence previously in my ass. The taste of his salty cum, and the griminess of my asshole is certainly a unique taste combination, and I devour it. I make sure that by the time I am done with it, no noticeable trace of where it had been can be detected.
With the phallus licked thoroughly clean, I head back towards my bedroom to clean up in the shower. I pass by Jerome as he sits behind my computer and begins hooking up both electronics to it. My mind quickly goes over the number of humiliating pictures he has captured and the video as well, and realize just how much degrading material he has on me already. I do my best to shake this thought from my head, and proceed on towards my shower. Quickly, I get the water going and stand to look at myself in the mirror as I wait for it to heat up. What I see is a woman I had never seen before, and it arouses me more than scares me, because that woman is me. I look like a true slut who just finished a session with a John, and is now cleaning up before heading out into the night again to find another.
To be continued...
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The night with Jerome continued just as it had started. Once I showered, and he was finished uploading the degrading images of me onto my computer, he resumed humiliating and using me. He was no longer interested in capturing pictures or videos, but instead focused on seeing just how depraved I was willing to get to please him. He fucked me another three times, making sure to use all of my holes with his strong tool. The session took us all over my house; he had me in all kinds of unnatural positions, and was entirely geared towards only his pleasure and my complete submission. In fact, I only orgasmed once that night and it wasn't until the very end when he was leaving, which was degrading and humiliating in its own right.
When he finally exhausted of me, I was once again drenched in cum and sweat. I felt weak and worn out, but I loved it. It was truly everything I was hoping for and much more. He left me to lie on the floor of my kitchen as he went to shower off. Upon his return I was still lying on the floor, but a quick command for me to stand got me up to my feet. Jerome wanted me to walk him out to his car which was parked on the street in front of my house. Thankfully it was very late, or early morning, so walking out into my neighborhood naked wasn't going to be an issue. I followed him outside, watched as he entered his car without saying a word and then started it before rolling down his window to give me his final instructions of the night.
"I had fun fucking such a dirty slut tonight, so as repayment I am going to let you cum, but you have to kneel behind my car and get yourself off as I drive away."
With that he rolled up his window, and I hurried to take my place behind his car. I didn't care that I was outside in the middle of my street, all I wanted was the relief of a dammed up orgasm. Quickly I kneeled as instructed, and feverously began pleasuring myself. As I ravaged myself, Jerome began to pull away. Actually, the more accurate description was he peeled out in front of me. I was left to frig myself in a cloud of tire smoke, while also worrying about neighbors waking up to check on the noise. Fortunately I had been on edge all night and easily reached an earth shattering orgasm before even his tail lights faded away in the night.
Coming down from my high, I gathered myself and returned back inside. I took my third shower of the night before retiring, completely satisfied and worn out, to my bed where I passed out until the late afternoon of Saturday. Most of Saturday I spent in a state of recovery; my entire body ached from the marathon fuck session Jerome provided for me; I barely had the energy to feed myself as I spent my day in bed, naked and watching television.
Sunday was somewhat better as my body began to recover a little. I was able to get some things done around the house and actually took a trip to the supermarket to get some much needed groceries. The entire time Jerome, and the way he used me, wasn't far from my mind. The mere thought of him, or the events from Friday had my pussy flooding with arousal; I only wished I knew how to get in touch with him to repeat the night again soon. He left without giving me any means of contact and without a clue if he intended on seeing me again. The thought of a stranger using me in such a degrading way and then never coming back was arousing on its own front, but I figured if anything I could try to find him at the bar again the following Friday.
Being used so thoroughly, I would have assumed that my fire of arousal would have been extinguished some, but instead it raged further from the events of the night. As I would replay the night over in my head on Sunday, the desire to be a dirty slut grew more and more. So it wasn't a surprise to me when I laid out my clothes for work on Monday and had chosen my most risqué dress that I could get away with at work. Of course, I also decided against any underwear and added a pair of heels to top off the look. I wanted to be a naughty slut, and what better way to do so then to dress as provocatively as I could while I taught. Because of my pent up arousal and constant remembering of Friday's events, I masturbate three times before finally exhausting myself and falling asleep.
It's now Monday morning, and I am up early to get ready for my day of teaching. Looking to the dress I pick out to wear gets my pussy wet as I head to the shower to clean up. As I do, I think of how careful I will have to be in that dress not to expose myself to anyone, especially since I was going sans panties. It would also be a good idea to avoid the faculty as much as possible, to keep the gossip to a minimum. The shower feels great, and I fight the urge to pleasure myself once again to focus on saving it for a possible repeat this weekend.
Out of the shower, I do my hair and makeup before returning to my bedroom to put on the only piece of clothing other than shoes I was going to wear for the day. It is going to be hard not to touch myself every chance I get, and to keep my arousal from dripping down my legs. The challenge is the fun part, and will make for a more electric orgasm when the time comes. Slipping into my heels, I glance at myself in the mirror and I look less like a teacher, and more like women ready for a night on the town. I know I will love the looks and stares I get, and that they will only add yet more fuel to the fire.
I head out to school, which is a short five minute drive from my house, and arrive a little earlier than usual. The reason for this is an attempt to limit the amount of the faculty that sees me dressed the way I am, and to have a bit more time to set up for my day. It is an easy day, as I have planned to give my students a test covering the unit we just finished the week before, and a short introduction video of the next one. I won't really have to do a whole lot, except walk around the room occasionally to keep the kids from cheating. Thankfully, that is a relief considering just how sexually aroused I am from just getting dressed and driving to school. Thoughts of Jerome's thick, beautiful cock keep slipping into my head, and I have to continually fight my hand from sneaking under my dress. It's hard to cut myself off from myself, but I know just how much better it will be to build up the arousal to be let out in one grand finale.
Once at school, my day begins to tick by. I have three classes, each taking a test, before I get to go to lunch and each of the three passes by slowly as I constantly think of all the dirty and depraved events from the past Friday as they test. In fact while my second period class is testing I remember the pictures my dark stranger took of me on my phone, and I can't resist looking at them then and there. Retreated to my desk, I slyly pull out my cell phone and begin sorting through the gallery. They start out with me naked on my knees in the alley with his massive member lodged between my lips, before continuing on to the more humiliating and degrading ones. I have to quickly slip the back of my dress out from under me to keep my gushing gash from creating a noticeable wet spot.
I am startled back to my classroom when a student sneezes, and I realize just how daring I was being. Reluctantly, I put my phone away, adjust my dress, and do another walk around the room to check on the students. Period three goes the same as the first two, minus me taking time out to look through my phone again. Right before the end of class and moments before the bell is ready to ring and dismiss my class for lunch; I get a knock at my door. As my students are packing up their stuff, I go over to see who is at the door. Upon opening it I am surprised and shocked to be greeted with the white toothy smile of Jerome; talk about unexpected gifts.
As I move to allow him in, the bell rings and the students begin streaming out. Of course as they pass the tall muscular black man they curious looks as too who he is and what he is doing here, but most seem to just let the curiosity pass and focus on getting to lunch. He steps past me as the final student leaves, and begins to walk over to my desk without saying anything to me. I watch as he makes himself at home in my desk chair, and I take notice of how sexy he is dressed in slacks and a button down shirt. Now that he is sitting, and my classroom door is shut, he finally speaks.
"Strip and come over here."
He gets right to it, and while I should say no considering I'm at my school working, I am already overly horny from my thoughts and looking at the pictures that I do just as he commands. I know I can't resist his power over me, and he seems to know that as well. It is not a desire that I cannot avoid, nor do I want too. Quickly, I slip the shoulder straps of my dress off and wiggle it off to fall to my feet. Stepping out of the pile of dress I slowly walk towards him, now naked and in heels.
"Looks like the slut enjoys being naughty at school too. No panties or bra, and gets naked on command, you truly are just looking to get used."
I say nothing, but continue approach him and once I reach where he is he signals with a finger that I kneel. Obeying the signal, I drop to my knees before him and watch as he opens his pants to pull out his magnificent cock.
"Suck."
It's one word, but it is all I need. Eagerly, I attack his semi-flaccid member with my mouth. The thought that I am at school is no longer in my mind; I am only focused on service my dark master. He begins to grow harder and is soon fully erect which only spurs me on to continue my duty. With my hand holding the base, my mouth bobs up and down on the remainder in a frenzied pace. My behavior is similar to a starving person finally getting food, but in this case I am get thick, black, dick. Just as I am getting into a rhythm, he stands and pushes me away before speaking.
"That's enough; come bend over this desk so I can fuck you."
I obediently oblige his command and get into position bent over the student desk in the front row as he takes his place behind me. With a swift shove, his meaty tool parts my gushing lips and bottoms out inside me. Buried deep he leans in and asks me a question.
"When is your lunch break over?"
I respond, "In about twenty minutes, but I have an open period after so we have over an hour before my next class."
"Perfect" he grunts as he pulls back before shoving himself back in. He continues his rhythmic motion of pulling out to just the tip and then shoving himself all the way back in for minutes. The force of his thrusts causes the edge of the desktop to dig into my thighs, but I pay no mind to that and only grunt pleasurably in response to his plunges. Suddenly he stops and pulls completely out of me, leaving my slit gaped open. Looking back over my shoulder I see he is looking around my desk for something. He finds a thick black permanent marker and returns to me with it in hand. Without saying a word, he reinserts himself into me and I moan deeply as a result.
I suddenly feel something wet drop in between my butt cheeks, and feel him use his thumb to rub it into my hole. Turning to look back at him, I see as he spits down, hitting me in the nearly the same spot and again rubbing it in with his thumb. He does this while completely embedded completely in my stretched cunt. I watch as he moves the marker towards my ass and feel it pressed against the pucker of my asshole. His spit helps it easily slide into place, resting almost completely in my rear. With the marker slipped in, he returns thrusting in and out of my quivering box.
Each stroke is harder than the previous, and he begins pulling my hips in to meet his own; which sends waves of pleasure throughout my body. Reaching up with one hand, he grabs a handful of my hair and pulls my head back as he leans over me to speak rhaspily into my ear.
"Does this slut love getting fucked roughly by my big thick black cock in her classroom?"
"Ugh, yes. I love how you, ugh, fuck me with your black cock."
"You've become quite the black cock slut haven't you?"
"Ah, yes I have, ugh. I love taking your, ungh, black cock anyway, anytime."
"I bet you do, and I bet you are dying to have your slutty little ass filled with my fat black dick right now. Isn't that right slut?"
"Oh yes."
With his meat shoved all the way into my cunt, he growls into my ear his command.
"Let me hear you beg for it bitch. Tell me how much your asshole deserves my black cock."
"Please fuck me in my ass with your thick, fat, black dick. I need it so badly; to be stretched out like a true black cock slut. My asshole needs to filled up by your big fucking rod; it always needs it. I will do anything you ask to have you fuck me in the ass like a true slut."
"Okay, I think you can have my cock in your ass, but first let me make an addition to you slut."
With that, he pulls the marker lodged in my rear hole out and I begin to feel him using it to write on my lower back. It takes only a few seconds for him to complete writing it before he fills me in on what it says.
"There, now you are truly labeled. It says, 'Anal slut for black cock' in all caps. That way anyone who happens to see you like this will know what you truly are. Now suck my cock some more to get it ready for you dirty little ass."
Quickly, I spin around to complete his order; getting my mouth on his cock almost instantly. It was coated with my arousal, and enjoyed knowing that he caused that and that he made me behave so slutty. As I sucked him, making sure to coat his member with enough saliva to help it force its way into my anal passage, I thought about the message he had written onto me. It was so dirty, yet so true. I truly was an anal slut, and especially for his black cock. For a woman who never had experienced either prior to meeting Jerome, I fell right into my role as if it was my nature. I truly believe I will do whatever he asks if I know it means I would be taking his wonderful black piece in some fashion afterwards.
Suddenly, he pulls himself away from my oral assault and orders me once again to bend over the desk. Hacking up a big wad, he spits it out onto my asshole before using the head of his girthy tool to rub it in some. Satisfied with the level of lubrication, he uses one hand to guide himself into my tight sphincter, while the other grabs a handful of my hair. While my saliva and his spit helps a little to allow his massive member slide in, I can still feel the pain of my hole being stretched open nearly beyond its limits.
He starts out slow by just slipping it in inch by inch. For that I am thankful because it allows me to get adjusted. Eventually, he gets himself buried to the hilt and he leans over to once again speak into my ear.
"You've got all of me in your slutty ass now cunt, time to fuck you so hard you will walk funny."
He pulls out tell just the tip is resting inside my stretched rectum, before thrusting himself all the way back in with extreme force; enough to push me and the desk I am leaning over to move forward. I hold back from screaming out in both pleasure and pain, by biting into my forearm. Jerome continues his assault on my defenseless ass, picking up speed and force while gripping my hips for leverage. I just take his rough pounding, riding the waves of pleasure, but not daring to touch myself or think of climaxing without his permission. Though it wasn't something that we had verbally spoken about, I can tell that when I am with him it is all about his pleasure first and then if he feels like it to allow me pleasure. I am just his to use as he sees fit.
Releasing my hips he reaches out for my arms and pulls them back behind me. Using one of his large hands he grips my two wrists together, securing my arms behind my back and using them almost like reigns on a horse to ride my ass harder. He has been fucking me feverishly for close to five minutes now, without any signs of letting up. The pain of my stretched open hole has now subsided to a dull ache as it becomes accepting of the thick intruder. Out of nowhere, Jerome slams himself completely in and stops to speak to me.
"Okay slut, you get a choice now; where do you want my cum? Do you want me to spray deep inside your nasty asshole so you can feel it squish around and slowly leak out the rest of the day, or do you want to swallow it like a dirty little cum dumpster considering this is your lunch break? Don't worry though, which choice you make you will still get have to suck my dick clean afterwards since I know how much you enjoy that."
The choice of course would be absurd if I was any other woman, but I wasn't any other woman, especially after my experience with Jerome on Friday. So in fact this is a very difficult decision, but one I knew the answer to. I wanted both ways, but swallowing it would mean less chance of it leaking out while I was teaching.
"Ahhh, I want to taste your thick, heavy cum. Please let me swallow every drop of your juice. I am just a slutty cum dumpster who needs to take in cum."
"Excellent choice whore, now get down on your knees and jerk my pole off into your filthy mouth."
He rips his black pole from my ass, leaving me gapping, and I immediately drop to my knees in a spinning motion. I reach out once on my knees and grab a hold of his magnificent cock with both hands. It is warm, and sticky from the anal fuck he gave me, and it has the musky smell of ass coming from it. I don't let that deter me at all, and begin to quickly pump fists over his shaft to retrieve my reward. My mouth is open like an eager bird waiting to be feed, and after a minute of frantic hand work I am delivered my dish. Erupting out of the bulbous head of his black rod are ropes of thick, creamy spunk; each aimed right at my waiting mouth and tongue. The first spew hits me right on the middle of tongue, followed shortly by two others all of which hit with decent force. The next volley of man nectar lacks the speed of the previous and hits my tongue, but just the front and drapes the remainder over my bottom lip. In an effort to correct the trajectory, I am his tool up some more. However, in doing so I over correct and the next two shots fire out and hit just above my upper lip and fall over into my mouth, while a surprise third launches onto my nose.
A final dribble falls out and lands on my chin, at which point I lick my lips and swallow what I manage to catch. The taste is strong and bitter, yet is still very much delectable. Releasing one of my hands grip from his meat stick, I use my finger to gather up the misfires on my chin and nose to meet up with the other shots in my mouth. Sucking my finger clean, I focus my greedy mouth on the prize cock in front of me. Focusing on the head first, I make quick work of the remaining cum oozing from it. Satisfied I have gotten all of the delicious cum available, I begin push more of his shaft into my mouth to clean it from the fuck session. I can certainly taste the unmistakable taste of anal sex on his cock, but again just like on Friday I am not put off by it; instead I am honored to clean my own trace of ass of his beautiful dick after such an amazing fuck.
Getting as much of his rod sucked clean, I pull my mouth off to spot clean with my tongue. I make sure to get underneath and the sides, coating his ebony tool with long strokes of my tongue, and gathering up any missed traces. As I do this, I remember that it is happening all inside of my classroom while my lunch break. Students and faculty are just on the other side of my door, in the hall, and all unknowing of what a slut I am being. My room is filled with the sounds of me licking and sucking to obediently clean my black master's cock, but I dutifully continue until his member shining clean with my saliva. As I finish, he pulls his pants back up into place and tucking his softening tool away from view before speaking.



"Where's your purse slut?"
I quickly get up from my kneeling position in front of him and hurry to retrieve my bag from behind my desk. Returning to him with it, I hand over my purse for him to see. Just as he did Friday night, he begins to rifle through the contents of the bag. He finds my keys, my credit card, and phone inside; the credit card along with my I.D. and debit card no longer have a wallet to slide into considering he had me throw out my wallet and other purse on Friday. I watch as he punches something into my phone before slipping back inside my bag. He then begins slipping my house key off its ring, and then tossing the other keys back into the purse and dropping it on the floor between us with a loud thud.
"I'm taking this with me so I can make myself at home inside your house while I wait for you to get off work. The credit card will allow me to pick up some useful supplies as well. Keep your phone handy, because I may texting info as the day goes on. You've been a good whore so far, but we will see if I can break you tonight."
With his final statement, he walks towards my door and lets himself out. He however doesn't close the door behind him and I have to quickly scramble to get my dress on before someone walks by and sees me completely naked in my classroom. With my dress on, and almost out of breath, I close my door just before the lunch bell rings. I lean against my closed door and begin to recollect myself after what just happen. I just acted like a true slut in the middle of my classroom, and I did it as if it was a normal occurrence for me. It is unbelievable to think about just how far I have fallen into the role of the submissive slut, willing to do anything to get a little bit of a strong powerful dick. I guess I have always had that desire, but have kept tucked deep away throughout my marriage and early life, but since the divorce the fire started to burn, and has gotten out of control. However, from what I have been experiencing with Jerome, I don't think I want to control it. He just came in here and used me for my mouth and ass, treated me like a two-bit hooker, I didn't climax, and yet I wish he was still here using me and can't wait to get off work to see what he has in store for me later.
Once I collect my thoughts I leave to go to the faculty restroom, to freshen up my appearance. Looking in the mirror at myself, I for the most part look put together. My hair is a bit disheveled and my face has just a trace of dried cum on my chin, but overall it is a quick fix to get myself back to presentable. My ass is tender, and do certainly feel it as I walk, but I love the feeling as it is a constant reminder of the thorough fucking Jerome gave me. Satisfied that I am back in order, I return to my room to struggle through my last two classes of the day.
I have to wait for my prep period to end first, but I decide to pass the time looking at the pictures from Friday on my phone again. I shouldn't be doing it, as I have two classes that I need to prepare for, but I just can't help myself; I love how nasty and dirty I am, and I love that I have evidence of it to look at. Yes, it is risky to have these types of photos and videos of myself doing such humiliating things, but the enjoyment from viewing them outweighs the risk; in fact the idea that they might get seen or stolen only adds to the excitement.
I fight the urge and desire to let my hand slip beneath my dress to pleasure myself as I look at the extremely erotic and degrading pictures. I know my pussy is flooded wet though without touching it, and have to pull my dress out from underneath me as to avoid soaking it. It is as if my sex is drooling over the endless possibilities that Jerome could put me through. A sense of wonder creeps into my mind as too what more he could possibly do, and his final words felt ominous as he left, "but we will see if I can break you tonight." The way I am feeling now, I don't think that is possible, but not knowing sends chills through my body and a throws more gas on my fire within.
Five minutes before the next bell is about to ring, my viewing session is interrupted by a text from Jerome.
"Send me a picture of you fingering your slutty asshole, and make sure I can see your new marking."
I had almost forgotten about the message he had written on me, "Anal Slut for Black Cock", but thinking about it floods my cunt some more and I quickly get my finger lodged inside my abused hole. Leaning over my desk, with my dress hike up, I use my free hand to capture the picture before sending it off. Within a minute I get a response back.
"TAKE THE DRESS OFF SLUT! It is covering part of the message. Do it again, right this time, and now with a highlighter in your whore ass."
Disappointed in myself for not pleasing him, I quickly shed my dress. Now not only am I trying to get the picture quickly to Jerome, I am also racing against the clock. Opening my desk drawer, I pull out a pink highlighter, and press it into the tender entrance. Again I take the picture and this time check it out before sending it. I redress and put the highlighter back just before the bell rings. I greet my students as they walk in and get them started on their test. As soon as I pass out the last one, and finish giving instructions, I make beeline straight to my desk and phone. However, I am disappointed to see that he didn't respond to my second picture. I brush it off, assuming no word is good and try to take my mind away from thoughts of Jerome beautiful cock doing wonderfully nasty things to me. It is a struggle, but I do manage somewhat to distract myself as I begin to check emails and grade previous periods tests.
Soon the students begin finishing their tests and the bell rings to dismiss them leaving me only one more period to get through before I find out what Jerome has planned. I do as I did for the previous period, getting them set up with the test and instructions, before focusing on grading the other classes test to distract myself from the time. It works once again, as before I know it the final bell rings and I say goodbye to my last class of the day. I walk over and shut my door, and by the time I return to my desk to begin packing up for the day another text from Jerome comes through on my phone.
"On your way home slut, make sure to pick me up some beer. A twelve pack should be enough. Oh and you better be naked when you walk through the door."
My pussy flutters with excitement from the message, and I am happy to do his bidding.
To be continued...
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As I reached the restaurant to have lunch and await my next set of instructions from Sage, I realized just how hungry I was. All I had eaten was the fruit plate at breakfast nearly six hours ago, and I could begin feeling my body send signals for replenishment. Hopefully I would get time to eat my lunch, and not have to leave it behind as I had with my coffee.
Upon entering the eatery the hostess greeted me, but I could sense she was caught off guard by my drastic hair style, and minimal outfit. She was able to seat me without showing too much of her bewilderment, and I was soon left alone in a booth by the front window to study the menu. Considering my hunger, I decided to order a burger and fries when the waiter came by to greet me. I could tell he too was curious as about my look, but also didn't let on openly. I guess these types of encounters from strangers are something I will have to get used too, and who knows how those that actually know me will react; just thinking about it however, was getting me aroused.
I sat alone in my booth, sipping at my drink, as I awaited not only my lunch but also the next set of instructions I knew to be coming from Sage. I had my phone sitting atop the table so that way I would immediately know when they would come through. It just so happened that both of my waits came to an end at precisely the same moment; my phone buzzing to life as the waiter was setting my plate down in front of me. Once he left me to my meal, I immediately picked up my phone to read the message. Though I was hungry, my desire to see what my mistress had in store for me next was much greater.
"You should by now have ordered your lunch, when it arrives you may eat, but halfway through your meal go to the women's restroom. Inside you will find a pair of scissors taped under the sink. Retrieve the scissors and then remove your dress. You are then to cut an inch off the bottom of your dress, and then leave the discarded piece of dress and the scissors on the counter before putting your dress back on and returning to finish your lunch. This is to all be done in the open area of the restroom; use of a stall is strictly forbidden. Text me for further instructions upon finishing your meal."
Sage certainly knew how to push me, and build up my level of excitement and arousal. The idea of being naked in the public restroom of a restaurant while I made an alteration to my dress was insane, and yet electrifyingly exciting too. Cutting an inch from the length of my dress meant it would barely be long enough to cover me completely, and would certainly make me look further the part of a slut; my pussy gushed at the thought.
Considering my hunger, and my desire to complete my next task, I quickly scarfed down half of my burger and fries, and hurriedly made my way to the women's restroom. Fortunately, I was the only one there, and in fact had only noticed one other female in the restaurant other than the wait staff. Considering it was lunch time on a weekday, that may have accounted for the sparse clientele. I took this as a blessing as I would soon be standing naked in a very public space, so less people meant less chance of someone walking in on me. However, the idea of that type of embarrassment and humiliation only spurred my arousal.
Once inside, I made quick work of finding the scissors taped away, and soon had my dress off as well. The scene wasn't lost on me though as I set up to begin cutting away the dress, the scene being a naked women except for heels and a collar making an extreme public alteration to her dress, while sporting an extreme haircut; my body trembled as I thought about what I must look like from the perspective of an outsider. Pushing those thoughts away for the moment, I focused my mind on cutting my dress. I measured out what seemed close to an inch with my fingers, and meticulously began to cut away the bottom of my dress. I did my best to make sure that the cut was straight and uniform by taking my time; which of course only drew out the amount of time I was spending naked in the restroom.
With the alteration complete, I set the strip of fabric with the scissors down on the counter as Sage had instructed, and then held the dress up to review my work. A quick look and it seemed rather straight, and I felt satisfied with myself in my completion of the task. I slipped the dress back onto my body and looked myself over in the mirror to see just how much shorter the dress was. With about an inch removed, the bottom of the dress now rested just above mid-thigh and seemed to be just long enough in the back to cover the entirety of my butt. Satisfied with my achievement and the new adjustment to my look, I left the restroom to return to my meal.
Just as I had with the first half, I made quick work of the remainder of the burger and fries leaving only a few crumbs and the plate behind. With my hunger quelled, and the last bit of instructions followed, I retrieved my phone and proceeded to inform Sage of my finish. As I finished my message and set my phone down onto the table the waiter came by to clear away my plate, and drop off my check. Shortly after he left, a message came through on my phone and I eagerly picked it up to read what Sage had cued up for me next.
"When your check arrives you will notice comment cards inside the book as well. You are to fill out one stating you found it weird to see scissors in the restroom. Next, you will slide your comment card back into the book behind your ticket along with your debit card to pay. When the waiter returns with the book for you to sign for the payment, you will then choose one of the two pictures in your purse from the coffee shop to slide into the book behind the comment cards. Once you have done so, you may leave and head over to the drug store at the end of the street. Just browse around until you receive further instructions slut."
I opened the book to pull out my bill and a comment card, filling it out as instructed, and slipping my debit card it place to pay. As I waited for the waiter to return for it, I began to ponder which of the two remaining pictures I would leave behind this time. The thought of another erotic picture of me getting into the hands of god knows who made me tremble some and my pussy flood. Considering I choose the tamest picture of the three to leave behind at the coffee shop, whichever one I chose now would be far more explicit. The idea that the picture showing me naked on all fours was tame made me giggle to myself.
By the time the waiter returned to pick up my payment, I had my decision made as to which picture would be left behind. He returned a moment later after processing my card, and left it with me to sign. I took out my card and put it back into my purse, and then pulled out the picture I was to slip in behind the comment cards. It was of me from the front, fully nude standing in my back yard by my fence. I was blindfolded and gagged, so it made making my face recognizable difficult, but not impossible and to add to the humiliation of the picture, the message "WORTHLESS SLUT" was written across my stomach. There were no other distinguishing clues that linked the picture to me or my house so I felt confident that whoever found this picture would not be able to trace it back to me.
Sliding the picture into the book behind a few comment cards, I quickly filled out the payment slip and exited the restaurant. As I did, I was well aware that my newly altered dress was just dying to ride up over my ass and expose me to anyone that I may have passed. Fortunately, I managed to keep it down, and casually as possible strolled over to the drugstore to await my next text message of instructions from Sage.
The drug store was relatively busy for the time of day, mostly with people there to pick up prescriptions, or purchase a few quick items. I walked in and decided to head towards the magazines as I waited to hear from my mistress. I figured it would allow me to drift away rather than be in a constant state of wondering what was to come. It didn't take long though before I was brought back to reality as my phone chirped as I was flipping through a Cosmo.
"Well slut, I'm sure the wait staff at the restaurant enjoyed the alterations you made to your dress, so how bout you make another. Go to the aisle that has the office supplies and find a pair of scissors. While in the aisle, cut out a triangle of fabric from your dress that is two inches wide at the neckline, and goes down four inches in the center. That should make for some good cleavage viewing. When done, put the scissors back, drop the piece of fabric on the floor, and text me."
This task excited me and scared me just as the others had. Making another alteration to my dress in public, this time without the added protection of a restroom, made the task so daring. I quickly headed over to the office supply aisle and located the scissors. Thankfully the aisle was on the opposite side of the store from the pharmacy, meaning that less chance of someone come around as I cut away more of my dress. Taking a moment to double check to make sure the coast was clear, I steadied myself and began to cut out the triangle as instructed by Sage. I made quick work of it and replaced the scissors as the discarded piece of fabric fell to the full. With the new alteration to my dress, the top peeled open and revealed an ample amount of my naked breasts; I was still covered, but just barely. I texted Sage my completion and was responded back to almost immediately.
"Okay slut, now head over to the greeting cards. Find a very sweet anniversary card from a husband to a wife. Then slip the last picture into it and put it back on the self. When done meet me behind the drug store."
I should have figured after I left the first two that I wouldn't be keeping the last one. Strolling over to the greeting cards near the front of the store, I began to browse through the engagement cards. I of course only focused on the ones from husbands to wives, and was able to make a choice that had a really endearing message in it, completely opposite of the picture that I would be tucking away into it. Retrieving the last picture from my bag, I reviewed it to take in just how naughty it was. It showed me squatting in my classroom just under my white board. Again I was naked and blindfolded; my hands were cuffed behind me and I was wearing my collar. I wasn't gagged so the only thing blocking my face was the blindfold. My mouth was parted in a moan, and my nipples were noticeably erect. Another message was written across my stomach, "Teacher Whore." The reason I am squatting is because I am slowly lowering myself onto a large, thick dildo and at the moment of the picture it is only half way inside of me. The one thing I was unaware of when the picture was taken was the message written at the bottom of the white board, "This slut's students arrive in 15 minutes."
I remember Sage giving me ten minutes to ride the dildo to orgasm, but didn't know she had that message written behind me. Of course I was unsuccessful in my attempt to orgasm, but when I was told to stop and get redressed before my students were to arrive, that message was not there. The reason I hadn't left behind this photo yet was because of how much detail anyone would be able to pull from it. You would know I was a teacher, everything about my face was recognizable expect for my eyes, I was obviously in a classroom, and in the left side of the picture was the side of my desk which had a sticker on it of a Shakespeare quote; anyone that has any familiarity with me and my room might be able to place me.
However, even though I was tentative about putting this picture into the card to leave behind, the desire to complete my mistress' task was enough to get me past my reservations and tuck it into place. Putting the card back, I headed towards the exit and began to make my way to meet Sage. I walked around the left side of the building towards the loading dock area of the store to find Sage parked in the far back near the dumpsters. She was outside of the car and sitting on the hood. As I approached she complimented me on my skilled alterations to the dress, and remarked that with my new haircut and collar I looked the part of a punk rock slut. I said nothing in return, but rather continued to walk towards her until I was standing in front of her waiting for her next command.
She signaled that I was to kneel, and knell I did. The asphalt scraped against the skin of my knees, but at that moment I was only focused on my mistress; nothing else mattered. I watched as she slid off the hood and came to stand in front of me.
"I am happy with your performance so far slut, and am eager to see you continue on your path to earning your trip away with me. So with that said, I have some pretty big plans for tonight back at your place, but before we can get to those, you will have to take off your dress and give it to me. Then I will blindfold you, gag you, and handcuff you. All before leading you to the trunk of the car where you will get in and ride back to you house, but not before I make a few stops first. Is this clear slut?"
My response was quick and to the point.
"Yes mistress," I said as I pull the altered dress from my body to hand to her.
To be continued...
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With my cut up dress off, and standing naked in the back parking lot of a drug store, I followed Sage to the back of the car. She popped the trunk before reaching in and pulling out the supplies to blindfold me, gag me, and cuff me. Quickly, she had all three devices secured to me, and grabbing ahold of me arm helped me into the small trunk space of her car. I had my knees bent up to better fit into it, and was surprised that I wasn't as uncomfortable as I thought I'd be. Before she close the lid to the trunk she spoke to me.
"What a sweet little slut you are. This might have to become a common way for you to ride around with me. l like the idea of having a hidden slave in the trunk of my car as I drive about doing my errands. It's definitely a good look for you."
I then heard the lid latch shut, which was soon followed by the sounds of Sage entering the car and starting it up. I could feel the vibrations of the engine reverberating through the floor of the trunk, and soon began to sense the motion as my Mistress pulled away. I was unaware of exactly where we were heading; able only to sense which direction we turned or when we would stop at a light or sign. The cacophony of sounds from the road passing below me, the tires whirling round, and the slight screech of the brakes was almost hypnotizing as I round in darkness of the blindfold and trunk. Soon though the sounds stopped, and I realized that Sage had cut the engine as well.
The sound of her door opening and closing signaled that she had exited the car. I heard nothing else from her, and could only wonder where we were, and what she was doing. Soon I began to focus and begun to hear sounds around me on the outside. Sounds of cars driving slowly by, and other car doors opening and closing. Engines revving, and people talking began to flood into my ear drums. As I laid restrained and removed from sight and speech in the trunk, the world was busy around me. From what I could gather, Sage had stopped at a shopping center of some kind, and it was busy with afternoon shoppers.
The thought crept into my mind, that if they only knew what was concealed in the trunk of the car they casually passed by, their minds would be blown. To see a teacher of the local highschool, naked and tied up in the trunk of a car would be the story of the century. I could feel the arousal building in my pussy as I thought about my situation, and I hungerly wanted to touch myself. However, I knew I could not; not because of the cuffs, but because my Mistress had not specifically allowed me or indicated that I could. So instead, I pushed urge aside and continued to listen and visualize the world outside.
After a few minutes I heard the car door open and close again, with the engine rumbling back to life. We were once again on the move, and still I was unaware of where we were heading. As I rode along on the journey I began to feel the pains of stiff trunk pressing back against my prone nude form. This feeling was however soon push aside as well, as I sensed we were once again coming to a stop. This time however I did not hear Sage get out of the car, but instead could faintly make out that she was speaking with someone. I was unsure exactly what was going on, and shortly the conversation ended. The car began to creep forward before coming to a stop once again. I suddenly realized that we must be in some sort of drive through, and that triggered the feelings of actual hunger I had.
However, as the car once again began to pull forward a strange loud noise emanated from the front of the car that indicated that we were not in a drive through that provided food, but instead one that led to an automated car wash. I instantly began to wonder just how well sealed Sage's car trunk was as I felt the conveyer belt begin to take the car forward. As we entered, my ears were engulfed with the sounds of water and soap assaulting the body of the car. Followed by the pounding and reverberation of the scrubbing brushes. Thankfully, I did not feel any likes slipping through the trunk, and was a bit dumbfounded with the idea of riding through a car wash in the trunk rather than the actual car. Never had I, nor did I ever believe I would be experiencing a car wash in this manner.
Eventually I could hear the roar of the powerful air dryers, as we neared the exit of the wash. The belt pulled the car through the remainder of the service before giving a bit of a nudge forward into the awaiting lot. I felt Sage engage the car into gear and slowly pull away before stopping after a few hundred feet and getting out of the car. The familiar sound of the trunk popping open registered in my ears, I was soon very much on edge as to where we were and who may be around to catch a glimpse of me naked and restrained in a car trunk. Sage's voice helped to calm my nerves some.
"Just grabbing some towels. Those dryers never really get the job done."
With that, the trunk was shut once again, and I sat in my darkness waiting for what was next. After a while, the trunk popped back open, and I felt the thud of damp cloth landing on my side before it was reclosed. Sage had said nothing, but simply tossed the used drying towels onto me to further emphasize that I was her's to use as she pleased. While this should have bothered me, and might have to must anyone else, in some weird way it only further added to my desire to serve my Mistress. To commit wholeheartedly to her will, and trust that she had my best interest in mind. Whether that would considered normal or not, I did not care, I just knew that the way Sage made me feel was a feeling I had never experienced in my life.
Being lost in thought I hadn't noticed that once again we had stopped. It was the sound of Sage's door opening and closing that caused me to snap back to reality. Again, I begun to hear the sounds of a parking lot filter into the cramped trunk. I wondered where we were at this time, and just what exactly Sage had planned. After a long wait, I was delighted and scared to realize Sage had returned. I was scared because how I knew she was back, was from the sound of the trunk being popped open remotely. It was soon followed by the familiar sound of a shopping cart rolling across asphalt. I could sense that Sage had reached the car and had opened the trunk. She then began to place shopping bags into the trunk with my; placing them around me. I hoped dearly that no one was close enough to peer inside to see me, but was also confident that Sage was being cautious with my exposure.
"Just had to pick up a few things before heading over to your place. I'm sure the bags won't be an issue with you back here slut."
Upon finishing her statement to me, I heard the and felt the lid of the trunk pushed shut, and was again left to think and wait. After I assume, returning her cart, Sage returned to the car and again we set off. From here last statement to me, I figured we were heading to my place, and that it shouldn't be too long because the shopping market was near to my house. We traveled for about another three minutes before stopping once again and Sage exiting the car and popping the trunk. I could only assume that we had arrived at my home, but I was in store for further surprises. Sage reached in and began to help me out of the cramped space and to my feet. She uncuffed my hands first, and then removed the ball gag before instructing me to take the blindfold off myself.
I reached up and peeled the piece of fabric away from my eyes. My first surprise was that it was no longer daylight, and that meant we had been out for far longer than I realized. The second and more dramatic surprise was that we were not at my house, but instead back in the staff parking lot of the school. I quickly glanced around to see if anyone else was present, and was somewhat comforted to see that other than our two cars, we seemed to be alone. As I began to grapple with surprising nature of my situation, Sage spoke to inform me of what I was expected to do now.
"Well slut,as you can see we are back at school. I didn't think it best to leave your car here, and figured you could drive it home. However, I also felt it would be fun to push your limits some more. You will driving home naked. This of course isn't all that hard considering that you drive to school in the nude most of the time already. To add to the difficulty of the drive you will be doing it with your hands cuffed together; in front of you for a change. Also, your passenger window will need to be rolled down completely for the entire journey. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Good, here are your car keys, and if you would be so kind as to hold out your wrists as I again attach these."
Sage snapped on the cuffs, and then turned to leave me to make my way home on my own in my car. I stayed standing as I watched her enter her car and drive off before turning to mine to do the same. While it is true that I have become accustomed to driving to school in the nude, I wasn't too familiar with the level of traffic on the roads back to my house at this time of day; just before dusk and with the sun still up. Also, I have always had the added sense of security provided from my dark tinted windows, which of course would now be some what diminished thanks to the fact that my passenger window would have to rolled down.
Once inside my car, I quickly got the key into the ignition and started it. I rolled down the window, and took a deep breath before put it into gear and pulling away. I decided best to keep in the far right lane as much as possible to limit the amount of passers by on my passenger side. Thankfully, I was somewhat glad that I did not live too far away from the school, but did understand that I would be better off rerouting my usual path home as it would most certainly be busy at this time of day. So I instead planned to use the side streets of connecting neighborhoods, much as I had when Sage had me walk home naked from the park. Unfortunately, this meant I would spend a longer amount of time driving naked and handcuffed in my car, and unlike my previous journey home from the park I would not have access to a semi-concealed wash basin to travel along.
As I traveled through the different neighborhoods, I was a ball of nerves. I knew that for the most part no car would be able to pass to the right of me, which kept my exposure from the open window to a minimum, but I couldn't help and sense that at any moment someone from one of the many houses I passed would be outside and take notice of the nude driving slowly past them. Fortunately, all my fretting was for not, as I soon arrived to my neighborhood and was turning onto my street. I could see that Sage's car was parked on the street, which was a blessing because it meant I was free to park in the garage. Also, I did not see any of my neighbors out and about, so as I pulled into the drive and reached up to press the button to open the garage door I had an aura of confidence about me from another of my Mistress' tasks successfully completed.
Parked inside the garage bay, I turned off my car's engine and pressed the button to close the garage. I exited my car and made my way to the entrance of my house full of curiosity and wonder as to what was in store for me now. As I entered, I saw no sign of Sage immediately, but did hear the sound of groceries being put away in the kitchen. Wanting to show my Mistress I was back and successful, I headed off towards the kitchen to find her. Once in the kitchen, Sage rose from being bent over in the fridge to greet me.
"Perfect timing slut, I just finished putting the last of the groceries away; I am sure your travels home went smoothly."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Good, because I have a special and interesting night lined up for you. I have secretly set you up on a special date. However, it isn't your typical first date, but rather a sex date. I found a man online that was interested in meeting a woman he could use for a night. Of course, I pretended to be you through our online correspondence as I determined whether or not he was the right fit for the occasion. You see, I have been wondering lately what it would be like to see you taken by a male figure, especially one in which would be a complete stranger to you. So I have been perusing different online sex personals to find an appropriate match for the situation. Doesn't that sound absolutely delightful slut?'
The idea of being set up with an unknown male to be used by in a sexual manner both frightened and excited me. This whole time my relationship has been growing with Sage, I not once thought about being with a man; I had been completely content with the endless experiences Sage had broughten me. So reflected upon that idea, I answered my Mistress the only way I could, and only way I truly wanted to.
"Yes Mistress."
"Excellent, I knew you too would be excited. He will be arriving within an hour so I have to go over a few things that will be expected of you, as well as some of the things promised him on your behalf. Firstly, you are to behave and obey him as if he was me; anything he wants is permitted. Secondly, I will not be here considering he is not aware I control you and thinks you are submitting to him under your own desires, but I have gotten him to agree, didn't take much might I add, to film the whole thing on the camcorder which is currently located on the coffee table in the living room. Thirdly, once he arrives you are to greet him wearing only a tiny g-string which I have left for you on your bed, and a pair of your highest heels. This was his request, and I felt it only appropriate that the evening between you two start with little in the way of confusion as to what you truly are; a slut. Anyways, his name is Gerald, and I am sure you two will have fun. I will be on my way, make sure you are showered and ready to go before he gets here slut, and call me the moment he leaves."
"Yes Mistress."
With that she unlocked the cuffs, moved past me, and proceeded to exit my house. Just as she was about to shut the door she mentioned I was to call her the moment Gerald left. My mind was running a million miles a minute with the bombshell Sage had just dropped. I couldn't believe she had set me up to have sex with a complete stranger she met online. The thought scared and aroused me almost equally. It had been so long since I had been with a man, and while the idea intrigued me, I also knew that it wasn't going to be like any of other previous experiences. This was going to a stranger, using me for his pleasure, and me submitting willfully to him. Coming to that conclusion, I felt my face flush, and my sex slicken with arousal; I quickly hurried upstairs to shower and get ready.
In the shower I made sure every inch of my body was clean, and that there was no unwanted stubble near my intimate areas. The feeling of running my fingers across my now shaved head was a reawakening as to what I had already gotten into today. However, it did cause a smile to form across my face as I realised that it showed my commitment to my mistress, as to would my performance tonight. Drying up, and getting out of the shower, I was happy to notice my new haircut cut my getting ready time down considerably. I now only had to apply my makeup and then dress. I opted for a clean, natural look with my makeup before returning to my room to put on the lone piece of clothing I was to wear.
On my bed lay the tiniest string of underwear I had ever seen. It was quite simply just a neon pink string of elastic that would stretch around my hips and sit in between my ass cheeks and pussy lips. It makes absolutely no attempt for covering anything, but it did certainly make me look the role of a slut as I gazed at myself wearing it in the mirror. The elastic cuts into my pussy, and splits my lips open and holds the slightest bit of pressure on my clit. I smile again at myself from just how naughty it looks. Pulling myself away from the mirror, I move to my closet to find my highest set of heels. My highest pair just so happen to be a pair of six and a half inch, neon pink accented, clear stripper heels. Putting them accentuated the slut look Sage wanted, and I was already beginning to leak with arousal of having to present myself this way to a strange man in a matter of minutes.
Glancing up at my bedroom wall clock, I could see that a half hour had passed since Sage had left, and figured I should be expecting my male caller to be arriving before the end of the hour. I made my way back to the living room to wait. Just the simple act of walking through my house as I was dressed made me feel slutty; even more so than I did when I walked around naked. This felt different and exciting, probably because it was new to me. Being naked in my house had become customary, now I felt as if I was going to be performing; and in a way I guess I would be.
After a few minutes there was a knock at my door, and I sort of jumped at the sound of it. Settling my nerves some I walked over to the door knowing that this must be Gerald, the man Sage had arranged I be a slut for. I didn't bother looking through the peep hole to see who it was, figuring that I would know if it was him or not, and deciding it best to just jump into the moment with both feet.
Swinging the door open, I presented myself in a sexy manner to the person standing before me. It was a man, looked to be about mid-thirties, normal height, normal build, and short brown hair. I stood there silently for a moment as I took him in, and he gazed at me. He was an average looking man somewhat attractive, but nothing about him really stood out. Wearing basic t-shirt and jeans with a pair of sneakers, he looked like any other ordinary Joe walking down a street; certainly not like a man who was about to use me as a slut.
He broke the silence first, "May I come in Cynthia."
I nodded my head fearing that my words would fail me. I was struck by the fact that he knew my name. I guess I assumed Sage would have used a fake name, but then again she did set up this meeting at my house, so I'm sure she wasn't to concerned about me being recognized. Leading him into my house, I motioned with my arm towards the living room where the camcorder was. As he walked that way he spoke once again.
"I glad to see that you shaved your head for me. It really shows the depth of your submission to me, even if it is just for this one time. Its a shame though that I am not gonna be able to stay longer; I had something come up last minute and can only stay for a bit. But, I'm sure I can enjoy myself and my use of you in that time."
He flipped on the camcorder, as I continued to look at him in silence. I was somewhat startled by the realization that it was him who asked Sage to have my head buzzed, and not something Sage originally had planned for me. Also, I was absorbing the fact that he was indeed here to use me as a sexual outlet, but was happy to note that he did mention he wasn't going to be able to stay long. As I contemplated all of this, I must have glazed over at some point, because I was startled back to the present by the sound of voice speaking at me hastily.
"Well slut, what are you waiting for. Get that cunt of a mouth over here, and get my cock ready to fuck your worthless little slut self."



The vulgarity of his statement may have been a bit shocking, but I quickly scurried over to him to do as he commanded. His stern, and authoritative tone did not scare me, but instead aroused me. I felt as if it was my duty to serve him, and serve him eagerly and obediently. In my head, he was just an extension of Sage. My mistress ordered me to obey his commands, so if I weren't to listen I would be disobey not only him but also Sage. That is why my pussy moistened, and why I was soon on my knees in front of him working to free his stranger cock from his pants. Once free, I quickly got my mouth and hands onto it to get him "ready". As I did, his vulgar comments continued to spew out at me.
"Thats it slut, really work my fat cock. Show me the only thing stupid cunt mouth like yours is good for. Get my dick nice and hard so I can fuck your whore face like it needs to be."
His words only added to my excitement and enthusiasm; especially considering the whole ordeal was being captured on video. I was bobbing up and down on his cock like a mad woman, while my hands furiously worked his shaft and balls. Once he was completely hard, he used his free hand to push me away on my forehead before speaking once again.
"Okay bitch, know that you got my hard I am going to really put you through your paces. I'm sure a worthless whore like you has some rope or ties I could use, so why don't you get up off of your dick-sucking knees and go get it for me while I get undressed the rest of the way. And don't take to long slut, I don't want my dick getting soft while I wait."
I quickly stood and began to make my way to the bedroom where I knew Sage had me store some rope. As I hurried to get it, I thought to myself that he was right in his assumption that I would have something for him to use to tie me up. In fact, I had a number of different materials for doing just that now that I was Sage's submissive. Despite the number of choices I had, as I reached my bedroom I figured to just grab the rope as that was what he had asked for. However, because I wasn't sure what he intended to do with it, I made sure to bring enough, and in varying lengths to be suitable to whatever he desired. With the supply of rope in hand, I returned to him standing naked, erect, and capturing my re-entry with the camera. As I walk closer, I was able to take him in some more. Now that he was naked, I could see that he kept himself in decent shape, and overall rather tone. His cock stuck out taunting me, as it glistened with my saliva. I must admit that is was an impressive cock; about seven and half inches long, with some good thick girth to it. My pussy gushed with the thought of feeling it penetrate me, but I wasn't able to imagine it for long before he spoke to me again.
"Well done slut. It is good to see a dumb whore like yourself can follow orders. Now come over here and turn around."
As he said this, he sat the camera down on a shelf nearby to continue to record, but to allow him the use of both hands. Reaching him, he took the rope from my hands hastily, and I turned to face away. I felt him reach out and grab one of my wrists and pull it behind me. He then began to wrap the end of a piece of rope around it to secure it. Satisfied with the snugness of the knot, he proceeded to do the same with the other wrist. When done, I once again had my hands restrained behind my back as I had earlier with the handcuffs. He seemed to approve of his work, and signaled so with a firm swat on my ass and barking out further orders.
"There, that will work nicely. Now I can use that cunt mouth of yours as it truly should be used; just another slutty fuck-hole. So get back on your knees and open that cum-trap for my cock."
Without hesitation, I returned to my knees in front of the man that was a stranger to me no more than ten minutes earlier, and offered the use of my mouth to him once again. However, rather than simply sliding his member right into my open mouth, he began to whack me in the face with it. He dropped hard thuds onto my cheeks, chin, forehead, eyes, and nose. Basically, battering my entire face with his girthy unit. Throughout the cock beating, he continued to insult and humiliate me verbally while holding the video camera.
"Feel the power of my dick you stupid cunt. *thud* Feel how heavy and hard it is as I slap it into your whore face. *thud* This is how dumb sluts need to be treated *thud*, just as an object for dominants to use as they wish. *thud* I bet your sloppy cunt *thud* is just dripping with arousal *thud*, and that you actually feel proud *thud* to be used like this. *thud* Isn't that right slut? *thud* You love what I'm doing to you, *thud* and want more don't you? *thud*"
I answered him between slaps.
"Yes, I love feeling your hard cock slamming into my face. *thud* I want to be used as the worthless whore I am. *thud* Use me as you wish sir."
A smile crept across his face at my reply, as he continued with his dick-slapping assault on my face and verbal humiliation of me
"Oh, I intend to slut, *thud* and I intend to see just how willing of a whore you are going to continue to be *thud*."
With his last statement the onslaught of slaps ended, and rather unceremoniously he inserted his hammer of a cock into my mouth with one rough push. I could understand now why he had restrained my hands; he wasn't looking to receive mind-blowing blow job, but rather just looking to fuck my face. He began to slide himself in an out of my mouth, and with each re-entry he would press in a bit more. I felt his free hand grab ahold of my shaved head as if palming a basketball to pull it in to meet his thrusts. The head of his cock was soon pressing up against my the entrance to my throat, and I did my best to relax and let it in. My spit was thickening its coating on his shaft and he was quickly able to gain access to the tightness of my throat. Once in, the verbal assault began again as I tried to hold off gagging on his meat to little success.
"That's it slut, give me that throat of yours. Take my thick, fat dick like a true cunt, as I face fuck you stupid. Yeah bitch, gag on my cock; let me see struggle with my rod lodged in your hole. Take it to the balls whore."
In short order, I did just that as I felt his dangle of testicles bounce on my chin. My eyes were watering, and I was drooling and spitting up all over his cock. He however, only seemed to be encouraged by this and continued to fuck my face harder and with more vulgar commentary.
"I love it when a dumb whore takes to getting her face pummeled by cock so well. Its truly like your mouth is just another cunt hole to take a fucking in. Lets see now though how long you can hold this dick in your slut throat. It is such a lovely sight to see a whore's face stuffed with a thick cock, balls smashed into her chin, and eyes bugging out as they struggle to breathe. What do you say cunt, you want me to shove my cock all the way in, and see how long you can hold there?"
He pulled his slimey dick from my mouth and throat, and rested it on my face to allow me to actually answer.
"Yes, please do that to me."
He replied sharply, "Do what slut, I want to hear you say it."
"Please shove your dick all the way into my throat to see how long I can hold it there."
Again he replied sternly, "Come on slut, I want to hear you really beg for it. Tell me just how much you want it, and what you will do to convince me to do it."
I quickly, and desperately answered back, "Oh, please sir, stuff your fat cock into my mouth and throat. Hold it in this slut's throat, while I struggle to breathe. Choke me out with your dick sir, I need it. Please, I will do anything, you name it I will do it. Just please shove your cock deep in to my whore throat."
Another smiled formed on his face, as he continued to rest his hot, thick cock on my face and answered back, "What a true dumb slut you are. Begging to be choked out by my dick, and willing to do anything for it. Let's see just how true that is."
He then, without warning, lifted me up by one of my arms and leading me towards the front door. Reaching the door he turned the knob and swung it open. He pulled me through the threshold, and pushed me out onto my porch. Standing in the doorway in front of me, still holding the camera and still very much erect he gave me some more orders.
"So you will do anything to get me to stuff your throat with my cock huh? Okay, how about you go out to my car parked right there on the street, and lick one of my tires. Show me what a pathetic and desperate cunt you are. Prove to me what you said is true."
Even though the sun was still out and anyone of my neighbors could see me, or may have even been already watching me, I did as instructed and walked out to his car, got down on my knees, and licked the side wall of his front passenger tire. The taste of rubber and asphalt coated my tongue, but I didn't care because I just wanted to be the most depraved slut this man had ever been with. So as I struggled some to stand back up, and made my way back to him, I did so with a sense of pride and confidence. I could once again see the devilish smile on his face, and it almost made me smile as well. Once I got back in front of him, he spoke.
"What a fucking wild and wicked whore. Get down on your knees right here and I will fill that cunt throat of yours up to my balls with dick."
Eagerly, I did just that, and was rewarded quickly with the rough invasion of his meaty member forcing its way into the far reaches of my throat. His hand once again grabbed ahold of my head with his free hand to pull me into him. Within seconds he is lodged as deep as he can be, his balls smashed into my chin and his pubes flattening out my nose. His grip on my head tightens as he hold himself there and begins to speak.
"There you go cunt. I got your fuck hole filled to the brim with all of my cock. Now hold in there as long as you can, and look up at me as you do, I wanna see those dumb eyes of yours bulge and water."
I stared right into the camera lens as I tried to focus on relaxing with his meat packed into my windpipe. He stared right back down at me as the seconds ticked by. I started to struggle some about twenty seconds in, but did my best not to show it. My eyes must of betrayed me, because another smirk came across his face and I felt his grip tighten on my head. Thirty seconds in, and I my eyes really began to water, and my throat started to spurt. He just continued to hold himself inside, and hold my head still. After another ten seconds, I could actually feel my eyes begin to bulge out, and my throat desperately begin to contract in an attempt of rid itself of the obstruction. My wrists pulled at the rope restraining them, but to no avail. My vision blurred with tears, and I could feel the ooze of escaping spit run out of my mouth and onto my chin. Another five seconds and my vision began to fade; I begin to feel as though I may actually pass out. His grips locks my onto him as I feel myself sputter and gag, while I slip closer to darkness as another five seconds ticks by. Just when I feel I may fade out, he releases his grip and pulls his now slimey cock from my mouth and throat.
I gasp for air as my vision returns and my senses come back to me. As I am swallowing air by the mouthful, I can hear him chuckle to himself and rest his heavy throat intruder once again on my face. The slippery coating of my saliva causes it to slide around some which only brings about more of a chuckle from him and some more degrading words.
"That was almost good slut. I was almost impressed with you, but unfortunately you didn't quite make it to my goal of a minute so you are just another failure whore. I will let you try again, but you will have to earn the right once again. How does that sound cunt? Do you want a second chance to impress me with your slutty skills?"
Between gasps for air I answered, "Yes sir, I want nothing more than to try again at impressing you by holding you huge cock in my whore throat for as long as I can. I will do whatever I have to, to earn the privilege to try again. Please sir, allow this stupid slut the opportunity."
That evil smirk formed again on his face as he replied, "Okay slut, lick out my asshole and I will give you another whack at it."
Then he simply turned his ass towards me, and bent over slightly. I could see he did manage to twist is upper half to continue filming my next act of depravity, as I instinctively leaned in my face to his rump. Without the use of my hands, I had to push my face into the crack of his ass and work to find his asshole. The coating of saliva on my face from his resting cock helped me slip between his cheeks, and I quickly locked onto my target with my searching tongue. He tasted surprisingly pleasant with just a hint of sweatiness. I plunged my tongue as deep as I could, and began to swirl it around to lap up his asshole. I even began to use my lips a somewhat sucking fashion to slurp up the wetness I was creating with my darting tongue. As I work away, he made sure to continue his verbal humiliation of me.
"Yes slut, get your worthless whore face in there and clean out my asshole. Work it deep, and show me what a little garbage skank you are. Oh yeah cunt, that's it, can you taste that I took a fat dump at the gas station right before I got here?"
I couldn't actually taste anything that seemed foul, but the mere mention of it made me work harder at lick out his rectum even though I should have been turned off. I was on an extreme of horniness and arousal that everything about this experience was working to stimulate me. Soon I felt the grip of his hand on the back of my head, and pull me harder into his rear as I continued my tongue tornado assault on his puckered hole. He held my tight for a few seconds before pulling away and turning back to face me.
He said nothing this time, just pressed the head of his rigid penis into my mouth, and slid it all the way to the hilt. Once again, with his balls smashed against my chin, he grab ahold of my head and held himself in my throat. Just like the first time, I looked up into the camera lens as the seconds ticked by. I really worked to focus and do better; to last longer. Again, thirty seconds in and my eyes began to bulge and water some. I spoke to myself in my head, to try and calm down, and to urge myself to hold out as long as possible. Forty five seconds in, I felt as though I was doing better than the last time; my eyes were watering more, but I didn't feel as though I was struggling for breath or trying to eject his cock from throat with spasms. After another ten seconds in, roughly the same time I lasted last time, the signs of struggle and lack of oxygen began to show up, but I was determined to prove to him and myself that I could last longer. As my vision began to darken once again after five more seconds, it was me pushing forward to hold on and not him pulling me that showed my determination to him and caused another degrading chuckle to escape his lips.
I made it to a minute, with saliva oozing out all over the place, my wrists pulling tight at the rope restraining them, my vision blurry with tears and darkness, but I wasn't going to back off or show signs of fading. Fighting my instincts, I forced my eyes to stay open, and rather than trying to spurt out the cock intrusion, I attempted to swallow; to take more of it deeper. A minute fifteenth in, and I still was fighting to last longer. I was leaning hard into him to show my desire to serve. My eyes strained to remain open as my brain was trying to tell them to close and to let my body collapse. I began counting in my head to push for a goal. I wanted to get to thirty before I would allow my body to give in. With each number I counted off to myself, I felt more and more proud of my myself. I was closing in on my goal, when I began to feel my eyes winning the fight to close, and just as I got to thirty I let them shut. No longer pushing in and with my eyes shut, I waited to see when he would pull out, and I began to wonder if he was going to wait until I passed out. Fortunately, he pulled himself loose after about another few seconds, and I was again gasping to fill my lungs back up with air.
"Well done cunt, you doubled your previous time. Not bad for a slut hole. However, I regret that I must be on my way. I can't be wasting all my time on no good cum sponge like you, I have plenty of other more important things that need tending to."
Finishing his statement, I heard him began to grunt. I looked up to him still breathing a bit heavily, and began to get hit with a torrent of wet cum splatters on my face. He was jerking himself off onto me as if that was all I was there for. In a sense I guess I was, and it was with this realization that I truly felt like a used slut. He continued to shoot wad after wad onto my face, coating me like a glazed donut. When he finally finished, he stepped back into the house, reminding me that the last few minutes of deprivation and humiliation were performed on my front porch. He set the camcorder back on coffee table, got re-dressed, and then made his way back over towards me. He said nothing as he walked past me and down the porch to his car. I heard his door open and engine start as I remained kneeling in front of my door in a state of bewilderment. Just before he pulled away, he shouted out of an open window to me, "Thanks for the good time slut! Keep in touch!"
Hearing his car pull away, I stood up to enter my house. He hadn't even untied my hands before he left. He had simply just shown up to use and defile me, to make me do humiliating and degrading things, before getting himself off and leaving me to figure out what to do next. I had never felt so aroused and alive in my life. I hurried inside, closing the door behind me, and went to get my cell phone. With my hands tied behind me, fished it out of my purse, managed to unlock it and open up the dialer. Pressing the 1 to speed dial Sage, I laid it on my bed and turned to bend down and put my head to it as it rang. Sage answered after two rings, and immediately begun to ask questions.
I answered everything, and told her about the entire ordeal. she seemed pleased with my obedience, and really enjoyed hearing how he left me; she even playfully threatened to leave tied up until the next morning. However, the desire to watch the tape off my humiliation was too much to resist, and she acquiesced to come over to let me out and watch the tape.
To be continued...
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Sage arrived about thirty minutes after our call ended, and Gerald had left. She did not however, immediately untie me, but watched to video of my "date" with Gerald first. By this time his cum had solidified on my face, making it hard for me to see or talk. She even left me tied up; extending my uncomfortableness, while she began to enlighten me with what she had planned for me this weekend.
"Well slut you only have one weekend and the rest of next week left to continue earning the special trip I have planned for us, but I warn you things will progressively become more daring, and will take more willingness from you to complete. As you found out today, I expect a lot from you to earn this trip. So with that said, this weekend I have a few tasks for you to complete; three to be exact. I will give you the instructions for the first task now, and you will be given instructions for the others upon completing the previous task. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Mistress, I understand and am eager to do as you wish."
"Very good little teacher slut, I am glad to hear it. So with that let me get to the details of your first task. Starting tonight, once I leave, you are to get yourself cleaned up and pick out the smallest sundress you own, and the highest pair of heels that best match it. You will wear the heels and your collar, but not the sundress; for you will take the dress to your car and hang in the back seat. It will be what you wear for your task. With that complete, you will remain naked in your heels as you eat dinner, and wait to leave for your task. At ten p.m. you are to take your purse and phone, get into your car, and drive to the adult shop at the edge of town. The drive will be done while remaining naked. Upon arriving park as close as you can to the front entrance. Once parked you are then to get out and retrieve your sun dress from the back seat, and put it on while standing in the parking lot. Is everything clear so far my slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
I could already feel the heat of my arousal from the little bit of the task Sage had explained so far, and I knew there was plenty more to expect. The idea of getting dressed in the middle of a parking lot should have scared me, but instead I was actually looking forward to it. That isn't something I would have been interested in before I met Sage; but then again there have been hundreds of things I have done with Sage that I would never thought about doing before. After receiving my confirmation, Sage continued.
"Good, because now it will start to get interesting, and I want to make sure understand my instructions completely. With your dress on, you will enter the shop and proceed to the counter. You are to ask for ten dollars' worth of coins to the video booths, but make sure you also ask if booth three is available. The attendant will understand, and either inform that it is our direct you to another booth. The reason you must inquire about booth three is because that booth is a glory hole booth, if it is booked they will give you a booth number to another glory hole booth. You maybe realizing now a bit of what I expect for your first task; do you?"
"Yes Mistress, I will most likely be performing oral sex on strangers through the glory hole."
That idea once again excited me; especially considering I was still covered in the ejaculate of a stranger at that moment.
"That's good whore, but there is a bit more to it than that. Once you get into the booth, you will secure yourself inside by locking the door. You are to then feed the video machine with some coins to start a video; it doesn't matter what video you choose. At the moment the video begins playing your will to remove your dress and hang it from the handle on the door, and set your purse on the ground by the door; make sure to pull out your phone. Next, it is the waiting game. One either both side walls of your booth will be a hole, you are to squat down and hold your index finger in each of the holes until somebody puts their dick in it. As soon as that happens you are to begin giving it a blow job, but you must also use your phone to capture a clear picture of your face with the cock in your mouth. You blow them until they cum, making sure some of it ends up on you somewhere at which point you will take another picture of yourself. This will continue until you have finished off ten guys. At any slow point you are to text me any and all pictures you took up to that point. You are not to touch yourself or climax during this time. When you reach ten, and all of the pictures have been sent to me, you will then call me for further instructions for your first task. Is this all understood slut?"
"Yes Mistress, it is understood."
My response was immediate, and my mind flooded with the possibilities of the task. The simple idea of anonymously sucking off ten guys was nerve racking and exhilarating all at the same time. I never would have believed that something like this would turn me on, but here I was dripping with arousal from just the thought of it. It would certainly be a memorable experience for me, and as I pictured how the task would go in my head, Sage had me turn around to begin removing the ropes binding my arms. Setting me free, she said no more as she exited my house and left me to get ready for my adventure.
By ten o'clock that night I was ready and raring to go. I made sure to eat, and did just as Sage had ordered. Because of my excitement, I had to keep myself from running to my car, and speeding to the adult shop once I was in the car. Driving naked was nothing new for me, and because of the time of night, I wasn't too concerned about being noticed. It took me about twenty minutes to reach the store, and because it was a Friday night the parking lot seemed to have a good fill of cars in it. I found the closest spot I could to front entrance and parked; I was probably about thirty feet from it in the front row. Turning off my engine, I took a deep breath to steady myself and calm my excitement some. Once I was settled some, I grabbed my purse and open my car door. The cool night air felt devilishly wicked on my naked body. I then placed my purse on the roof of my car as I closed my door and opened the back one. Grabbing the small, light dress that was hanging there, I quickly slipped it on over my head. It was at this point that I took my first look around to see if anyone was looking; there was however no one outside.
Retrieving my purse from the roof of the car, I proceeded to make my way towards the entrance of the shop. Upon entering, I made no attempt to meander around, but instead made my way directly to the counter. I figured that the sooner I did, the better or else I would soon be just a puddle of nerves and excitement. The employee behind the counter was a mid-thirties man with a gut and stubble on his face. He immediately took notice of me, and a grin of intrigue slipped onto his face. As I reached him, he asked if there was anything he could help me out with. I asked for the ten dollars in video booth coins, and then asked if booth three was available. His grin grew larger, filled with his understanding of what I was asking, and happily told me that it was indeed available as he handed me a fist full of gold tokens. I thanked him for his assistance, and quickly headed off towards the booths.
They were located down a hall to the left of the counter, and booth number three was easy to locate as it was one of three booths with a red door; the other seven had black doors to match the walls. Inside my booth, I fed the coin slot to start playing videos, and picked a video that showed a blonde woman having sex with a group of men. With my video selection made, I pulled off my dress and hung it from the door handle. My purse was already on the ground as Sage requested, but I had to pull out my phone so I could more easily access it later. I took my position, squatting down in front of the monitor with my hands stretched out to the two holes in the wall on either side of me, and waited for my first visitor.
My wait was a little longer than I expected, and I could soon will the strain in my legs from my squatting position. As I waited, I thought about what I was about to do, and how even though I had given blow jobs to boyfriends in the past, it was never anything I particularly enjoyed or looked forward to. Now under Sage's guidance, I was actually eager to not only give a blow job, but to give ten in one night. My body was buzzing with the thought, and fortunately I soon heard the booth to my left open and close. After a few more long seconds, my first "customer" had arrived. His cock slipped semi-erect through the hole and I quickly took hold of it in my left hand. It was an average sized dick, nothing to write home about, just a typical circumcised, white skin cock. With cock in hand, I turned and brought my attention fully onto it. I stroked it some to get it to full mast, making sure to spit onto it for some lubrication. With it completely erect, I reached down for my phone, and put my mouth to the mushroom head. I cocked my head to the side and held out my phone to take the erotic selfie. Thankfully, I was able to capture the appropriate shot on the first attempt, and I was able to focus once again at the task at hand, or in this case mouth.
I became lost in excitement as I worked my mouth on the first cock of the evening. I wanted to be completely involved in the moment and not just treat it as a task to be completed. I wanted the man on the other side of the wall to leave feeling like he got something more than just a quick simple blowjob. So, I made sure I did everything I could to maximize his pleasure and experience. I sucked him, stroked him, licked him, and hummed for him. I took time to slap his cock onto my tongue, and talk dirty to him. I played it up for him, and made him aware of how much of a dirty slut I was, and how much I enjoyed his cock. It must have been effective because I soon heard him grunt and felt the first blast of cum shoot off into my mouth. I backed off and let the next shot fly into my mouth; it only made it to my lower lip before falling and draping onto my chin. The last little bit just dribbled out, I eagerly put my lips back onto his member to catch it. At this moment I also took the second erotic selfie making sure to showcase his deflating cock, and the semen left behind on my chin.
Once the man recovered, he pulled himself away from my grasp, and left without a word. Left alone again, I used my finger to scoop up the string of cum on my chin and fed it to myself. I then took my phone and quickly sent Sage my first two pictures of the night. After the pictures were sent, I once again waited for another cock to show up. Soon, another one did, and I perform the same way as I had with the last. The second one went about the same as the first with this time however the man actually speaking to me indicating he wanted to cum on my tits. When the time came I obliged his request, and he plastered my chest with his dick juice while I took a serious of pictures with my phone. When spent, he pulled his dick back through the hole in the wall, said thank you, and left. I began rubbing in his cum into my breast, was soon presented with another patron looking for my services. In fact the next ten minutes went by in a blur.
I was able to service another three men, taking my required pictures as I did. With each I repeated my previous routine as I had done with the first two. None of the three men spoke, and all of their cocks were about the same; meaning nothing was really all that impressive about them. Each man came, either on my chest, my face or in my mouth, and each time I made sure I was smiling in the picture. After my first thirty minutes in the booth I was pleased to realize I was half way done with my ten blowjobs, and was feeling good that I make get my task done earlier than I previously thought. Hopefully, Sage would be happy with my completion of the task, and satisfied with how quickly I would get it done.
After finishing my first five men, I had a bit off down time so I quickly texted the eight new pictures I had taken to Sage. Unfortunately, the steady supply of men needing to be serviced seemed to have slowed down, so I had to take up my original position of squatting as I waited. Three minutes had passed and no one showed up, but I was surprised to see my phone light as I received a message from my mistress.
"Looks like my little teacher slut is having herself some fun. Half way through, so let's see if I can't make it a bit more interesting. During your next break between blow jobs, I want you to slip your dress through one of the holes and into which ever booth is empty at the moment. That should spice things up some, not knowing if you will get it back or not. Have fun slut, and keep the pictures coming. Oh, and don't forget to call me once you have gotten to ten."
Sage always knows how to keep me on my toes, and push my limits. Pushing my dress through one of the holes would mean I would be left naked in my booth with nothing to cover up with. I would only be able to hope that once I was done my dress would still be in the booth for me to retrieve it after I was all done. There would be no guarantee that it would be, and also I would have to exit my booth completely naked to even get it back. Even though this new additional task was a gamble, I knew I wanted to take it and do what I could to make my mistress as pleased with me as possible. So, since I was still waiting for the next dick to appear, I grabbed my dress from the door handle, and began slipping it into the booth to my left. I pushed it through and watched it fall away in to the darkness of the other booth. I was now without any bit of clothing except for my heels. The knowledge of this, made me feel liberated, and I didn't care at that moment if I would get it back or not. I just wanted to suck some more cocks and please Sage.
Thankfully I did not have to wait long for my next "customer". Moments after my dress disappeared into the booth to my left, a dick poked through the hole on the right. It was by far the biggest of the night, but it would not have matter, as I would have devoured it no matter what. I quickly pounced on it as I had with the others, and even got so into it that I almost forgot to take the first picture. I quickly corrected my mistake, and was soon back to just focusing on getting the anonymous man in the booth next to me to cum. My enthusiasm must have been helpful, because I was able to get him off faster than any of the others. I felt his first spurt hit my tongue, and instinctively I pulled it out and let him finish spraying his load onto my face. Not only was he the largest cock of the night, but he also shot the largest load. Once he finally finished, it felt like my entire face was plastered with semen; I felt both dirty and proud. Before I let him pull away, I leaned in and kissed the head of his penis, while I also snapped off my required picture.
With six men serviced, I could sense I was nearing the finish line. I was proud of myself for doing as my mistress wanted; proud of myself for being able to get these strangers off so effectively. Rather than wipe away the cum of the previous stranger as I had with all the others, I instead just clear it out of my eyes and let it remain as a badge of honor on my face as I waited for the next one. In my head, the stranger's load was a symbol of my duty, and of my success. Even if I was the only one that knew, it still carried the same amount of weight with me. I was a proud submissive, on her knees, in a glory hole booth, and sucking strange cocks.
Waking me out of my proud moment was the appearance of the next cock protruding from the hole to my left; the booth with my dress. The notion that this stranger was in the same booth as my dress spurred me to perform more so. The idea that he may take it with him after, or that he was just simply standing on it with dirty shoes filled my head and I became a cock sucking fiend. I made quick work of him, got my pictures, and focused on the next one that was poking out of the other booth waiting. The next twenty or so minutes were a blur of me going back and forth from hole to hole, servicing the next three men. I was lost in my lustful desire to perform, and finish my task. By the end of my tenth man, I was covered and caked in cum; my badge of honor growing which each deposited new load. Fortunately, almost as if the universe knew my task, after the tenth man was finished, I had a long break. I took that time to send out the remaining pictures to Sage, and then call her. It only took one ring before she answered, and from the tone of her voice in her greeting I could tell that she was pleased with me.
"Hello my glory hole slut, I see that you have finished the first part of your task. It seems that you completed it very well too. You look good covered in cum. Well, I guess now I should let you in on the second part of your task. You are to leave the booth immediately after this call ends. Do not even look to retrieve your discarded dress or wipe your face. Go directly outside and back to your car. Get inside and drive to the fast food restaurant at the other end of town. It will have a drive-thru which is open twenty four hours. You drive-thru and order a vanilla shake nude and covered in jizz. Once you have your shake, drive back home and park your car in the garage. Take your shake and purse inside, and leave your purse on the kitchen counter. You will then take out your phone and with the shake in hand go out through your front door to the neighbor's house across the street. They keep their garbage cans on the side of the house, you are to make your way too them at which point you will take another selfie of yourself throwing the shake away in their garbage. At no point are you to drink from the shake. You will then send me the picture, and wait by your neighbor's garbage cans for my reply. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes mistress."
The phone went silent; I knew what I had to do. I calmly stood up, put my phone in my purse, and picked it up. I didn't give myself time to think, I just went about my task as if it was the most normal thing in the world. Walking through the sex shop, I could feel the stares of the few patrons around the store. They were all gawking at my nudity, and the fact that I had a face plastered with cum. Keeping my head up, I pushed myself to continue and was soon outside headed to my car. Inside my car, I felt a bit more sense of safety and cover, but not much. I quickly started my engine and put it into gear to wake my way to the next destination.
Since it was rather late, traffic in the town was minimal, and I didn't notice at any point if anyone else noticed me. It took me about twenty minutes to get to the drive-thru restaurant Sage requested I go to. The restaurant was close except for the drive-thru, and because it was the only building on the lot, there were only two cars parked outside; presumably belonging to the employees inside. Pulling up to the drive-thru, I was the only one there, so I had no wait to get to the order board. After being greeted by the employee's voice through the speaker box, I gave her my order and was told to pull to the next window to pay and pick up my shake. This was it, now another stranger would see my in such a whorish state; nude and covered in cum. As if on cue, a car pulled in behind me pretty cementing the fact that my only option was to pull forward. Not that I wanted to back out, but it did help me get over the little nerves I had.



The window was just around the side of the building, and I was there within moments. The girl who took my order opened the window as I arrived and began to recite me order and cost to me. She didn't seem to notice me at first, as she was reading of the monitor in front of her, but once finished she looked to me and her jaw dropped open. Silence filled the space between us, until I finally broke it by handing her my card to pay. She shook out of her shocked state, and took my card to run it. Upon handing it back to me along with my receipt, she asked why I was naked. I responded in a cute fun way, saying it was a beautiful night out, and I felt like experiencing it in the nude. She accepted my answer, but also added that it seemed I was experiencing more than just the night while she pointed at my face. Blushing, I responded back saying I am just a girl who likes experiences. Again the girl smiled before reaching over and handing me my shake. I thanked her as I took my order, and then drove off.
I was literally shaking as I drove away. All throughout my submission to Sage, it had always been just us two, no one was involved. Now, in just the span of a day, what was once no one has become many. The girl at the clothing store saw me naked; Gerald used me like a cheap hooker, and now I just displayed my nakedness and naughtiness off to a complete stranger at a drive-thru. It was all a bit overwhelming, but as I continued to drive I began to realize that it was also exhilarating. I felt energized and aroused, and wanted Sage to push me more; even if in doing so raised the level of danger. I was realizing that the danger aspect only added to the joy of my submission. As I came to my realization, I had arrived back at my house.
Without any hint of hesitation, I quickly got my car parked in the garage, enter my house, and was soon making my way out my front door as Sage had instructed. It was late out, and my neighborhood was definitely a sleeping set of houses. The risk of being seen out naked covered in cum was certainly low, but also not out of the possibilities. My heels clicked on the concrete and asphalt as I walked to my destination. Just as Sage and informed me, my neighbor's trash cans were indeed on the side of their house, to the left of the garage. It was a rather dark pathway that led to their backyard, but dark also meant less exposure for me.
I stopped as I reached the trash cans, and opened the first one. Positioning myself, I stretched out my hand with the phone and took a picture of myself holding the shake just open can. With the picture taken, I dropped the shake into the garbage and closed the lid before sending the picture to Sage. I then waited for her response back, a wait that seemed longer than it needed to be. However, I just stood there naked next to my neighbors' trash, for my mistress to contact me as she said she would. Just about two minutes after I sent the picture, my phone chimed notifying me of a new text message. I quickly opened the message and read what Sage had sent.
"Go into their backyard."
She was pushing me further, and I loved it. Seeking into my neighbors' backyard while naked would be so thrilling and scary, I would have to make sure I didn't leave a trail of arousal behind me as I walked. I immediately began following the side pathway to their backyard, knowing at this time of night they were most likely already in bed asleep. At the end of the path I reach a gate and have to reach over to open it from the other side. I do so as quietly as possible, not wanting to be too obvious and wake my neighbors. Once past the gate and closing it behind me, I take a deep breath and commend myself for quickly doing as my mistress ordered. However, now I have to wait once again, as I do not know what is next; Sage had not given me any further details yet. Moments pass as I stand vulnerable in my neighbors' backyard waiting for contact from Sage. It finally comes, and I frantically open up the message on my phone to read it.
"Go sit down in one of their outdoor lawn chairs, making sure to spread your legs wide open, and that you are facing their house. You will then make yourself cum. Once you have cum, you are to go back to your house, and get ready for bed. You are not to wash your face; I want you to sleep covered in the cum of anonymous strangers. When you wake up tomorrow, there will be an e-mail waiting for you detailing task number 2."
After reading the message, I quickly scanned the yard and saw that there were indeed chairs outside. I quickly made my way over to the nearest one, and positioned to face the house. Of course I made sure to be cautious the whole time, and to check to make sure my neighbors were actually not awake. The lights being off in their house was a clear indicator that they weren't, and in a flash I found myself sitting spread open rubbing my sex. Considering how worked up I had been all day I knew that my climax would come quick. I was slick with arousal and excitement, and within seconds of starting I could feel the rush of an orgasm coming forward. It hit me hard and long, causing me to shake and convulse as if processed. My sight faded as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over my body. I'm sure I moaned, but am not sure how loud. After what felt like an eternity, but in reality was a matter of seconds, my climax slowed to a stop. Considering I wasn't sure how noisy I was, I stood quickly on my shaking quivering legs to get out of there as soon as possible.
Silently I crept around the side of the house and across the street. Making it to my house, I entered and headed straight to my room. After the day I had, and orgasm, I was exhausted. Even if Sage hadn't told me not to wash my face, I don't think I would have been able to. Once I made it to my bed I crashed onto it, and was asleep in no time.
To be continued...
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My brain is racing through the endless possibilities of what Jerome may use me for as I drive to the convenience store by my house. I can practically feel the buzz of energy that is running through my body from my own arousal and nerves. Never did I expect that a wickedly naughty Friday night would turn into a devilish fuck at my school on a Monday, followed by any number of devious and degrading things. My pussy is dripping wet thinking about the black sex god that is Jerome, who is waiting for me at my house. Also, the idea that I have so quickly given myself over to this man is not lost on me, but rather than let it eat away at me, I choose to revel in the thought that such a man desires me so much that he plans to take me as he pleases.
Reaching the convenience store, I hurry inside to purchase the beer that he has requested I bring home with me. I am sure I look frantic to the employee behind the counter, but I do not care as I only want to pay for the case of beer and be on my way; I want to be standing naked for him in my house presenting him the beer and myself. Leaving the store, I quickly pull into my house's driveway and wait for the garage door to open. Once inside the garage, I shut of the engine to my car, grab the beer, and press the button to close the garage door before stepping out of my car. As the door rolls down, I step towards the door inside my home and set the beer down on the step in front of it. With my hands free, I slide my dress off and toss it atop the washer to the right of the door and pick up the beer before entering my house. Naked, minus the heels, I step inside and head towards the living room. I see him sitting on the couch, and as I get closer he speaks without looking at me.
"Put the beer in fridge, and then go shower. When you are done, return to me wearing only what I have laid out for you on the bed."
I am a little hurt that he didn't even turn to look at me, but push those feelings aside and simply do as I am instructed. Placing the beer inside the fridge, I make my way to my bedroom to shower. I check my bed to see what Jerome has left laid out for me to wear and am somewhat confused when all I see is a thin nylon strap. Upon closer inspection, I realize that it is a pet's collar. It is red, with a metal clasp, and a silver bone shaped tag that reads, "PET SLUT" on it. I am a bit shocked by the collar, but after a moment I feel charmed that he is claiming me; even it is as a pet. The idea that Jerome considers me more property than partner should appall me. However, it does the opposite, as I realize that giving myself over to this man will be relieving in a sense. When with him, I will not have to worry about anything going on in my life outside of his control. I will be able to just be there, and enjoy the ride. So with a smile on my face and a new sense of purpose, I quickly wash up in the shower, dry off, make myself presentable, and put on the collar he has provided for me.
I return to him sitting on the couch in the living room watching the television. This time I am able to make it completely into the room and am standing in front of him before he speaks to me. As I stand there waiting for his next command, I notice that he has my video camera next to him on the couch, as well as a pair of handcuffs, and a number of other sex toys I have never seen before. My pussy floods with the anticipation of those toys to be used on me. He moves his gaze from the television to me, and smirks with approval of following his command. Saying nothing, he simply begins to unfasten his pants and pull out his hardening member.
At that moment I know exactly what is expected of me, and drop to my knees in front of him, and quickly move my face towards his wonderful rod of pleasure. Still he says nothing as I slip the head of his enlarged cock into the warm confines of my mouth. I begin to build a steady rhythm, and soon am coating his shaft with the thin layer of my saliva. As I continue to work his thick pole with my mouth, I look up to him and notice he is now not even looking at me, but rather seems more interested in what is on the TV. I take this as a challenge to get him to notice my effort, and redouble my oral assault on his dick. Soon I am gagging myself with it as I begin to push more and more into my throat. His pubic hair tickles my nose as I finally impale my throat completely with the monster cock, and again I take a glimpse to see if his attention has now shifted. However, I am disappointed to see that it has not, but rather than anger me, it instead turns me on. The idea of doing something so personal and erotic for someone I only met three days ago while I am currently naked except for a collar that reads "Pet Slut" on it is humiliating; and it is that humiliation that continues to add gas to my burning fire of desire.
After five minutes of my suck-fest, he finally makes a movement as if finally noticing me. He looks down at me and pushes me away with his hand on my forehead. I remain kneeling in front of him, with saliva dripping from my lips and chin as he stands up in front of while grasping his trouser snake with his own hand. As he does he talks to me, all while stroking himself vigorously in my face.
"I ordered some Chinese food to eat while I watch the game; it should be arriving any minute now and I think it would amazingly slutty if you answered the door naked and with a huge load of cum on your face."
At the finish of his sentence, he grunts some before unleashing a torrent of spunk onto my face completely coating me with his sperm. Four or five large spurts land all over my face; I know I must looked like I just got slimed from the heaviness of the cum clinging to my skin. Spent, he puts the tip of his beautiful cock to my lips, and I lick away the excess that didn't manage to eject itself onto me. With his rod now cleaned and softening from its stiff stature, Jerome pulls it from my mouth and falls back to the couch. I tentatively begin to open my eyes and am surprised to notice that even with the amount he spewed forth onto me, my eyes were left unobstructed. I can feel it everywhere else though: my forehead, nose, cheeks, and chin are all slickened with his heavy manly juice.
As I remain in my kneeling position in front of Jerome, waiting for what is next, the doorbell rings and my pussy floods with excitement from what I am about to do. Jerome digs into his pocket and pulls out thirty dollars before handing it over to me. Taking the money, I stand and begin to walk over to the door. In doing so, I feel a drop of his cum fall from my chin onto my chest, and feel a bit dangling from the tip of my nose. I know I must look ridiculous, and am too aroused to care.
Hurrying to the door, I open it without a care in the world, as if nothing is a matter with the way I am presenting myself. The delivery boy is mid 20's, but doesn't take notice of me at first. Instead he is reading off the order from the ticket, but when he looks up I can see that he is nearly going to drop food from shock. I reach out and grab the bag from him, saying thank you and handing him the cash as I do. Giving him one last cum covered smile, I close the door and bring over the food to Jerome. I set the bag down on the on the coffee table in front of the couch and look to him for further instruction. He reaches past me for the food, while indeed spouting off an order at me.
"Go get me a beer slut."
Without hesitation, I turn to leave and retrieve him a beer. I am not put off by the fact that he is just an errand slut, and cum disposal. In fact, I am actually extremely turned on by the way he is using me, and am eager to see how far he is going to go with the treatment.
I return quickly with the beverage and hand it over to him. Taking it from me he instructs me to get down on my hands and knees in front of him so that I am facing away from him and towards the television. It is at this moment that I notice he has slid the coffee table out of the way I guess in preparation for my positioning. Once in position, I feel him set the now opened Chinese food boxes onto my back, and crack open his beer. He is humiliating my further by using me as a piece of furniture, all while I still remain collared, naked, and facialized with his spunk. It is completely degrading, but at the same time it causes my pussy to flood.
Continuing to remain in my position as his table, I don't look back, but can tell from the movement of the weight that he is indeed eating the food, and paying no mind to me at all. Occasionally, I will feel the drop of a piece of food onto my skin, or the drip of a sauce. It is a hot sensation, that doesn't really burn, but does give me the sense that he isn't going out of his way to keep it from happening. I begin to sense from the lessening of the weight, that he is getting close to finishing, and soon hear the sound of an empty beer can hitting the floor. My knees ache as I have been in this position for an extended period of time, and can only hope that he will soon order me to retrieve him a replacement beer.
My wish is granted as I hear the thud of empty Chinese food boxes hit the floor, from him using his arm to clear them off of my back, and orders me up to get him a replacement refreshment. I scurry off to the kitchen to complete my task, and while in there I feel my lower back with my hand and touch the sticky residue of dropped food pieces on my skin. I don't wipe it away, just as I hadn't with the now dried cum that is plastering my face, and I return to living room to supply him with his new beer. When I return and he takes the beer he speaks to me.
"Why don't you clean up this mess slut? No hands though; I need to train my pet slut to accept that she is nothing more than a pet to me; one that does as I order with no argument. Isn't that right slut?"
I reply with a simple head nod as I drop to my hands and knees to begin picking up the discarded Chinese food boxes from the floor with my mouth. There are three discarded boxes and one empty can, so I will have to make multiple trips to complete my task. Back and forth I go, taking each item individually from the living room to the trashcan in the kitchen. I remain on my hands and knees as I go to and from, to show my black master that I truly want to be his pet, and accept my role in our relationship.
Covered in dried cum and specs of food, I dutifully complete my cleanup duty and return to Jerome in the living room. His pants are still open and his enormous black pole, though flaccid, is still out and taunting me. I present myself on all fours in front of him on the couch, and am greeted with one of his devilish grins. My cunt flutters and floods with his grin and the anticipation of what is next.
"Okay slut, go wash off your face and return here, you are going to be my half time show."
Quickly, I jump up and make my way to the hall bathroom. Once inside, I turn on the faucet and begin to splash my face with water, and scrub away the dried, caked on cum. I make quick work of it, and am able to dry off and make my return to Jerome in no time at all. I return to the same position as I was in before leaving, on my hands and knees in front of him and I wait for his next command.
"Well pet, the game I was watching is at halftime, and because I don't really care for their halftime show, I thought you could make a better one. I want to watch and record you stuffing these into your ass, every single one of them."
He tosses down a set of anal beads in front of me. The strand is at least ten inches long, and each bead looks to be the size of a golf ball, and there are six of them. Considering that just a few days earlier I hadn't anything more than two of my own fingers in my ass, and now I basically taking anything he throws at me in ass. I love knowing how quickly I become an anal loving slut, from the moment when he first slipped his thick thumb into my hole I knew I would enjoy having my ass stuffed full.
"Just turn around and face that slut ass at me."
I do as he commands, and feel the ooze of lube squirted onto my puckered hole. I am thankful that he is letting me use lube, and I am getting even more aroused as I feel his finger rub the cool liquid into me.
"That should do it, now grab those beads and start pushing them in. Make sure to look back at me and the camera as you do so I can see the expressions on your face as you shove them in. Oh, and don't forget, I want all of them in; all the way in until just the plastic ring is sticking out."
I grab ahold of the beads, and find the one at the end. Bringing it up to my slick hole, I rub it around some to coat it first; all while staring back at him. Getting it slippery, I begin to press the ball into my ass. At first, my hole resists, and will not allow me to push the intruder past. However, I am determined to get it in so I press harder and soon feel my tender hole give way and allow the ball to slide through. The sensation of it stretching me open briefly before slipping inside and filling me up is unexplainable; it is simply pure bliss.
Only lingering on the sensation of the first ball pushing into place for a moment, I focus on now getting the next one in. I line up the second ball just as I had with the first and begin to press it in. The resistance is less than the first one, but as I feel it begin to enter inside, I can also feel it butt up against the first one. This causes the stretching feeling to last a moment longer than the first and I moan out in delight because of it. Once it is fully lodged inside, I waste no time moving on to the third ball.
With each ball that I press into place, my asshole loosens, but the time it takes to push it all the way is extended. I have to basically push the previous balls already inside, further in to make room for the new one. It causes me to slowly feel full, and my pussy to practically drip with excitement. Eventually, I run out of balls to push inside, and I look to Jerome for further instructions.
"You're not done yet slut, there is still some of the strand hanging out. I said I wanted you to get it all in until just the ring is left."
I realize my mistake and take the remaining bit of cord that each of the balls is attached to into my hand. Slowly, I begin to work the last little bit into my ass. It is difficult because of how flexible it is, but I manage and can feel the hard plastic of the ring pressing my puckered hole. It is remarkable to think that I now have at least ten inches of golf ball sized anal beads stuffed up my ass, and if anyone would to see all that would be seen would be a plastic ring nestled up against my asshole.
"That's a good little pet slut, now I'll hold onto the ring and you crawl forward. I won't pull them out; I will just hold the ring steady as you pull yourself off of them. I want to see the beads pop out one at a time."
What a naughty way to remove them, to have me crawl away from him as he holds onto the ring, causing the beads to just pull out. I eagerly began to crawl forward, and could immediately begin to feel the cord slide out. Trying to go slow, I continue the erotic crawl as I feel the first of the six balls reaching the exit point. Just like going in, it was a bit difficult to get out. I really needed to pull myself forward to allow for my asshole to begin opening up. As I finally opened up enough, I felt the ball pop out in a hurry, causing me to almost fall forward from the momentum I had built up. With the first one out the process continued the same, with each coming out a bit easier than the one before it. As the last one fell out, I could feel my asshole gaping open some and I just remained in my spot as I awaited further instructions.
"Now come back here and let's do that again."
Not wanting to keep him waiting I turned around on my hands and knees and began to crawl back over to him. When I reach him he hands me the beads again, and I begin to push them inside me once again. With back in, he again has me crawl away to pull them out. This routine happens two more times before Jerome seems to bore of it. Overall the impact made on me is that my anal opening is pulsing with the constant in and out of the balls, and my pussy is flooded with arousal. I have a feeling though that my ass will not be get a rest for a while now; Jerome seems to be eager to make me the biggest anal slut in town. As if on cue, he indicates that he has something new for me to do by holding up a long double ended dildo.
"Well that was fun; your asshole seems to really be opening up well. Why don't we see just how well your ass can do taking things deep? This is an 18 inch long double dildo, and I think it will make a good barometer for just how much of anal whore you can be. How does that sound slut?"
"Oh, I would love to see how deep I can take that dildo in my ass. Please slip it in me as far as you can."
"I certainly intend to. Now get into position and I will start feeding this thing to your hungry ass."
Without even a pause, I crawl over and turn my rear to face him. He too wastes no time as I quickly feel him spit on my hole and began pressing the dildo in. Looking over my shoulder, I see he is still capturing everything with the video camera as he uses his other hand to feed my ass the dildo. He notices me looking and orders me to turn away.
"It's better if you don't look, that way you won't think you have to much in and complain. You will just keep taking it until I can't push any more in."
I turn my face back forward, just as he wishes and focus on the unique feeling of the intruder sliding into me. I at times can feel him push it in and pull it out, but realize I am not really able to gauge just how much is in at any given moment. Of course, I do sense when it is deep, but usually only for a moment before Jerome pulls some out. I get the sense that he has a plan, but am not sure just what. Also, throughout the entire ordeal, he is talking to me and asking me questions.
"That's it slut, take this cock deep. Show me how much your filthy asshole can take. You have a greedy little ass don't you?"
"Ugh, yes I do. It just wants to be filled. Oh yes, filled by whoever and whatever."
"I can tell slut; I just met you and already you are letting me use and abuse you holes. You are just a nasty whore. Imagine what your students would think if they knew just how much of a dirty slut you are. That you are willing to let a strange black man you met at bar use you like a fuck toy."
The humiliation of Jerome mentioning my students only arouses me further. It makes me what to show him just how much of a slut and dirty whore I am. I know it shouldn't, but I can't fight my true feelings. This is an entirely new me and I am one hundred percent into finding all about this new me.
"You are doing good slut, taking so much of this long cock into your whore ass. But you want more don't you cunt, you want more of it filling your naughty ass?"
"Oh god, yes, give me more!"
"Beg for it slut!"
"Please, oh, please give me more. Push more of that cock into my ass. I can take it; push as much as you can in. Please, I need it so bad. I am just a filthy anal slut who needs her hole stuffed full."
"What a pathetic slut, if you want more reach back here and feed it into your hole yourself."
Eagerly, my hands reaches back to grab ahold of the dildo to start taking over and to show him just how depraved I am. However, upon getting ahold of it I am shocked to realize that there isn't much left. In fact what is left isn't even a handful. There is only about an inch or two remaining, the rest is already deep inside of me. My head snaps back to look at him in confusion. I can't really have almost all of that dildo inside me can I? A smile forms across his face when he sees my reaction and my head spin. He kind of laughs some before informing of my situation.



"It seems the slut didn't realize just how greedy her ass was. That's right slut you have almost taken all eighteen inches, how slutty is that? Also, you should know that you had that much in even before you began begging for more. You didn't even realize that you had almost taken the entire length. You are such a whore to beg for more after getting so much so it seems only right that you get what you begged for. Go ahead slut, give yourself some more. You seemed so eager to take more, let see you do it. Push it all the way in cunt."
My jaw just hung open as he spoke, and as I was enlightened with that revelation. How could I have had nearly seventeen inches stuffed in my ass, and not realize it? I truly must be an anal slut. Now curiosity took over where bewilderment once resided. Could I really take more? Was I really going to push the last little bit inside? There is only one way to find out I told myself, and soon that message was fired down to my hand as I began pushing the dildo into myself.
It was hard going as all of a sudden I could feel just how much was inside of me, but I was determined to get more. Slowly, I begin to feel my anal passage relent and relax as the dildo begins to slide further in. It is fractional, but it is progress. It is also the motivation for me to continue. Centimeter by centimeter I push the dildo in. Moments pass and I am nearly at the end. All that is left is about a half-inch of the tapered head. Using two fingers, I press at it until I feel my tips touch my hole. However, I don't stop there; I continue to press until my fingers slide inside as well and am satisfied that the long dong is in me completely. My fingers retreat back out, and the dildo remains tucked inside making me feel completely full as I look to Jerome for approval.
"Very nice whore; looking at you know you wouldn't be able to tell you have 18 inches of cock hidden in your ass. I can't believe a slut like you is allowed to teach the youth of this country. Simply one of the filthiest things I have ever witnessed. Congrats! Not only did you take the entire dildo, you managed to do so before the second half started. Now go crawl and get me another beer before the game starts back up."
As has been the case lately, his degrading and humiliating of me only fuels my sexual fire. Telling me how filthy I am, and bringing up my students again shames me, but it also excites and arouses me. He is simply using me for his entertainment, and yet I can't get enough of it. With my rectum filled with eighteen inches of sex toy, I crawl off towards the fridge to retrieve his beer. As I move, I feel the pressure in my gut, and realize that it is neither comfortable nor uncomfortable. I am not receiving pleasure from it specifically, but I am receiving pleasure from the humiliating fact of what I did. It is amazing to me how quickly I am sliding down the tunnel of sexual depravity; a tunnel with no bottom in sight.
Returning with his beer, I hand it over and remain on my hands and knees to await further instructions. He says nothing as he grabs it from me, and continues to watch the game on TV. I begin to daze off thinking about my recent depraved behavior. My mind wanders from my first meeting with Jerome, to our first night together, to his unannounced visit to my school, and now this. I can't believe how far I have sunken into my role as a nasty slut. I can't believe just how much doing so has turned me on more than I have ever been in my life. I am startled out of my thoughts by Jerome's words.
"Okay slut, this game seems to be a blowout and I think you have held onto that dildo for quite enough. Why don't you go ahead a push some of it out? Just imagine you are taking a shit that should get it started back out."
A wave of shame washes over me as I process the words he has spoken to me. To get this deep toy out of my rectum, it would very much be like going to the restroom. I would have to push some to start the process, and it would probably feel very similar too. However, not to upset or keep him waiting, I shift my weight back into a somewhat squat and begin to press my anal muscles to begin the process of emptying my bowels. At first nothing happens, but with a little help from my fingers pressing back against my opening, I begin to feel the long rubber cock move towards the exit. The head eventually pokes out, and I grab ahold of it with my hand. Not wanting to strain myself further, I begin to simply pull the lengthy toy from the depths of my anal cavity. I feel the shame wash over me again as I feel the toy is somewhat slimy, and is coated a bit with contents from my deep bowels. It is soon out, and my rectum is left once again with a feeling of emptiness.
"That's dirty whore, and it smells."
My face reddens with his words, as I am now kneeling in front of him with the 18 inch anal explorer gripped in my hand. Without notice, Jerome stands and exits the room to the kitchen; I remain in my position to only wonder what he has planned next. Moments later he returns with a dish towel in his hands as he walks back over to me and takes dildo from me with the towel.
"Hand me that. I can't stand looking at this disgusting thing, let alone smell it. However, I do want to use it to push your limits some more. So considering you are my pet slut as your collar indicates, let's play a bit of fetch. I am going to toss this filthy dong out your front door into the yard. You will then chase after it to retrieve it. However, you will not be allowed to use your hands, and it must be cleaned of your anal filth before you bring it back inside. Is this understood cunt?"
"Yes sir, I understand."
"Good, now go fetch," he said while opening the front door and tossing the sex toy out into the night.
Without a moment of hesitation, I was on my hands and knees scampering out the door after it. Thankfully night had now fallen and it was dark out, but it was still a frightful task for me to go out into my front yard naked as I fetched an 18 inch dildo like a dog. Also, I wouldn't be able to just go right back in upon retrieval, because I had to clean with my mouth first. That would alone keep me out and exposed for anyone of my neighbors to possibly see what a slut they lived next too. I put this all out of my mind though, as all I wanted to focus on was completing the task and pleasing Jerome.
It took me a few moments to locate the toy, but upon doing so I quickly went about cleaning it. Using only my mouth, face and tongue, I worked to move and clean the dildo as best I could. The grass was cold on my skin, and the crisp night air had my nipples hardened. I meticulously worked to clean the dong, not wanting to upset Jerome. Most of the cleaning was done with my tongue, but sliding it around in the grass did help to take away some of the sliminess. The taste was a bit off putting, but I powered through and soon had it licked clean. Picking it up at its halfway point with my mouth, I began to crawl back to the house on my hands and knees to show Jerome I was done.
He was back on the couch watching the game when I returned. He gave me a quick glance and then nonchalantly motioned me towards his once again erect cock. Dropping the dildo on the floor, I crawl in between his legs, and for the second time tonight began to give him a blow job. Just as I had with the first, I did my best work to try and impress him, and just as he had before he shows no signs of interest in my task as he simply continues to watch the game.
I am only at it for a few minutes when he suddenly stands up, disengaging his stiff member with a slobbering pop. He pushes my forehead so I am sitting up on my knees and have my head tilted back. I watch as he uses his other hand to stroke his lengthy cock only inches away from me. Knowing what is coming, I mentally prepare myself to receive his gift for me. With my eyes open wide, and my body still as a statue, I watch as his orgasm erupts and spews all over my face for the second time tonight. When the last drops fall from his mushroom head onto my upturned face, he tucks his tool away into his pants and speaks.
"Well slut, I have had my fun and should be going. I'm sure you got some enjoyment out of that. Sluts usually do when they get to act like sluts. It is too bad I couldn't find your limits tonight; I guess I will just have to keep trying, and keep pushing."
He said nothing else as he walked out and left me kneeling in my living room with a face full of his spunk. To say I was disappointed that he was leaving, especially considering I hadn't gotten any release yet, would be an understatement. However, the way he left me, without saying good bye and as if he was just over to pass the time only added fuel to my fire. It also wasn't lost on me that he stated he would need to keep trying to push my limits, which meant I would certainly be seeing more of him. I remained kneeling as my hand reached down between my legs and I pleasured myself to a mind blowing orgasm. After I recovered, I got myself up, cleaned up, and made my way to bed. I drifted off to sleep dreaming of what Jerome would come up with next.
To be continued...
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I awoke early the next morning naked and crusted with cum, but I felt refreshed and energized. I was proud of myself for doing as my mistress set out for me the night before, and was eager to see what my next task may be. Without cleaning up, I walked to my computer and booted it up. Once it was running, I logged into my email and saw the message I was dying to read awaiting me; it simply had the subject "Task #2", and I could see Sage had also added some attachments to it. Before reading the email I opened up the attachments, and immediately my pussy flooded with arousal as I viewed the very erotic and pornographic pictures of me from the night before. In my state of heightened arousal, I read over the email that detailed my next task.
"Good morning gloryhole slut. Hopefully you are able to take to your next task as easy as you did your first; it should be quite the thrill for you. Before I get to that however, I need to give you a bit of background as to how I came up with this task. As you may be able to gather I am a very sexual young women, and considering this I sometimes enjoy the wonderful offerings of the internet when it comes to pornography. There is site I go sometimes that specializes in girls using webcams to put on sexy shows for anonymous audiences. You know the type, were you get to view them for free, but the girls usually will do more wild and erotic stuff if you tip them electronically. Well anyways, some of my more favorite shows are often ones in which the girl is somewhere public while doing the sexual performance for tips. It has a sense of excitement, and danger.
So that brings me to your second task, I want you to perform a show like this for me. Not too worry, it will only be me you will be performing for, but it will be in a public venue. In fact the location for this performance of yours will take place at the University library two towns over. You will bring with you your laptop that has a built in webcam, and if you look in your hall closet you will find a newly acquired second webcam and mobile modem. The mobile modem will allow you to use your laptop without risking the tech team at the University seeing what you will be doing, and the second webcam will help capture multiple angels. Setting them up should be rather easy.
You are to leave for the library as soon as you finish this email, and are cleaned up and ready to go; no later than noon. As far as what you are to wear, you should wear a nice sundress that is easily removable, and of course no underwear. I'll leave your footwear up to you, but I expect it to be sexy. Also, you are to bring your collar, the large dildo, a butt plug, and a long coat. Carry all of your items, in a backpack; that way you will look more like a student. Upon reaching the University, you will call me, and I will inform you on the details of how you will connect with me via webcam. Remember, to be at the library no later than noon, I will be expecting your call so don't make me wait.
Sincerely,
Your Mistress"
Once I finished reading the email, I ponder my task momentarily wondering of the number of possibilities and risk I may have to take. However, the excitement to perform for my mistress even via webcam was enough to quell any fears or hesitations I may have had. I hurried off to clean up and gather my supplies, for I knew I would want to make sure and get to the library as soon as possible. In the shower, as I scrubbed away the remnants of my glory hole adventure, I envisioned what putting on a webcam show for Sage in a public library would be like. My hand wandered between my thighs as I imagined being naked amongst the books and stacks, or pushing a dildo into myself as I sat at a study nook; it was amazing how much the thoughts excited me.
Not wanting to push myself to climax without Sage's permission, I reluctantly pulled my hand away from myself, exited the shower to dry off. Quickly, I fixed myself up and had on a nice airy, blue sundress with spaghetti straps. The hem came down to three inches above my knee, and felt incredibly light on my naked skin. I paired the dress with a pair of black patent leather Mary Janes, to add to the effect of a college girl that the backpack would help with. Before leaving the closet, I pulled out my khaki colored trench coat to bring with me. When worn it would cover me up more than the sundress.
Strolling to the hall closet, I found the two pieces of electronics Sage had informed me about and brought them back to my computer. I wanted to set them up prior to leaving so I wouldn't have to do it at the library. Just as Sage had sad, setup was a synch, and I was soon gathering the devices together to put into my bag. I still had my backpack that I used in college stored away in a closet. Getting the electronics put inside, I scurried off to my bedroom to retrieve the dildo, butt plug, and my collar. Putting each item inside the pack, and zipping it shut, I was ready to head out for the University.
I had to travel about an hour to get there, and that meant I would arrive about an hour and a half before noon. The entire drive, I continued to imagine the endless possibilities Sage would come up with for my webcam show, and before I knew it I was at my destination. I was somewhat familiar with this University as it had been my school's rival in sports, and I would often come with friends to cheer on our sport teams. However, other than the sporting venues I wasn't too sure where anything else was. I had to stop and get out, to look at a campus guide map to find out the location of the library, and was happy to realize I had parked in the appropriate lot already. On my way back to my car to get my bag, I called Sage to let her know I had arrived; she answered almost immediately.
"So, my slut has made it to the library, and very quickly it seems. Someone must be eager to perform in public."
I responded appropriately being her submissive, "Yes mistress, I am eager to do as my mistress wishes."
"Well slut, I am happy to hear that, because I have plenty of wishes for you to fulfill this afternoon. However, you must first get ready. Go and find a nice secluded area of the library, a place you can be relatively alone. You will then setup your laptop, and webcams to begin chatting with me. I have emailed you the address to the site we will be using this afternoon, so once you are connect you will request me to view. Don't make we wait too long slut."
With that the line went dead, and I found myself quickly hurry to the library. Once inside, I began my hunt for an appropriate location to set up. The library was three stories tall, and after a preliminary glance around the main floor, I decided it might be best to go upstairs as it looked rather crowded with students on the first floor. Because of my short crew cut, and flirty blue dress, I did get my fair share of looks and stares as I headed off to the elevators, and I got a tingle inside when I thought if they only knew what I would be doing in a few moments. Hell, I didn't even know what I would be doing, only a vague idea.
Inside the elevators, I decided to go directly to the top floor, as I figured less people would take to time to travel all the way up here to study. When the doors opened I was happy to see that my assumption was right. The elevator opened onto a smaller open study area with long tables of which only had a few students sitting at them reading or on laptops. The rest of the floor seemed too filled up with aisles of book stacks. I did notice that there was a pathway around the edges of the floor to follow along the walls, and that this path had some more private cubicles lining it. I decided to follow this path and investigate the floor a bit further.
As I walk around the floor, I passed the more private desk cubicles, and took note that most were empty. Also they were parallel with the aisle of books, so they almost were completed sealed off from outside view. I continued on the path and around the backside of the aisles. On the backside the path narrowed and there were no cubicles, just floor to ceiling glass windows to allow light in. Continuing on, the side opposite that of the elevators, the path widened and was a replica of the other side. A line of desk cubicles running along one side of the path pushed up to the wall, with the aisles of books running on the other side of the path. This side was far more secluded than the other, as it could not be seen from the main area of the library as easily. I walked down the entire row of cubicles to see how many were taken and was glad to see only two or three were; all mostly near the front, closer to the elevators. I doubled back and chose the empty cubicle at the end of the row, closest to the back wall. This way I could see anyone coming from in front of me, and not have to worry too much about someone coming from behind.
Satisfied with my choice, I set my bag down and began to pull out my equipment I needed to set up. I left the "toys" in my bag and set it on the ground at my feet as I worked. Soon I was ready to go, and was quickly online with the modem Sage had purchased for me. Loading up my email, I found the link Sage had provided and loaded it up as soon as possible. It took a bit for me to become familiar with the site and make sure my webcams were set up, but within moments I figured it all out and sent of the invite for Sage to join the room. In a matter of seconds here name appeared in the chat box. The way the site was configured, I was the only one going to be using a webcam, while Sage and I would communicate mainly through the chat box. I was a bit disappointed by this, because I was hoping I would get to see my mistress as I performed for her, but at least I knew she would be seeing me. However, I couldn't dwell on that matter for long as Sage soon began the chat dialogue.
Sage: Have you found a nice secluded space for your webcam show?
Me: Yes mistress, I believe I have.
Sage: How about you lift up the second webcam and kind of give me a view of your surroundings?
I did as Sage instructed and lifted the secondary webcam up into the air and turned it around to show her a 360 degree view of where I was.
Sage: Very good slut, things should get interesting now. You should start by putting on your collar.
Me: Yes mistress.
I reached into my bag and pulled out my leather collar. With practiced hands I quickly had the strap around my neck.
Sage: Well now doesn't my little pet slut look so appropriate with her little collar on? Now why don't you show me how much of a slut you are, and take the dress off?
Me: Yes mistress.
With a flush of nerves I quickly looked around to make sure no one was around or coming near. Of course I chose this spot to keep that possibility low, but still wanted to make sure. Confident that I was hidden and no one was coming, I nervously began to pull the dress up and over my head. It took only seconds for me to take it off, but those felt like minutes. With it off, I set it down on the desk, and sat naked as I redirected my attention to Sage.
Sage: What a naughty little pet you are. I bet you feel so vulnerable sitting naked in a public library. Well, let's see if we can't push the envelope a little more. Considering I won't be letting you use the dress anymore, go and put it in the cubicle two in front of you. Oh, and make sure you angle the webcam so I can watch.
Me: Yes mistress.
Riding a wave of nervous excitement I took no time to ponder my task, but simply stood up, adjusted the webcam, and then made my way to the cubicle with my dress in hand. No one was around, but the knowledge that at any moment someone could come around one of the corners and see me kept me on edge and made me sure to be quick. Dropping the dress onto the desk of the cubicle, I quickly hurried back to my cubicle for some sense of security and repositioned the secondary webcam.
Sage: Well done pet. I bet your little cunt is just dripping with excitement. Show me how wet you are slut. Pull the webcam down and let me watch as you finger yourself a little bit.
Me: Yes mistress.
Again, doing just as Sage wished I grab the cam and begin to touch myself. She is right as usual, as I am absolutely soaked from the excitement of the situation. The risk of exposure, like it has countless times before, has me practically leaking onto the chair. My body warms, not only with excitement, but with pride as I know I am making my mistress happy. I touch myself slowly with two fingers at first, focusing on the outside of my sex and coating my lips with the juices I am producing. Wanting to go further, I slip my fingers inside and began to stroke them in and out; building the pleasure within and the desire for release. I am only at it for a moment before Sage pops up with further instructions.
Sage: Stop. Take your fingers out of your sloppy cunt and lick them clean.
I do as I am told, and moan as I taste myself.
Sage: Take your dildo out of your bag, and give it a good blow job right there on the desktop.
Me: Yes mistress.
Reaching down to my feet, I pull the toy from my bag. Sage had told me earlier to bring my large dildo, however she didn't specify which one exactly. Over our time together, my collection of dildos has seemed to grow; especially ones of the large variety. The one I choose for this outing was my 10 inch black jelly dildo with realistic balls. I set it up on the table top, and begin my duty of going down on it. The rubber taste takes a while to leave my mouth, but soon my only focus is putting on a good show for Sage. I bob up and down on the fake cock, and behave as if it eventually will cum if I am good enough. I begin taking it deep into my throat and pushing my mouth down to the soft jelly balls. Holding myself impaled on the cock, I forget where I am, and only focus on my task. Saliva begins rolling out past my lips and forming a puddle of sticky spit around the base of the rubber dick. While I am performing, I keep my eyes locked to the screen and cams to make sure my mistress is pleased. Eventually, I see she has typed further instructions.
Sage: You're doing good pet, now keep that cock in your mouth and stand up. I want you to walk out of the cubicle and continue your blow job show on the floor of the walkway. Make sure the webcam can see you. Count to 100 before coming back to the cubicle.
Upon reading Sage's message, I push the dildo all the way into my throat and hold it there with one hand. I then grabbed the webcam and directed it at the floor next to my cubicle before leaving the cubicle and getting down on the floor to continue my task. I become even more focused on my job, and the warmth I feel from the arousal and exposure spur me on. Knowing that I am completely nude in a public library, crouched down on the floor in front of a floor to ceiling window, and performing felatio on a ten inch rubber cock drives me wild. I no longer care what the blow job looks like, but simply am impaling my mouth and throat onto the phallus. At first, I forget to count because I am lost in the moment, but soon I realize I better unless I want to spend the rest of the day out in the open. Not wanting to risk being caught, but none the less being endlessly aroused by the chance of being caught, I begin counting off in my head to a hundred. As I counted and continued my mouth assault, I began to envision being caught and being seen. Not knowing if anyone can see from the outside through the window is also a thrill, but I am confident that I am on a high enough floor that this would be nearly impossible; plus the outside of the windows seem to be tinted anyway so it seems unlikely I could be spotted from the outside. However, I began to picture myself performing in front of countless strangers as they looked on with shock, or pointed and laughed at me. I was slipping further and further into my role as a slut for Sage, and was now craving the continued humiliation and depravity that went along with it. Eventually, I was able to come back to some bit of reality as I reached one hundred in my head. Stranding up, I kept the dildo in my mouth and took a glance around before returning inside my cubicle.
Sage: What an obedient pet slut you are, now go back out of the cubicle but further away and fuck yourself with that dildo. Do not cum, just stuff yourself like a true whore for a good minute before coming back.
Me: Yes mistress.
With the rubber member still in my mouth, I took a glance to make sure there was still no one around before adjusting the webcam and heading to a further spot two cubicles ahead of me on the floor. I sat down on the cool floor, and spread my legs open. Removing the toy from my mouth I guided it down to my dripping snatch and snuck it inside in one quick push. Wanting to continue putting on a good show for Sage, I start to aggressively push and pull the fake cock in and out of my sloppy box. I also keep picturing someone coming around the corner to find me which keeps me pushing myself to behave even sluttier. I figured I would count once again to a hundred in my head to be safe that I was fucking myself for a minute as per Sage's order. The idea that at any moment someone could come around and find was the like gas to a flame, and ignited me to behave in such a whorish manner. All too quickly however I reached the silent count of one hundred in my head, which thankfully allowed me to stop my self-fucking or else I am not sure I would have been able to keep from climaxing. Returning to my relatively safe hiding spot with the dildo held inside my abuse boxed, another message from Sage was waiting for me.
Sage: Well done slut. That was an excellent pounding you gave that pretty little cunt of yours, but I'm sure you tight whore asshole needs some attention as well. Get the plug you brought with you out, and prepare it to go into your vacant ass with your mouth while standing in the cubicle.
Me: Yes mistress.
Making sure the webcams were appropriately adjusted, I reached into my bag and pulled out the butt plug I had brought. I had chosen a traditional style plug, pink and large, for the day's task. Once I produced the plug from the bag, I held it in front of the cams for a moment to allow Sage to see it, before I brought to my mouth and began to slobber on it to lubricate for its soon to be new residence. As I performed my slutty mouth movements on the plug, Sage wrote out further instructions for me to follow.
Sage: What a true slut you are. Pull out the dildo from your snatch, and finger yourself some more before using your whore juices to lube up you asshole.
I did as Sage instructed and pulled the dildo out of my drenched pussy, setting it on the desktop before reaching back with my free hand to stuff my cunt with my fingers. I felt so dirty as I stood in a college library naked, sucking on a butt plug and fingering my pussy so I could wet my own asshole for the plug. With my fingers properly coating my juices, I pulled them out and placed them against the ring of my ass. Using soft circular motions I began coating my asshole with the slimy coating.
Sage: That should be good enough my pet slut, let me see you push the pretty pink plug into your slutty little ass.
I pulled the plug my mouth and turned around so my back was to the cams. I bent slightly at the waist and brought the plug around to my rear end. Without a moment of hesitation, I began to press it into my sphincter, forcing it to pass the tightness of my ass hole. Slowly it began to slip further and further into my ass, filling me up as it went. Eventually, I pushed it past the widest point, and my ass took over from there by swallowing up the remainder of the plug until only the base remained. With the plug lodged in place, I turned back to the face the cams and see what further instructions Sage may have for me.



Sage: Okay slut, now that your ass is properly stuffed, show me what a good little pet you are and get down on your hands and knees and crawl out into the open walkway at the end of the aisles, continuing away from the cubicle until you reach the end. Once you reach the end you may turn and come back. Just make sure to set the cam up first to capture you slutty pet crawl.
Me: Yes mistress.
As I adjust the secondary cam, I think to myself that this order will certainly be the most daring so far. I would have to crawl on my hands and knees a distance of about one hundred feet, while crossing the open area of the aisles. There were five sets of bookshelves on this floor, which meant I would have cross over four open aisle to reach the end before having to turn around and do it all again. With the cam in place I steadied my nerves before dropping down on to my hands and knees to begin my trek. I knew the aisle with the cubicles in it was clear so I crawled to the first end of the bookshelves. As I reached it, I slowed to peer around to corner to make sure the coast was clear. Satisfied that it was, I continued to the next one as quickly as I could. I used the same technique at each end I reached, wanting to make sure my chances of being caught were a small as possible. Of course I knew that at any moment someone could come down any of the aisles in front of me or the ones I had already passed and catch me in my humiliating situation. This knowledge of course both scared me and excited me.
With my pussy practically leaking I eventually managed to make it to the end. My path back I used the same cautious method I took out. It was on my way back that I began to picture myself as if I was an outside observer. I realized what an unbelievable sight I was. A high school teacher, with a buzzed shaved haircut, naked except for a collar and shoes, crawling on the floor of a public library, stuffed full with a pink butt plug, and all while capturing the act of depravity on webcam for my mistress who just also happened to be one of my 18 year old female students. The reality of the situation almost made my cum on the spot, though it should have been a moment of awakening at just how low I have sunk into this world of teacher/student submission/domination. I however safely made it back to my cubicle before I had time to ponder those thoughts any further, and had another set of instructions waiting for me from Sage.
Sage: Oh my, you truly are an obedient little pet slut. I feel as though you should be awarded for your obedience. I will allow you to cum now, but you must do so standing up in your cubicle while you stuff yourself with the dildo. Once you have cum, you may leave the library. However, you are to leave the plug inside your ass, your collar on, and you may not retrieve your dress to put back on. You will only be allowed to wear the jacket you brought along, and because I am in a good mood, I will allow you to put the dildo in the bag along with the tech equipment rather than have you carry it in your hand. You will drive back home and there will be an email awaiting you with the third and final task of the weekend. Is this all clear slut?
Me: Yes mistress.
Sage: Good, know let me watch my pet slut fuck herself to climax.
Just as obediently as I had with all the other instructions, I grabbed the dildo from the desk and brought it to my wet pussy. With one quick push, I slid the cock all the way into my wanting hole. Because I was already so aroused from the day's events I knew my climax would not take too long. My hand feverishly pumped the dildo into my box as my other flicked at my sensitive clit. Within moments I could feel the tell-tale signs of my impending orgasm. A few more pumps of the dildo, along with some quick flicks of my clit and I was at the moment of no return. The orgasm crashed over me, and my body trembled with it. My knees shook and threatened to give out, and my mouth gaped open in a silent moan. The high continued for a few moments more before I began to come down. As I did, the hand on my clit had to reach out to the desk to support some of my weight.
When I finally regained enough of my composure, I glanced up at the computer to see what if anything Sage had to say. All I saw was a simple word, and the indication that she had signed off.
Sage: Good.
Disconnected 1 minute ago
Slowly, I began to come fully back to earth. As I did, I started the process of packing up. I stayed naked the entire time until everything was turned off and properly stored away in my bag. Once everything was taken care of, I then put on my coat and headed out of the library. I am not sure if anyone noticed that I was no longer wearing what I had when I walked in, or that I was now wearing a sub collar, but just simple idea that someone could have made me cream myself some more.
To be continued....
Authors Note: Sorry for once again taking so long with the continuation of this story, all I can hope is that you are still eager to read it, and that it is as enjoyable to read as the others have been. I promise that I will continue this storyline, and that I will do my best to be quicker about the updates.
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The hour ride back home from the library was uneventful, minus the fact that I was a bit daring and allowed my jacket to fall open in the front as I drove. My breasts were covered, but I still felt exposed as my naked skin was clear to anyone who may have taken notice; not that anyone I noticed did. However, the hour did seem to flash by thanks in large part to the fact that I kept reviewing my library task over and over in my head. I couldn't believe just how daring it was, and how wonderful my orgasm was from it. It also didn't help that I was still plugged, so every bump in the road sent a tingle through my body.
Arriving home, I parked in my garage and decided to take my jacket off and leave it in the car before I went inside. I carried backpack with me back to my bedroom, and began to unpack it. I did not put anything away, but instead decided to get my laptop booted back up so I could read the email that Sage told me would be waiting. Also, I left the plug in my rear as Sage had not instructed I take it out yet. After the usual wait time for the computer to turn on, I quickly logged into my account and opened my Mistress' email detailing the third and final task for me this weekend.
"Well my little teacher slut, or is it library slut, or is glory hole slut, anyways I assume your journey home was pleasant and that you are eager to get you third task finished. For your third task you are to start a blog. However, let's just say that this blog will be a little bit more 'adult' themed than a normal blog, and quite frankly even a bit more personal. What your blog will consist of is a picture by picture account of your submission to me from the start until now. You will include information about what the pictures are showing, and how you were feeling during that point in your submission. Of course I don't want you to expose you actual identity, so you are allowed to use pictures, or crop them as to not display your face or anything that may directly identify you. You have free reign as to which pictures you choose to post, and what you write about them, but I do expect to see a good catalog of your submission on the blog. There is a flash drive on your kitchen counter that contains all of the pictures I have taken of you so far, or pictures you have taken of yourself. Also, considering you can't use your real name, or mine for that matter, you will refer to yourself as slut and to me a Mistress in any written portion on the blog. When you finish with it, you will send me a link via email so I can check your work. From this point forward, you will keep the blog up to date with regular posting of your submission. You should be able to get this done before you go to bed tonight, so for added incentive for you to get it done in a timely manner, you will remain plugged, naked, and collared until you finish. Sunday will be a day of rest, but you may not get dressed or pleasure yourself. I will send a text to you with instructions for Monday morning.
Happy blogging,
Mistress"
The excitement and danger of publically posting my submission on a blog with photo evidence was at the same time terrifying and exhilarating. The last few days I had really been thinking deeply about my submission to Sage and felt that this blog may be a great way to let out all my thoughts and feelings. However, I also understood the danger of posting such explicit and personal pictures of myself on the internet. I would have to make a concerted effort that none of the pictures contained anything that could link them to me. I hurried off to my kitchen to collect the flash drive, before nearly sprinting back to my bedroom to begin my task.
Loading up the flash drive to my computer, I was in awe of just how many pictures were on it. All of which showed me in some form of submissive pose, or erotic situation. I knew I wouldn't use every picture, but to have so many to choose from certainly was a bit overwhelming. Gathering my thoughts and senses, I refocused on the task at hand and started by registering an online blog; soon I lost myself in a steady stream of productivity. Thankfully, the pictures on the flash drive were in order from the beginning of my submission until the most recent. All I simply had to do was start with the first sets of pictures and begin posting them along with written descriptions of what they were and how I was feeling mentally and physically when they were taken.
I spent the next few hours chronicling my submission to Sage online, and while the task brought back wonderful and exciting memories of our adventures together, I was quite spent as well. As I completed the finishing touches and took the final daunting task of officially publishing the blog to World Wide Web, as could sense that my body indeed needed the rest that Sage had granted me. I began to put away my computer, and truly hoped Sage would be pleased with the work I did on the blog. Needing to recharge I made my way in to the bathroom to start the water going for a good soak. While the tub filled, I went and retrieved some scented candles as well, to add to the mood.
Eventually everything was ready, so before getting into the bath I removed the plug from my tired, stretched hole, and took off my collar as to not get it wet. Placing the plug in the bathroom sink to clean later and my collar on the counter, I proceeded to submerge myself into the wonderfully hot bath to relax. I remained in the tub until the water started to become tepid, before getting out and drying off. The rest of the evening, and all of Sunday were to be left for me to rest and I intended to take full advantage. I took my time to lotion my body; moisturizing my freshly shaven skin. Sage had told me to remain naked, which I knew would not be an issue as I had become accustomed to being nude, and in fact found myself rather more at ease in that state. I however did make one caveat, I decided I would continue to wear my collar just as a sense of continued submission even though Sage did not directly instruct me to, nor was she going to know.
I spent the rest of the evening in bed until I drifted off to sleep while watching a cheesy movie on T.V. The next morning I awoke feeling refreshed and recharged. I quickly washed up, made breakfast, and logged into my computer to check if my blog had been visited. To my surprise it had in fact been visited, and seemed to have been shared by a number of people because, I already had a couple hundred views. The idea that hundreds off unknown people had seen my naked journey of submission was quite a thrill excitement, while equally scary. However, I was happy that it was doing so well so soon, as I figured that would mean my mistress would be pleased as well.
After reviewing the blog, I check my personal and school email accounts to make sure I was up to date with everything, and then I just proceeded to continue my lazy relaxing Sunday. It felt good to be naked and collared in my home as I casually lay around and did nothing of importance. Of course the collar was a constant reminder of my submission to Sage; I would often catch myself wondering what she had planned for the last week of school before break. I was sure that whatever she had in mind would certainly test my commitment to her, and push my limits even further. I was still confident however that I would do anything and everything Sage asked of me to prove myself.
The rest of the day went by just as to be expected; basically I did as little I could, and just tried to relax knowing I would need my energy when Sage and I got back together. I took another bath, and made some lunch before I received the text message Sage said I would, indicated what was to be expected of me come Monday.
"Slut, meet me at school tomorrow at 5 AM. Wear only your collar. I will provide the rest."
My body tingled with the anticipation, and I couldn't even begin to imagine what my Mistress had in store for me tomorrow. Unfortunately, I would still have to wait a bit more to find out, and I knew that sleeping would be a struggle. I however decided that as dawn approached, I would take a sleeping pill to help me sleep, and bring my time with Sage along faster. With my alarm set, I drifted off to a comfortable, relaxing sleep with a smile on my face and erotic thoughts rolling through my mind.
~
I awoke the next morning refreshed and eager. Not wanting to waste time, I quickly showered and got ready; which now took considerably less time because of my new buzzed haircut. Making sure I was properly ready, I put my collar, and went to my car. I arrived at school ten minutes earlier than planned, and decided to wait for a bit in my car. With five minutes until Sage was to arrive, I got out and walked to our normal meeting spot by the teacher's exit with my keys in hand and naked as the day I was born. My body was buzzing with excitement as I waited. I could only hope that I would be able to please Sage to prove my loyalty and earn the trip away with her.
Exactly on time, Sage appeared around the corner of the building and approached me. She was carrying her back pack, and was dressed in a loose fitting white tee shirt, a pair of tight black leggings, and flip flops. Upon reaching me she took my keys and spoke.
"Hands and knees slut."
Without a moment of hesitation, I dropped to the ground and assumed the position request by my Mistress. As I did, she reached into her bag and pulled out a leash before attaching it to my collar. With me leashed, she unlocked the door and once again spoke to me.
"Come slut."
I followed behind on my hands and knees as Sage lead the way into the school. She walked rather quickly through the halls towards my room, and it made it difficult for me to keep up. I however managed, and soon we reached my room. Sage opened the door and continued inside with me behind to my desk. When we reached it she again spoke another order to me.
"Sit slut."
Keeping my hands on the floor, I dropped my butt to my heels and looked up to await Sage's next command of me. She then unclipped the leash from my collar. It felt both equally degrading and erotic to be treated like a dog, and I was absolutely soaking with arousal from behaving as such. I watched as Sage began to items from her bag. First was a smaller paper bag of which see set atop my desk. Then followed a length of rope, and what looked to be rubber bone. She set the rope on the desk, but kept the bone in her hand as she began to speak.
"Well slut, as you may have noticed today I plan on treating you like my little puppy slut. So, with that in mind I am going to try and teach a few tricks, and maybe even play with you a bit before you will have to get ready for class. Firstly, good girl on knowing how to sit like a proper little puppy slut. You knowing that will allow us to move right into speaking. If I require you to speak or answer a question, you are to bark your response or answer. One bark for yes and two barks for no. Do you understand me slut?"
I immediately do as is expected and bark my reply.
"Woof."
"Good girl. Now, if I tell you to roll over you are to roll to your back and hold your arms and legs in the air. Think you can figure that out slut?"
"Woof."
"You catch on quick girl, now show me; rollover slut."
Instantly, I did as commanded, flip over to my back and hold my arms and legs above my in the air. I also make sure to keep my legs parted to show Sage my wet pussy.
"That's a good slut, and I can see that my little puppy slut is enjoying herself. Is my puppy slut turned on by acting like a dumb dog?"
"Woof."
"I bet you are; now roll back over and sit."
Back in my sitting position, Sage continues her puppy training of me.
"Okay, I think that covers the basics. What do you say we have a little fun now? Does the puppy slut want to play fetch?"
"Woof."
"Well then if you are excited, waggle your ass like a good puppy slut, and show me how eager you are to go and fetch this bone."
She holds up the rubber dog toy in front of me as I begin to wiggle my butt like an excited dog for their owner. Sage then tosses the bone towards the door of my room, and quickly as I can I scamper off after it. I retrieve it in my mouth and just as quickly return to Sage with it. She reaches down and pulls it from my mouth, and gives me a pat on the head.
"What a good little puppy slut, but I think you may need more room. Follow me into the hall so we can really play."
I do as instructed and follow my Mistress into the vacant hallway. She throws the rubber bone down the hallway and it bounces and slides nearly halfway down. I however don't let this deter me, and I instantly bound off after it. Again, I retrieve it in my mouth and return it back to Sage. We play fetch a few more times, and soon I begin to feel the pain in my knees from the hard floor, but know I won't stop until Sage tells me too. One more throw and retrieval and Sage leads us back into my classroom.
Back at my desk, she instructs me to sit, and I do as I am told. I watch as she puts the bone into my desk drawer, and picks up the length of rope. With it in her hands she orders me to stand and face her. Without any further words, Sage begins to secure the rope around my waist and then feed the excess between my legs and tight into my crotch. She makes to passes through my legs before tying it off behind me. There are two strands of the rope cutting and digging into my wet lips before they slip up behind me and tie into the bit of rope around my waist. The feeling of the rope digging into my pussy was a new sensation. It was rough but also pleasurable at the same time. Sage seemed to be satisfied with her work, because she then spoke.
"Down slut; I want to see you walk with your crotch rope in place."
I dropped back down to my hands and knees and immediately began to crawl around my room for my mistress. As I crawled around, the rope would pull and slide between my legs and in my crotch, causing a slight burning feeling in my crotch. However, it also rubbed me in a pleasurable way as well that almost offset the burning. After one complete lap of my room, Sage had me stand again and spoke to me.
"Does the puppy slut like her new rope?"
"Woof."
"I'm glad to hear it, because you will be wearing it for the rest of the day. It should do a good job of keeping you on edge. Unfortunately, it is that time in which we must part. In the bag on your desk you will find your clothes for the day. You may put them on after I leave. Don't forget to take off your collar as well, considering we wouldn't want to have anybody wondering why you're wearing it. Having to explain your new hair cut will plenty of an issue anyways. I will see you back in here at lunch, and you will be waiting for me by your door on your hands and knees with your collar on, leash attached, and bone in your mouth. Is this clear slut?"
"Woof."
'That's a good girl," she said as she gave my head a pat and walked out of my room. Once she was gone, I went to my desk and opened the bag containing my clothes; hoping that they would be loose fitting to help conceal the rope around my crotch. Thankfully Sage had thought of this as I pulled out a loose fitting, flirty blue sundress. Of course there was no underwear, and just a pair of flats for my feet. I quickly got dressed, removed my collar and leash, and stashed them in my desk as I waited for the school day to begin.
My morning classes were somewhat stressful, as I had to continually explain why I cut my hair, and also do some re-explaining of assignments that the Sub from Friday had given out. Thankfully my students seemed to accept my explanation for haircut, that I tried to do a short bob cut, but it came out bad so I decided to buzz it off and start new. I was going to tell them it was for a friend of mine with cancer, but I didn't feel right about lying like that. The re-explaining of the work however was a different matter, considering that I had to consistently walk around the room helping out students individually, my crotch rope was constantly grinding into my wet sex filling my body with a mix of plain and pleasure. Sage was right in her assumption that it would keep me on edge; almost to the point of frustration.
Lunch couldn't come soon enough for me because with each passing moment my desire and need for Sage grew. Eventually my salvation comes, and the lunch bell rings. I sit at my desk and watch as my students file out of my room to go to lunch. The second my last students crosses through the threshold of my doorway, my hand pulls open the desk drawer and begins grabbing the collar, leash, and rubber bone. Once my door swung completely shut, I pulled the dress up and over my head while I kicked off my shoes. Not wasting any time, I secured my collar around my neck, put the bone into my mouth, and began to crawl over to my door to wait for my Mistress.
Moments later I hear the knob of my door begin to turn open, and I hope and pray that it is only Sage. Having anyone else find as I am would be horrific. Fortunately, it is Sage, and see quickly enters; making sure to close the door behind her. She however doesn't speak to me as she enters, but instead walks directly over to my desk to set her bag down atop it. I watch as she then proceed to undress, removing her shirt, bra, and leggings. As she is now naked, she takes her time folding her clothes neatly and piling them next to her bag.
She then reaches into her bag, and pulls out her strap-on harness that I have become familiar with over our time together. With the harness in place, she then pulls out a realistic black dildo to connect to the harness. The dildo is one she has used on me before; it is large and thick causing my pussy to gush, and asshole to pucker at the sight of it. One more time she reaches into the bag, this time producing a pair of black patent leather heels. She quickly, straps them onto her feet, and makes her way over to me. As she walks over, I take notice of her phone which is point at me, and I assume now recording.
"Goody puppy slut, come."
Sage begins to walk me around the room by my leash, as I follow behind from my hands and knees with the rope sliding in an out of my soaked cunt. We make one complete lap around the class while she films, before she stops back in front of the door, attaches the other end of the leash to the knob, and then begins to speak to me.
"Is my little puppy slut happy to see her Mistress?"
"Wuuhf," I reply with the rubber bone still in my mouth. I also begin to wiggle my hips to show Sage my excitement.
"I'm happy to hear it slut, and I hope you will enjoy what I have planned for our lunch time get together. I'm going to fuck your puppy slut ass nice and hard with my cock, and if you behave like a good little puppy slut I might even let you suck my cock too. How does that sound slut, do you want me to fuck you little puppy ass, and make you suck my thick black cock?"
Again I respond with a muffled bark from behind the bone in my mouth and shake my ass some more to so my excitement. Even though I know that Sage will stretch out my ass with her rubber cock, the edge of desire built up by the rope all morning has made it that any form of pleasure is welcomed. Upon hearing my reply, Sage simply smiled and walked back towards the desk to retrieve some lube. At her return, she applies the cool liquid to my hole in preparation to take it.



"I not even going to warm you up first slut, as I figured the rope has down that quite efficiently already."
As she begins to press herself into me, she asks me another question.
"Plus, you're just a puppy slut anyway; a bitch in heat just waiting to be fucked. Isn't that right slut?"
I reply with another muffled bark, this time drawn out as the tip of Sage's member slips past the tightness of my ass. With my hole breached, Sage begins her push further in while she continues to film and talk.
"Oh yeah slut, this is what you want. You want me to fill your puppy ass full with cock like a true slut. Isn't that right?"
"Whuuuph."
"You love it when I fuck your ass in your classroom don't you?"
"Whuuuph."
"I bet your other students would love to know that their English teacher likes to act as a puppy slut and get her ass stuffed by a thick black cock."
Sage used her free hand to grip the rope tied around my waist and pull me in to meet her hard, deep thrusts. She was forcing her way deeper into my ass, and seemed to be more into the humiliation of the process than usual. Her talk and actions all indicated that she was getting off on my degradation, and this caused me to become more excited as well knowing that I was pleasing my Mistress.
"While everyone is eating lunch, here you are on your hands and knees just taking a thorough ass fucking right next to your door. The hallway is just beyond, and anyone could be out their unknowingly passing by as you are getting reamed. Does the thought of it excite you slut?"
"Ungggh, whuuuuuph."
"Should we open the door a bit and see if anyone is out there?"
My eyes widen at the question, and I didn't know how to answer. Opening the door meant if there was anyone in the hall, I would possibly be seen by them and I didn't want that. However, I didn't want to displease Sage and say no, so I remained quiet.
"Come on slut, I need an answer. Aren't you curious if anyone is out in the hall," Sage questioned while she continued her anal onslaught.
This time I answered honestly, "Whuph."
"Will then slut we should probably have a look then don't you think slut?"
Again me reply was honest, though a bit scared, "W..w..wh..whuuph."
"I think so too slut. Does the idea of opening your door and looking scare you?"
"Whuuph."
Sage pushed herself all the way into me and held it there as she spoke softly to me.
"It is okay slut; no need to worry. You only have to take a peak, and I am sure no one is about. Go ahead and reach to grab your door knob."
Instinctively I did as I was told, but my arm moved slowly and trembled as it reached up. With my hand firmly on the knob, Sage continued to slowly coax me through the rest.
"Good slut, now twist the knob slowly."
As steady as I could, I began to turn the door knob.
"That's it slut, just a bit more. Now pull the door open some, just a bit."
My body began to tremble as I cracked the door open slightly.
"Okay, a little further slut. You need to be able to see into the hall."
I felt a little weakened from my nerves as I slowly cracked the door open a bit more. My eyes were wide as I focused on the hallway; doing my best to scan for movement. The door was now open just about a half an inch, and I could only see a portion of the hall. From my limited field of vision, it looked empty.
"How's does it look slut? Is there anyone about?"
"Whuuph, whuph."
"Well why don't you open the door a bit more to have a better look; just to make sure."
As she said this, Sage pulled out a bit, before stuffing herself back into me. I gingerly cracked the door another half inch or so. Still the hallway looked empty, and I didn't hear anything out there as well. Sage then resumed stroking her fake cock in and out of me, all while she continued to instruct me further.
"Go on teacher puppy slut, there is no one out there, you can open it further."
The sensation of her large shaft sliding in and out of my ass gave me the courage I needed to pull the door open some more; now nearly two inches, pulling my attached leash some with it. At this, Sage's pace quickened some and she further urged me on.
"More slut. Open it wide enough you can stick your head out."
My body shook with nerves and pleasure over the order. I obediently did as I was instructed and open the door even further. Still there was no one in sight, so I leaned forward and put my head through the opening. The leash pulled some as I did, and Sage's thrust became even more forceful.
"Oh god slut, look what a risky little puppy whore you are. Are you nervous?"
As quiet as I could I replied, "Whuuph."
"Are you excited?"
"Whuph."
"Good, now shut the door. I want to watch you suck this cock like a good puppy slut."
As I pulled my head back inside, and shut the door, I felt the void in my ass as Sage pulled herself from its tightness.
"Sit slut."
Immediately I got into position and awaited Sage to present me with her rubber shaft. She walked the short distance to stand in front of me and held out her free hand in front of me.
"Drop."
Figuring she meant the bone in my mouth, I opened my jaws and let it fall into her grasp. She took it and placed it atop one of the desks nearby before leaning in and pressing the fake cock to my lips.
"Show what a good little cock sucking puppy you can be slut. Clean your ass off my cock."
I eagerly took to my task, and began to bob up and down on the slimy rod. Throughout our time together, I have grown accustomed to using my mouth to clean off something that just came from my own ass. Careful preparation on my part usually kept things relatively clean, and sanitary. It certainly was always a unique sensation however. The feeling of warmth on the item from being inside me, and always some amount off slickness usually from the lube used made it seem so dirty anyways. This time was no different, and I just went about my business, trying my best to please my Mistress.
After about a couple of minutes, Sage stopped me, and grabbed my leash from the door handle. She led the way back to my desk, and again had me sit. I watched as she began to remove the harness and heels, and then re-dress. She put the heels and harness back into her bag once dressed, but she left the dildo out. Walking over to me she took ahold of the leash again and pulled it snug to make sure I was looking at her, and to also show her ownership of me.
"I'm going to get going slut, you may get dressed once I leave. You are to leave the rope on though. You can hide the dildo in your desk drawer with the leash, but leave the collar and bone on your desk this time. I will be back after school, and expect you to be waiting like you did during lunch. Do you understand slut?"
"Whoof."
Sage gave me another pat on the head and a "good puppy," then she turned a left just like in the morning. Also, just like in the morning, I stood and got dressed. This time though I had to leave my collar and bone out on my desk rather than hide them in the drawer, so I did my best to place them in a spot least conspicuously. With five minutes left for lunch, I sat down and attempted to do some grading, but ended up just sitting and replaying lunch in my head.
The bell rang and woke me from my daze. I quickly took a look around to make sure everything was in order, before I stood and walked to my door to greet my next class. The afternoon, passed similarly as the morning had just now the rope was beginning to rub me a bit raw, and I had to make a concerted effort not to make my distress and pleasure noticeable to the class. None of my students seemed to notice either the collar or the rubber bone on my desk, or at least no one asked about them. Those items weren't far from my mind however; as I walked the room helping students I would occasionally look back to my desk to look at them. Knowing that they were there, only added to my arousal and worry.
Even though I was an emotional mess, I managed to make it through my remaining classes, and just like I had during lunch I got ready and waited for Sage to arrive. She didn't say anything about the dildo, so rather than bring it with me; I took it out of the desk and set it on the desktop. Falling back into my role as a puppy slut was almost natural; as if I had been doing it all my life. I was waiting on my hands and knees by my door, and could feel my pussy gush with excitement in anticipation of Sage coming to play with me.
Five minutes pass, and then ten, and then thirty minutes without Sage showing up. I was getting anxious and nervous, but knew better than to move. I would wait as long as it took for Sage to arrive; all night if I had to. Eventually, after another five minutes, Sage did finally show up. Just like she had during lunch, she made no indication to greet me, but rather walked past me to my desk. She once again stripped down and folded her clothes atop my desk, before pulling out her heels and putting them on. Also from her bag, she pulled out another dildo. This one was smaller in length and girth, which surprised me, and had an unusual latex loop at the base of it. Holding the dildo by the loop, she walked over to me, unhooked my leash from the door, and spoke.
"Good afternoon slut, did you miss me?"
"Whuuph."
"That's nice, because I missed my little puppy slut too. However, I realized that I have been giving you far more pleasure than you deserve, and believe that you should instead be giving me pleasure. So to remedy that, you are going to wear this on your face, and I am going to ride it until I get my fill of pleasure. Do you like the sound of the slut?"
"Whuph."
Sage smiled and then held out her hand to have me drop the bone into it. She then proceeded to pull the latex ring over my head so to secure the dildo to my face directly over my mouth. It was a rather snug fit, and I would have to breathe out of my nose while she used it. Once she felt the dildo was in the best position, she ordered me to roll over. I immediately complied, flipping to my back, and holding my arms and legs straight out in the air.
"You can put your legs and arms down slut. It will make mounting you easier."
As I let my limbs down, I watched as Sage began to position herself over the top of me. From a standing position she began to squat down towards my face. Her body faced towards my feet, so the closer she came to my face the better view of her delicate, perky ass I got. She used one of her hands to hold the dildo steady, as it slowly began to part her tight, pink lips. I could see that they were moist, and was eager to watch them swallow the phallus jutting out from my face.
Sage sank slowly all the way down to the base; resting herself on my face with her asshole pressed into my nose. With my air supply momentarily cut off, she ground herself on me for a moment before pulling herself back up. Her moments were slow and methodical as she accustomed herself with the process of riding the tool. Eventually she seemed to find a good rhythm, and began to get into it more. With each slide up and down of the cock, it became more and more coated with the glistening of her juices. My eyes stayed wide open, as I watched my mistress pleasure herself on my face.
At times, Sage would bounce up and down quickly causing my head to jerk about some from the force. Other times, she would slowly bottom out and just grind herself onto the cock, and my head into the hard floor. I could tell that she was getting more and more into it, as her arousal began to drip down the fake dick and coat my face and chin. While Sage rode me, she made no attempt to pleasure me, or even touch me for that matter. Occasionally she would grab the rope running through my crotch and tug at it, or use it as leverage to grind into me harder, but nothing that would indicate she was looking to please me. I was simply there as a device for Sage to use, and nothing else.
After about five minutes into the session, Sage had her first orgasm, and she gushed with pleasure all over my face. This however, did not stop her as once she recovered a bit she began to ride the dildo some more. My head was starting to get sore from the force of her fucking, but I did not want to make any indication to Sage that I couldn't continue my duty. I just continued to lay there and take it.
With her first orgasm passed, Sage began grind more into my face rather than bounce up and down. There where long moments of time in which I couldn't breathe but for a little bit, and Sage's ass took up my entire field off vision. These were moments that I enjoyed the most as I loved being that close to Sage no matter the circumstance.
She continued her onslaught through too another orgasm before she finally dismounted. Taking a few moments to gather herself, she then stood and walked back over to my desk. I remained on my back and waited until she gave me further instructions. Moments later, Sage return standing above me re-dressed.
"You behaved will puppy slut. So well in fact that I will allow you to remove the rope, and drive home clothed today. For the remainder of the week you will be my puppy slut, so meet me tomorrow at the same time and in the same manner. You are not to pleasure yourself, or wear clothes inside your house. Is this clear slut?"
"Whoof."
"Good, I'll leave you to get cleaned up and dressed, and will see you tomorrow morning. Have a good night puppy slut."
Another pat on the head, and Sage was gone. I then got up and began to get myself together. Taking the dildo off my face I set it down on my desk next to the other one. I then focused on removing the dreaded rope that had been such a distraction all day. Once it was off I felt such a relief, but also noticed the redness it created from rubbing me all day. I decided to leave my collar on, but detached the leash before slipping the sundress back over my head. I grabbed the bone and stashed it along with the leash into a reusable bag I had in my desk to carry home with me. The two dildos and rope I hid in my desk drawers, before logging out of my computer to get ready to go home. Satisfied that everything was in order I grabbed the bag containing the leash and rubber bone and proceeded to leave the building.
The rest of the evening was boring, but I my mind kept drifting to being Sage's puppy slut for the rest of the week. I was eager to please my Mistress, and wanted to be as obedient as possible for her. I wanted to be her loyal pet; to show her I would behave and do as she wished. An hour before I went to bed, I got a text message from Sage.
"Don't forget to blog. Check your email for images to use from today."
Immediately, I ran to my computer, and loaded up my email. Sage's message was waiting with an attachment and I was soon lost in the world of a submissive blogger. I spent the next hour drafting up a perfect entry for the blog before going to bed and dreaming of my next adventures as Sage's puppy slut.
To be continued...
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After my last meeting with Jerome, two days go by without word from him, but he is never far from my mind. Each day at school, I made sure to dress as sexy I could get away with in case Jerome decided to surprise me again. Unfortunately, he never showed, and I was left horny and wet. I went home after each disappointing day and would immediately strip naked, put on the degrading collar he had made me wear during his last visit, and begin playing with my slickened slit. Wearing the collar made me feel as though I was doing this for him, even though he wasn't there, and I would push myself to keep from climaxing as long as I could. It was crazy how much I was caught up in trying to perform for him; I felt humiliated, degraded, and like trash, but all of it only urged me further and turned me on more. I wondered what depths I would sink to with him; if I would find a bottom do my depravation.
On the second day of torturing myself to a mind blowing climax, I drifted off to sleep in my bed with the collar still on, naked, and with my hand clutching my hot pussy. I was awoken at around midnight by my phone ringing, and in a fog I reached over and answered it without looking to see who was calling. My sleepy fog quickly cleared when I realized it was him.
"Get your slutty ass to the bar now, and text me when you get outside!"
That was all he said, and then he hung up. He didn't let me reply, or even ask; he simply was ordering me to come to a bar in the middle of a school night. I had no idea what to expect, but I did know that I wasn't going to mess up my chance to be with him again, even if it meant staying up late on a school night. In a blur I was up and out of bed. I got myself washed up and presentable, put on a light cotton dress with some heels, grabbed my phone, and was in my car in less than ten minutes. It wasn't until I was backing out of my garage that I noticed I still had on the collar. I smiled at my reflection, and thought why shouldn't I wear it out, after all I am his pet slut.
The bar was a short drive from my house, and at the time of night during the week, I was parking in the lot five minutes later. I sent off a text to Jerome has he ordered, and sat patiently for a reply.
"Meet me in the alley slut."
His response was short and to the point, and I was already exiting my car as I read it. With my phone and keys in hand, I begin to walk around to the back of the bar. It is in this alley that my life changed less than a week ago, and now I was returning to meet the man who changed it hoping he would continue to push my down the sex crazed rabbit hole.
I am in the alley before Jerome and must wait eagerly for his arrival. As I waited, I wondered if this was to be a repeat of our first encounter, or if this was to be something entirely different. While I pondered the endless possibilities I see him emerge from the side of the bar and begin to walk towards me. As he reaches me he speaks.
"I'm glad a slut like you can be punctual, that certainly pleases me. You see, I was just inside having a few beers when I figured I would love to get my dick sucked in the alley by some slut like the other night. So who better, I thought, than the teacher slut you blew me the first time. Plus, knowing you have school in a few hours only makes better. Go ahead and take off your silly dress, and kneel in front of me."
I immediately do as I am told, and am kneeling naked in front of him with my mouth open, waiting. My fire is out of control of this point, and I can only focus on pleasing Jerome. I watch aroused, as he unfastens his pants and pulls out his massive member. His fist strokes the length of it, as he stands just in front of me as if teasing me with it. My mouth opens further, and my tongue begins to lick my parted lips in anticipation. The waiting only lasts a brief moment though as he smiles and takes the step forward to press his cock into my mouth.
Instinctively, I begin my oral assault on his thick tool, and in no time at all have a good rhythm going. Occasionally Jerome grabs ahold of my head and forcefully fucks my face for a few strokes, but mostly he lets me work. The idea of being seen doesn't even come into my head; my entire focus is on getting Jerome to gift me with his tasty cum. I am on a dick sucking high, and nothing else in the world matters.
Uncharacteristically for Jerome, my prize comes earlier than expected, as he rips his stiff pole from my mouth and begins to spit out shot after shot of warm spunk onto my flushed face. As is usual, my face is completely coated when he finally finishes, and I remain kneeling I bask in the moment. A few seconds pass, and out of the one eye not caked with cum, I see a grin form on his lips as if he has an idea.
"Well slut, you performed very well. I am pleased. However, I was thinking that I'm sure you would like to be played with some more wouldn't you?"
"Yes sir I would," I respond back submissively.
"Of course you do, and I'm sure you would want me to push your limits further while I continued to play with, isn't that right?"
Again I respond like a true submissive, "Yes sir."
"Good, because you see I have had quite a bit to drink tonight and need to relieve myself. I also made quite a mess of your face just now. So I was thinking, why not kill two birds with one stone. What do you say slut, do you want me to piss on your face to wash away the cum?"
A shiver ran through my body as I took a moment to think before answering. I had never thought about someone peeing on me, and now that if this was a year ago the thought of it would have disturbed me. However, here and now, I was intrigued. I wanted to please Jerome and make him proud, and I wanted to push myself to do so no matter what. So my reply came back quicker, and with less hesitation than I think he expected.
"Yes sir I do want that."
"Very nice, but first let's see if we can't make it just a bit more humiliating. Hand me your phone."
Doing as I am told, I grab my phone off the ground and hand it to him. He messes with it for a second and then the camera's light turns on.
"Now slut tell me what you want me to do, and I'll make sure to capture the whole thing on video."
Knowing that he is going to record himself peeing on me certainly adds to the humiliation of the task, but I don't let that deter me.
"Oh please sir, will you piss on my slut face to wash off all the cum on it?"
"How badly do you want me to wash your face with my piss?"
"So badly sir, please wash my face with your piss."
"Okay, I guess since you asked so nicely, here you go."
With that, a torrent of piss spewed out from the tip of his penis and began raining onto my face. I kept my lips tightly shut, as the warmth of Jerome urine cascaded over my skin and trickled down my body to puddle on the pavement below me. The feeling of the golden liquid washing over me was certainly different, but not unusual. It felt as though I was in a shower with less than hot water. There was a slight urine odor, but nothing repulsive. Frankly, it wasn't too bad, and the humiliation of it only added to my excitement.
"That's a good slut; let my piss wash your face. Now open your mouth and let it wash out your dick sucker."
My lips part on instinct, and he immediately aims his steady stream at my mouth. The yellow flow fills my mouth, and I can taste the acidic tang of it. He continues to fill my mouth up until it is nearly full and then he stops his stream all together.
"Looks like the slut doesn't mind having her mouth filled with piss; do you like the warmth and taste of it slut?"
I nod my head slightly in agreement. My reply though instinctual, was also I realized, truthful. The warmth of his urine in my mouth was pleasant, and the taste, though different, was not horrible.
"I'm glad you do slut. Why don't you show me how much and swallow your mouthful?"
Not waiting, or taking any time to think, I tilt my head back further and gulp it down. The warmth of it radiates down my throat, and I swear I could feel it splash into my stomach.
"Well done slut. Since your face is pretty much cleaned of my spunk, I think I'll let you take the rest of my piss in your mouth. I'll even let you drink it right from the tap."
Jerome then steps forward and pressed his cock to my lips. Once the head slipped into my mouth, I feel the current of his pee flow again and I begin to steadily swallow it. He only lasts a few more seconds, but it was enough to cause me to swallow a few good mouthfuls. As the stream trickles to a stop, I begin to use my tongue to lap up the last remaining drops. I guess I can now consider myself a piss slut.
Satisfied that I got every last drop of his piss, Jerome pulls himself away and begins to redress. I remain kneeling, naked, and now covered in piss as I watch and wait for what is next. Now with his cock put away, he looks at me and smiles his devilish smile. He hands me back my phone and then speaks.
"That was fun slut, I hope you have a good day at work teaching America's youth. I wonder if they will be able to sense that you have now become a piss slut for me. Does it turn you on knowing that you are such a slut, and yet your students haven't a clue?"
"Yes sir it does."
"Do you like being my little black cock slut; pushing your limits, humiliating yourself for me, and taking risks of public exposure?"
"Oh god yes sir. I love doing whatever I must to be your black cock slut."
"I like that; you're willing to do whatever to be my slut. I'll be holding you to that, and will be doing my best to find something that you aren't willing to do. However, that will have to wait for another time because my teacher slut here has to get ready to teach her students today. Wear something sexy and keep your phone close by."
He then began to turn and walk away, leaving me to collect my thoughts and decide if I wanted to cum now or wait until I got home. However, after a few steps, Jerome turns and makes my decision for me.
"Oh, go ahead and drive back home naked, and don't play with yourself until you hear from me again. Have a good night slut."
My body shook with arousal and excitement, and I wasn't sure how I would be able to keep myself from getting off, but I knew I would do whatever it took to comply with his order. I watched him slip back around the front of the bar, and only then did I begin to get up and move. Holding my dress in my one hand, and my keys and phone in the other, I started my way back to my car. The feeling of walking naked through the parking lot of a bar in the middle of a school night only made my arousal grow and the fire within roar.
I got back to my car without issue and drove home stark naked. The time of night made being seen very improbable, but my nerves were on edge still. I could smell the aroma of Jerome's urine that had dried on my skin and hair fill the cabin of my car. Smelling it caused a small smile to form on my lips, as I relished in just how naughty and depraved I had been tonight. My mind wandered as I drove, and began creating hundreds of different possible scenarios that Jerome could come up with for her. I knew however, that no matter what I came up with in my mind, they would never be able to match the level of depravity and humiliation that Jerome would eventually provide her. I nearly came just from the thought.
At home, I showered before lying on my bed and reflecting on the night. I had another three hours before I needed to be at school, but I knew I wouldn't be able to get any sleep; I couldn't stop picturing myself getting pissed on by Jerome. I watched the recording of it on my phone over and over. I am truly a depraved slut.
To be continued...
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Eventually I had to get myself ready for school, and remembering what Jerome told me, I picked out a tight black pencil skirt that went to about mid-thigh, and matched with a dark purple button up blouse, and a pair of black 4 inch heels. As had become my habit, I did not wear any panties or a bra. I left a few of the buttons undone from my blouse, not enough to be overtly sexual, but enough to give a hint of sexy. Arriving at school, I was a bundle of arousal, as I had followed Jerome's request and had not played with myself. This of course meant I was practically leaking throughout the morning.
I didn't know whether or not Jerome would make another appearance at my school today, but the idea that he may kept me on edge during my morning classes. I often found myself daydreaming of the acts of depravity I had willing performed at his request, and would have to shake myself back to reality and to my job as an educator. Lunch time arrived finally and Jerome did not show, but after about five minutes into the break my phone rang; it was Jerome.
"Hello piss slut, do you miss me?"
"Yes sir I do miss you."
"I'm sure you do slut; tell me what did my little black cock slut wear to work today?"
"Your black cock slut wore a tight black pencil skirt and a purple button up blouse, with heels and no underwear."
"What a naughty little slut teacher you are. How horny are you whore?"
"Oh sir, I am so horny. I am dying to touch myself."
"Well slut let's see if you can earn the right to cum. Tell me what you are willing to do to be allowed to cum."
"I will do whatever you want sir. I need to cum so bad, and will do whatever it takes. Please let your slut cum sir."
"Okay slut, well first I want you to grab a black permanent marker and then go to the nearest restroom that is not in the teacher's lounge. Go now slut, and stay on the phone with me as you do so you can let me know when you get there."
"Yes sir."
I grabbed a marker from my desk and wondered exactly what Jerome had in store for me as I walked to the girls' restroom just down the hall from my room. The chances students would be using this restroom at this time was not likely. They would be at lunch in the Cafeteria located on the other side of the school. While I walked I also thought about just how forward Jerome was with his willingness to sexually degrade me, and how eager I was in accepting his behavior. I was feeding off of it, and loving every minute of it.
"I'm at the restroom sir."
"Is anyone in there?"
"No sir, it doesn't look like it."
"Good. Go to the first stall and close the door behind you."
I scurried off to the first of five stalls and closed myself inside.
"Done sir."
"Take off your clothes slut and throw them two stalls over."
"Yes sir."
With a bit of a tremble pulsing through my body, I set my phone and the marker down before undressing. In only heels I gathered my garments into a pile and pitched them over the stall wall and into the stall two over from me. I felt so naughty being naked in the public restroom of my school, and my pussy flooded with the idea that Jerome still was trying to push my limits. What would he have me do to further try and break me?
"Done sir."
"Take the marker and begin writing on the door of the stall just how much of a nasty, piss loving, black cock, anal slut you are. Write it in third person, and make sure you use your full name. When you are done slut, I want you to read what you wrote back to me."
With a bit of nervous apprehension I replied, "Yes sir."
I mull over what to write, as well as how revealing and vulgar I should write. Knowing Jerome expects me to divulge just how dirty I have been for him on the stall door, I decide just to go all out, and get as raunchy as possible. As I write, a sense of serenity comes over me and I feel a bit of clarity form in my mind. Writing out what type of slut I am makes me realize just how far I have gone down the rabbit hole sexual depravity, and I understand that I have always been this person. It just took a divorce, some lonely night, and a powerful black man to unleash it. The idea that the students of my school will read what I wrote scares me, but also invigorates me. No one will know I wrote it, as it is in third person, so there will be no way for them to know for sure if any of it is true, or if it was just some slanderous scribble of a dejected student. When I finish, a large portion of the door is covered in my confession, and my body is shaking with excitement.
"I'm done sir, shall I read it now?"
"Please do slut."
"Yes sir. It reads as follows:
Addison Bell or Miss Bell is a huge slut. She loves to fuck and suck big black cocks. She loves swallowing their cum, or letting them shoot their loads all over her face. Miss Bell even enjoys taking big black cocks in her ass. In fact, she will stick just about anything in her ass if a black man tells her to. It doesn't matter where she is, she will eagerly strip naked and serve for black dick. The dirtier the situation or task the better. She'll let you piss on her, and in her mouth. She'll suck your dick right from her own ass. Nothing is off limits for Miss Bell. Simply stated, Miss Bell is a black cock, piss loving, anal slut.
Is that good sir?"
"Yes slut, that is very good. Take a picture of it with your phone and send it to me, then call me back."
He hung up and I immediately snapped the photo of the lewd stall writing. Within moments I sent him the picture and was calling him back. My body was quaking with the high level of arousal and desire for pleasure. He answered after the second ring.
"Well done slut, now go to the stall with your clothes, but do not close the door."
"Yes sir."
"Hang your slutty clothes over one of the walls of the stall and then squat in front of the toilet and piss on the floor."
I stood in silence at his command. Not once did I expect him to have me pee, but I guess I was in the restroom.
"Did you hear me slut?"
"Yes sir."
"Well then get to it, and hold the phone so I can hear it splashing on the floor."
"Yes sir."
I squatted down and held the phone low to the ground. It took a little bit to allow myself to go, but eventually it dribbled out before turning into to a heavy stream. The feeling of peeing freely was amazingly thrilling. At any moment someone could walk in and find me naked pissing on the floor like an animal, and yet I didn't care; I was an animal. I watched as my yellow flow cascaded over the tiled floor and puddled at my feet, the whole experience only lasted about a minute, but it was enough to send my passion into overdrive. I desperately needed release, and was hoping Jerome would allow me to achieve it. Once my stream sputtered to a stop, I bought my phone back to my ear and spoke.
"I finished sir."
"You finished what slut?"
"I finished peeing on the floor sir."
"Did it feel good slut?"
"Yes sir it felt great."
"Very nice, but I'm sure a piss slut like yourself is completely satisfied yet. Isn't that right slut?"
"Oh no sir, I am not fully satisfied."
"Of course not slut; a piss slut needs to taste piss to be satisfied. Bend down and slurp up some of your piss off the floor."
"Yes sir," I replied in a state of autopilot. Moving to my knees, I leaned down and brought my face close to the puddle I made in front of me. I pursed my lips and pressed them into the golden liquid while I continued to hold the phone to my ear. The warmth of my urine bathed my lips and I sucked some of it into my mouth. It tastes a little less pungent than Jerome's had earlier that morning, but still the taboo of my actions aroused me and compelled me to continue. I slurped another swallow into my mouth and swished around before gulping it down. I was acting just like I had written, and was doing so during a school day in the middle of my school. My body shook with the excitement and terror of that realization. One more slurp and swallow before Jerome spoke once again.
"Okay slut that is enough for now. Go ahead and get dressed and get back to your classroom. By my watch, lunch will be over in a few minutes, and I don't want you getting caught before I really get you to do some wild stuff. Keep your phone near, and don't even think of touching yourself."
The line went dead, and hurried to get dressed. I didn't have time to clean up my mess or rinse out my mouth as I had to leave the scene before anyone was the wiser. Returning to my room, I sat at my desk just as the bell rang ending lunch. Thankfully, I had an open period after lunch so I took the time to collect myself and thoughts, as well as replay the events of the day so far.
I spent my prep period reflecting on what a slut I have become, and how badly I wanted to be with Jerome again so I could perform for him in person. I knew I was acting reckless, but I didn't care, I was insatiable. Thankfully my final classes of the day did an adequate job of keeping my mind distracted, but occasionally I would catch myself thinking about Jerome and his massive cock. Thinking about him fucking my throat, or my ass. Thinking about him shooting his cum all over me, or pissing on me. I was a mess, however, I would somehow be able to refocus and push through my duties as a teacher.
Eventually the final bell rang and school was over for the day. I began to pick up around my room and get myself ready to go home, when my phone buzzed a message from Jerome.
"Go home and change into a slutty dress, and then meet me at the Village Center Theaters by 5 pm. Bring $100 in all singles with you. Further instructions will follow."
I felt the quiver of excitement as it ran through my body as I read the text, and quickly finished up in my classroom so I could leave. Twenty minutes later I was in my bedroom, stripping out of my clothes, and getting ready to clean myself up before leaving to meet with Jerome. As I showered, I wondered what his plans where; were we going watch a movie, why did he want me to bring $100 dollars in singles with me, was I going to be able to play with his wonderful black cock, would he allow me to climax? These were the questions I kept asking myself, knowing full well that there was no way for me to know the answers until I met with him.
After completing my shower, and doing up my make-up and hair, I picked out the best dress for the night. Jerome stated I should wear a slutty dress and I had just the one. It was a black tank dress, made of cotton jersey fabric that just clung to my body. The hem line fell at high thigh; about 3 inches below my ass. With a deep scooping neckline, I would be showing quite a bit of cleavage. Pairing it up with a matching set of heels, I definitely looked the part of a woman on the prowl. To finish the look I grabbed a simple leather clutch and tossed in my ID, my debit card, phone, and keys before heading out to meet my dark chocolate master.
It was only 4 pm when I left, but I needed to go to the bank to get the 100 singles Jerome had instructed I bring. Upon arriving at the bank, I received another text from Jerome.
"Make sure the money is rolled up, and secured with a rubber band."
I felt it was an odd request at first, but then I laughed a little considering he had also request I suck his dick straight from my own ass, and I didn't think twice about that. The bank teller gave a quizzical look when I asked for 100 dollars in all ones, but didn't really press the issue which I was thankful for considering I didn't really know why I needed 100 dollars in ones anyway. After getting the bundle, I got back in my car, and rolled it up and fastened them together with a rubber band I found in my car. The roll of cash didn't fit in my clutch so I just set it on the passenger seat next me, and headed off to the theatre.
Arriving early, I parked in the middle of the lot and waited for Jerome to contact me with further word as to what he expected of me. About five minutes later I received a text message from him.
"I'll be there shortly, wait for me in your car with the window down, and the roll of money in your mouth."
Without a moment of pause, I rolled down my car window, and put the roll cash between my lips. As I waited, I constantly looked around the lot to see if anyone could see me, or was going to be heading in my direction. I was startled when Jerome's voice came from behind me.
"Hello slut. I am glad to see you are continuing to follow my directions like a good little pet. I'll take that."
He reached inside the car through the window and grabbed the money from my mouth, putting the roll in his pocket.
"Come on out slut, so we can go make it to our movie. Leave your bag, but take your phone. Don't worry about the window, you can leave it down; we are in a pretty nice area of town. Oh, I'll take your keys though."
I grabbed my phone and handed Jerome my car keys as I got out of my car. The hemline of my dress crept up and was showing off a lot of my thighs, but was still covering my ass. Jerome began to lead me towards the Cinema, and as he did I could feel his palm squeezing my ass through my dress. He was wearing a nice pair of black jeans with sneakers and dark green V-neck t shirt that accentuated his muscular physique. At the ticket window he paid for two tickets to a movie I didn't even know was still in theaters nor had any previous interest in watching prior to that night. I did notice that he paid with a card and not the money he had me bring which I found to be a bit curious. However I didn't give it to much thought, as after he got the tickets he continued to lead the way to the theater in which the movie was being shown.
The movie wasn't scheduled to begin for another 5 minutes, but there wasn't anyone else inside when we entered the room. He chose to sit in the very back row, and right in the center. Once we sat down the lights dimmed and the previews began to play. We sat silently through the previews, and no one else showed up. I began to wonder what exactly Jerome intended to do. Were we really just going to watch a movie together? While that would be fine, I was kind of hoping for something a bit more erotic. Just as the opening scene of the movie began to roll, Jerome spoke, and I found out he wasn't just planning on watching a movie with me.
"Take your dress off slut, and hand it to me."
Considering we were alone in a dark theater, I responded immediately, and had my dress off in a flash. Of course, I probably would have completed his order even if we weren't the only ones in the theater; that's just how heated up I was by him. He took my dress and place on the seat next to him before giving me my next order.
"Get down on your knees and show we what a complete black cock slut you are."
Immediately, I dropped down on my knees to the floor between his legs and begin to fish out his lovely cock from his jeans. Within seconds I have his semi-hard meat pole free and begin attacking it with an oral assault. I have been dying to have his throbbing member in my mouth all day, and was happily accepting my role as black cock slut for him. He was soon completely erect and I began the process of trying to stuff his entire sausage into my throat. There was no one there, but had there been they surely would have heard the gagging and slurping of my efforts.
Eventually, my slut crazed oral attack slowed to a more attentive pace, and I focused more on pleasuring him rather than trying to swallow him. I was still taking his length deep into my throat occasionally, but I would also tenderly lick his shaft and kiss his purple mushroom head. He let me enjoy myself, and would occasionally let a groan or moan slip, but said nothing. Occasionally I would up and see him watching the movie, and this would only spur me to refocus my efforts on pleasing him. I could hear the movie playing, but wasn't paying any attention to it; I only paid attention to the wonderful black snake in my mouth. After a while, my knees began to ache from being on them for so long, and it was about that time Jerome stopped me and spoke.
Okay slut that is good for now. This movie is absolutely horrible, so I am going to go out and get high in my car. You are to stay here and watch the rest of the movie, but keep your phone close as I may want to text you. Oh, and I will be taking your dress with me, so I hope you don't get any ideas of leaving. Also, to make sure you don't start playing with yourself, I am going to put these on you."
From his back pocket he pulled out a pair of handcuffs and secured them to my wrists locking them behind my back. The idea of being alone, naked, and handcuffed in a public movie theater was at the same time, frightening and exciting. I would have no way of covering myself if someone was to find me. My body shivered with the thought.
"If I do text, you won't have to reply. I will just assume you got the message and expect you to comply with whatever it says. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes sir."
He then stood up with his erection still out, and gave me a few slaps on the face with it before stuffing it back into his pants and walking away. I was left all alone and vulnerable, to watch the second half of a movie I never wanted to see, and didn't really see the first half of. My phone was in the cup holder of my seat so I would be able to see if any texts came in from Jerome. As I sat and tried to follow the movie the best I could, while also conjuring up all the possibilities Jerome had in store for me, I began to leak my arousal onto the cushion of the chair. I felt so desperate to play with myself that I began rocking in my chair. Finally, after about thirty minutes, my phone lit up with a text from Jerome.
"Come meet my out back now. Use the back exit, unless you want to let everyone out front see."
Happy to be out of the movie and to see Jerome, I quickly stood up and awkwardly grabbed my phone before heading down to the screen to exit to the back. I felt so slutty walking down the aisle and stairs of the theater nude and handcuffed; I began to really swivel my hips as if I was putting on a show. By the time I made it to the exit, I'm sure my arousal was evident on my thighs.
Outside, I was blasted by warm air, but was happy to realize the sun was down so there wasn't much light to expose me to anyone that may happen to be in the back alley of the theater. Looking left and right, I located Jerome's car parked towards the end of the alley, and I began to confidently walk towards it. He was facing me, and as I approached he turned on his headlights to illuminate me. I did not let it deter me, as I continued to strut down the alleyway. Reaching his car he speaks to me.
"Show my car respect, and then get in slut."
Just as I had when I first met him and rode in his car, I bent over and kissed the hood of his rumbling car. I then walked over to the passenger side of the car and entered it. Once in, I looked over at him and saw that his cock was out of his pants.
"Go ahead slut, you know what to do."
Indeed I did. I swiftly arranged myself with my knees on the seat, ass in the air, and my face in his crotch. His cock slipped into my warm wanting mouth, and I was again eagerly blowing my black master. With my mouth on his rod, he began to drive away down the alley. I could feel him turning and stopping occasionally, but I only focused on pleasuring his tool, and not where we were going. Eventually though it seemed we had stopped for good, and Jerome pushed me off before speaking.



"That good for now slut, but I need to really use you for a nut. Get out and bend over my trunk."
Without saying a word, I got out of the car and took my position behind his car. As I did I saw that we were parked in some sort of parking structure, but looked to be the only ones on that floor. It wasn't until I was bent over that he got out and followed me. I felt his presence behind me before he spoke.
"Does this slut want to get fucked by some thick black cock?"
"Yes sir, this slut wants to get fucked by black cock."
"Where does the slut want to be fucked?"
"Anywhere sir, fuck your slut anywhere."
"Do you want me to fuck your ass slut?"
"Oh yes sir, fuck my ass."
"Beg."
"Oh, please sir, fuck my little slut ass."
"More."
"Please sir, fuck my ass with your big black cock. Fuck me hard in the ass like the slut I am. Shove your thick cock in my tight ass."
"Beg for it more Miss Bell."
"Oh god, sir please, please fuck me in my ass. I am just a slutty teacher and need you to fuck my ass hard to show me just how little respect I deserve. I need your cock in my ass; please sir, fuck this teacher in her dumb slut ass."
"Very good slut, now spread your ass open, and turn your head to tell your students to watch you get your asshole drilled by black cock."
My hands were already on my cheeks spreading them open before he finished his sentence, but my head snapped back with his order. I thought he meant some of my students were standing behind me, but instead he was just holding my phone up and recording me. I'm sure he enjoyed the look of shock and horror on my face; however it was completely replaced with a slutty little smile before I complied with his command.
"Oh students, watch now and pay attention as your slutty English teacher gets fucked in her ass by a big thick black cock. I've bet you never thought I was such a dirty slut, but now you can see the true Miss Bell."
As I finished my statement, Jerome pressed the head of his dick into the puckered entrance of my ass. I moaned with pleasure, as he slowly penetrated my asshole and began sliding deep into me.
"Yeah slut, let your students see what a true dirty slut you are. Take all of my cock into your hungry asshole. Does Miss Bell love getting her ass fucked?"
"Oh gawd, yes I do sir."
"You wouldn't mind if your students saw you getting your ass reamed do you? You probably wish they could. Isn't that right Miss Bell?"
"Ungh, no I wouldn't, ahh, mind if my students saw my getting ass fucked. Oh my god, I wish they could see me, ungh, it would be so naughty if they, ahh, saw their teacher getting her asshole pumped with black cock."
In the moment, everything I was saying was true. I could only wish I was able to touch myself as I desperately needed to cum, but my hands were still secured behind me. As I contemplated how I could help my pending orgasm along, Jerome surprised me with what he said next.
"Ah slut, I'm gonna cum, and I am gonna shoot it so deep in your ass. Beg for my cum slut. Tell your students how much you want me to shoot my load in your ass."
"Oh yes please sir, cum in my ass. I want it so badly. Let my students see what a dirty little cum whore I am. I want them to see me get pumped full of your cum."
He did just that, unleashing a mighty torrent of jizz into my tunneled out ass. Holding himself deep inside, I felt the spurts coat my insides. When his spasms subsided, he remained embedded deep within my stretched hole. After a few seconds to catch his breath he began to speak once again.
"Did Miss Bell like that?"
"Yes I did sir."
"How about we show your students just how dirty of a slut you are?"
"Okay sir, what would you like me to do?"
"Well slut, I need to piss now and I want you to beg me to piss in your ass. Can you do that Miss Bell?"
Even though I had just been introduced to piss play by Jerome earlier that morning, I didn't balk at his request as my fire was raging out of control and I was desperately hoping for release.
"Oh sir will you please piss in my slutty teacher ass? I want my students to watch just what a depraved slut I am."
"Of course I can slut. Here it goes."
At first I didn't feel anything, but soon the pressure of my bowels filling up became apparent. I expected that the sensation was similar to an enema or a colonic, but of course those aren't usually performed with urine.
"Tell me how it feels Miss Bell."
"Ungh, it feels so good sir, I love knowing you are filling my ass up with your delicious piss."
"So the slut thinks my piss is delicious. Do you want me to save some for you to drink? That would really show your students how much of a garbage slut you are."
"Yes sir, save some piss so I can drink it. I want my students to see what a piss slut I am."
I felt him pinch off the base of his shaft and begin to pull out.
"Hold my piss in your ass, and turn around to get your treat."
I did my best to keep my stretched hole shut to keep anything piss from escaping, and turned to kneel in front of Jerome. In position, he let go of his grip, and released his pent of stream of piss. Initially the flow blasted me in the face, but he soon redirected his aim and began filling my open mouth.
"There you go slut, enjoy my piss. Let it fill your mouth like I just filled your ass."
He didn't have much left, but it was enough to fill my mouth almost completely full.
"Okay, now swallow my piss, and show your students what a piss mop you are."
Closing my mouth, I swallowed the golden liquid in one gulp, and the open my mouth to show the camera it was indeed gone before flashing a big beaming smile.
"Good, now clean my cock slut."
I took his cock into my mouth eagerly and bobbed my way up and down it. Unfortunately, he only allowed me to suck his masterpiece for a few seconds before he pulled it out and began to speak some more.
"That's good enough slut, I need to get going soon so go ahead and thank your students for watching."
"Thanks everyone in Miss Bell's class for watching me perform like a complete slut. I hoped you enjoyed watching my ass get destroyed by black cock, and acting like the piss whore I am. I will see you in class."
When I finished, Jerome put the phone down and smiled. He then proceeded to put his magnificent tool away. I remained kneeling in front of him as he popped his trunk and retrieved something out of it.
"Well slut, it has been fun, but as I said I need to be going. Unfortunately, I don't have the time to drive you back to your car, but since you did such a wonderful job tonight, I will provide you with this to where back. I threw dress away at the theater, and turned your keys into the lost and found. You can just ask them for the ones that have the keychain that says 'SLUT'. Oh, and I guess I should take the cuffs off as well."
He reached behind me and unfastened the handcuffs securing my wrists, tossing them in the trunk and closing the lid. He handed me a worn out basketball jersey and my phone, before walking away towards his car. When he got in and started the car, he spoke to me over the rumble of the engine.
"You can cum if you want, but only once. I'll be in touch."
He then peeled away with me still kneeling on the pavement. I looked to the jersey and set it to the side as I furiously began rubbing myself to a powerful climax. As it hit the piss that was still in my ass, exploded out and splashed all over the ground. Once it subsided, I gathered up the jersey and slipped it over my head. It was big enough to cover most of my body, but just barely. Now I
just had to figure out where I was, and how I was going to get back to my car. I looked to my phone for help, but unsurprisingly, the battery was dead. No money, no phone, and no real clothes I was left stranded. However, even with all of that, I still couldn't wait for my next encounter with Jerome. Shaking my head, and shrugging my shoulders I began my journey back to my car.
To be continued...
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The remainder of the week went about the same as the first day had; except Sage never had me wear the crotch rope again. She would lead me into school by my leash, and either play fetch with me or make me lick her before school. Lunch times, and after school were left for more intense interactions, in which Sage would fuck me with the strap-on, make me deep throat her fake cock, or make me hump something in the room like a dog in heat. There were times she would have me open my door as I had on the first day, but it wasn't a daily occurrence. However, she always referred to me as puppy slut in some manner, and I was always in my collar and leash barking my responses back to her. Acting like an animal was both humiliating and liberating; the freedom of letting me be ordered and control like a pet was invigorating.
After midweek, she no longer allowed me to drive home clothed, and with each passing day my attire became more and more risqué. The hem lengths of the skirts and dresses Sage provided me consistently inched their way shorter and shorter, until Friday's, tight fitting white tank dress, hung to just two inches below my ass; it was completely inappropriate for a student, let alone a teacher. Thankfully, because it was the last day before winter break, I had planned to show a video, and was able to remain hidden behind my desk during class. During Sage's class though, things became a bit more interesting. Twenty minutes into the class, I received a text message from Sage.
"Get up and go stand at the back of the classroom slut. Bring your phone with you."
I was giddy with the order, and immediately stood to begin walking to the back of the room. When I did a few students look at me, but then went back to watching the video. Most of the students were either attentively watching the video, or were sleeping at their desk, so at the back of the room all I saw was the back of their heads. After a minute of standing at the back of the room, I received another text from Sage.
"Let's see if you still want no limits slut; slip the shoulder straps of your dress off your arms."
My body warmed at the order, and my hands trembled as they reached up and began to follow my Mistress' command. I slid the straps off my shoulders, and pulled my arms through so that the dress was now only being held up by the tightness around my chest. I was basically now in a tube dress. As I completed my task, I made sure to keep my eyes scanning the room, and on Sage. I wanted to see if she would look back to check if I completed her order. However, she did not turn, and I instead received another text.
"Okay my little teacher slut, pull the dress all the way down until it is at your ankles."
My heart rate quickened upon reading Sage's new order. She wanted me to strip out of my dress, in class, while still filled with students. Sage certainly was seeing if I wanted no limits, and for the first time in a long while was beginning to second guess my commitment. I could feel my entire body begin to quiver as I thought about my task. My breath became rapid, and my chest was pounding. The idea of getting naked in my room while my students were still present was not something I had ever thought about before, but he I was thinking about it and I was having some very interesting reactions occur just from the thought. Though I was nervous and scared, I was at the same time extremely aroused and excited. I could feel the wetness of my sex drip out and coat my thighs. Without even realizing it, my hands began to move up and begin to pull down on the dress. Slowly, it slid down over my chest exposing my tits. Further and further, revealing my stomach and hips. I didn't stop as I reached my pubic region and continued to pull the dress down over my ass and thighs. I bent down some to continue to push the fabric past my knees and shins, rather than just letting it drop into place. When the bunched up dress reached my ankles, I let go and stood back up. My eyes were frantically wide open, and my heart was racing. I was standing naked in a classroom full of my unsuspecting students, and all I wanted to do was touch myself. The buzz of phone receiving a new message from Sage startled me, but I soon focused enough to read the next set of instructions.
"Very good slut. Go ahead and pull your dress back on and return to your desk. You have pleased me very much with your obedience."
I was thankful that Sage didn't push me any further at that moment, but I did wonder if she had anything else planned for me before lunch. I pulled my dress back on in one quick motion, re-fitted the straps over my shoulders, and made a few tiny adjustments before walking back to my desk at the front of the room. At my desk, I was a ball of excitement after such a thrilling and daring task. A few times I found myself bouncing in my chair like a giddy school girl as I replayed the brief, but terrifying exposure. I had to turn my attention to my computer in an attempt to keep myself from getting too revved up about it.
I didn't receive any further text messages from Sage as the period continued. My curiosity grew, as I wondered exactly what would come next. The buzz that was caused from stripping earlier had died down, and soon the video had ended, leaving about five minutes left in class. I sat quietly while I watched my students begin to pack up to get ready to leave for lunch. Eventually the bell rang dismissing the students, and I became disappointed when I saw Sage stand up and begin to leave. However, my disappointment was relieved when I saw her turn around and acted as if she forgot something. The rest of the students filed out, as she made her way to my desk. There were still students waiting to exit the door, when she walked up to my desk and spoke.
"Give me your dress slut."
I was stunned how forward and daring she was, considering there were still students somewhat present, but realized I was being silly considering what I had been ordered to do earlier. My hands reached up to my shoulder straps and began to slide them off as I watch the last of my students leave. Just as I had earlier, I slid the dress down my body to my ankles before stepping out of it and handing it over to Sage. She grabbed it from me, and stuffed it into her bag.
"I'll be back later slut."
That was all she said before turning and leaving me naked and alone in my classroom. Thankfully she shut the door on her way out, but I was still disappointed that she wasn't going to be playing with me during the break. Having become accustomed to being naked in my classroom, I choose to focus on getting some administrative stuff completed in preparation for the break in school. I figured Sage would be back before lunch was over to give me back my dress. My thinking was correct; partially. Sage did come back about halfway into lunch, but she did not have my dress with her. All she had with her for me to wear was a tan raincoat.
"Stand up slut."
I complied quickly.
"I threw your dress out slut, as I don't feel you need it anymore today. I put in for a substitute for the remainder of your classes today so I can have you perform one more final task before we leave for our trip. Take this coat, and go to the Fox Ridge park and trails just outside of town. You will leave now, and text me once you get there for further instructions. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Good, now get dressed and leave before the sub gets here."
Sage handed me the coat, and I slipped on my nude form. As I did Sage walked away and towards the door. I waited a bit after she left before I followed suit and exited my classroom. With the school at lunch the halls were empty, and I was able to make it to my car without bumping into anyone. Once inside my car, I began to wonder what exactly my task would be once I arrived at the trails. As I drove my thoughts raced of all the possibilities, and in a way made the drive go by quickly as I arrived to my destination before I knew it. Parking my car in the vacant lot, I pulled my phone out and texted Sage. She responded back rather quickly.
"Go out and look at the trail map. Taped to the bottom post is a set of instructions as to what you are to do next. Have fun slut."
Reading the message, I got out of my car and made my way over to the display that held the trail map. As Sage had indicated there was indeed a set of instructions for me taped to it. After retrieving them, I read what I was to do.
"Follow the blue trail indicated on the map. It is an out and back and at the end you will text me before turning back to return to the parking lot."
As Sage's instructions go, this was rather tame, and I began to get the sense that there was going to be more to it once I reached the end of the trail. I looked to the map, and saw that the blue trail was listed as about a three mile walk total, so I had to about a half a mile stroll through the trees and hillside ahead of me. Normally that wouldn't be an issue, except I was wearing a pair of heels that didn't really lend themselves to walking through the wilderness. However, I wasn't going to let a pair of heels keep me from accomplishing a task set for me by my mistress.
The walk took me about thirty minutes, and I was pretty sweaty by the time I reached the end. Thankfully, I was the only one on the trail, as the coat tended to flap open with my movements and the breeze. At my destination I texted Sage, and as her normal behavior the response came back quickly.
"Okay slut, are you still willing to have no limits to prove your service to me?"
My response was a no brainer, "Yes mistress."
"Very well, there is a bench located just at the end of the trail, and underneath it is a metal box. Let me know when you find it."
I located the box easily and set back my reply indicating so to Sage.
"As you can see it is a box is secured to the bench by a lock and chain. It is currently open, and inside you will find an unlocked combination lock. You are to remove your coat, and then put it inside the box along with your car keys. Next you will use the combination lock to secure the box shut and locking it. Doing so will effectively leave you stranded naked and without a way to get back into your car. You are to do this now and text me back when you have locked the box. A picture message showing yourself naked and holding the locked box will suffice as your reply."
Honestly, the idea of being left stranded and naked out in the wild was somewhat of an exhilarating thought, and considering all the other tasks I have completed for Sage this one seemed just as manageable. So, without much thought about it, I took the coat of and tossed it and my keys into the box. The lock was put into place, and I spun the combination dial to truly make sure it was locked. I then made quick work of taking the cell phone picture of myself naked and the locked box to send to my mistress as proof of my completion. Adrenaline raged through my body as I awaited her response.
"Excellent slut; your obedience is greatly appreciated. Now, I am not going to have you walk home naked, though that would be a devilish task. Instead, you will be doing a bit of scavenging to get your keys and coat back. Inside your car's glove box is the key to the lock securing the box to the chain, but your keys are in the box so this doesn't help. However, I have left you a spare key on the trails. Unfortunately, it is at the end of the red trail taped to the bottom of the bench. This means you will have to hike back to the parking lot, and then hike the red trail to retrieve your spare car key. You will then need to hike back to your car, retrieve the key to the lock, and hike back to the box at the end of the blue trail. At that point you will be able unlock the box from the chain, but your coat and car keys will still be locked inside. I will let you know how to open the box, only once you return again to your car with the box. Hopefully you are able to follow these directions well enough as I will be expecting another picture of you naked with the box in front of your car as proof you have completed this portion of the task. Enjoy your hike, and time in the forest slut."
Upon reading the text of instructions, I was immediately thinking about all the hiking I would be doing in my heels. It would be a mile and a half back to the parking lot, and from what I remember seeing on the trail map, the red trail was a 4 mile out and back trail. Plus, I would then have to walk the 3 miles of the blue trail again just to get back to my car. It was going to take me a couple of hours to complete, and I would surely be sore by the end. Also, I would be naked, so I would have to hope no one came along to walk the trails while I was making my trek. It being the winter months, I didn't really think many people would be looking to walk in the cold. That then triggered my own awareness of just how chilly it was. I had been running on a bit of adrenaline, and hadn't noticed the chill in the air.
Realizing I couldn't stand around any longer, I set off towards the trail entrance. I hoped the excretion of the hikes would keep me relatively warm. As I walked, I thought about how absolutely brilliant Sage could be when it came to my submission. This was a meticulously laid out task, and had to be planned well ahead of time. Having this realization, I understood just how much Sage cared for me, and thought about me. She was not just winging it when it came to test my submission; she was being thoughtful and calculated. A sense of pride, and a desire to make my mistress happy washed over me and I was soon back at the lot.
I could see my car parked, still alone, in the lot, but could not take refuge in it. I could only redirect my heading and begin walking the red trail. The red trail was noticeably less steep than the blue trail, but had less tree coverage. This would mean less possible hiding spots if someone did indeed show up to hike. However, knowing I was the only one out on the trails allowed me to walk the first out portion of the trail freely and confidently. I reached the end in about 40 minutes, and I could start to feel the ache in my feet from the heels.
Going to the bench, I sat first to give myself a bit of a breather. I only took a minute or two before squatting down and looking for the spare key to my car taped to the underside. It was easy to locate as it was the only thing under there. Retrieving it, I was even more impressed with the detailed thought Sage put into this adventure. While the key I found was a spare key to my car, I would only be able to unlock the car with it, as it didn't have the actual swab with it that allows me to start my keyless ignition vehicle. She didn't want me getting cold feet half way through, a not going back to the box once I returned to my car. I just smirked and began to head back down the trail.
As I walked back towards the parking lot I was feeling be good. I was naked and confident that I was making my mistress happy, and was enjoying myself at the same time. However, that vanished when down the trail ahead of me, I could hear voices. I quickly looked around to look for suitable hiding spots. Just to the left of the trail was a collection of bushes that look to be adequate enough to hide behind. Without a moment to lose, I dashed over to the cover as the voices grew louder and clearer.
From the vantage point of the bushes I could see the trail pretty well, and could only hope the unknown hikers would not be able to see me. I watched as the couple came closer. It was an older man and woman out for a gingerly stroll, and they were chatting as they went. Thankfully I think their conversation was helpful in the sense that it distracted them, and they walked past without noticing my naked form tucked behind the sparse bush line.
I allowed them to walk off further up the trail before I popped back out to continue my journey. After nearly being caught out as I was, I decided it might be best if I move a little faster to try and get this completed sooner. However my heel and feet did not agree and I had to stay at a moderate to slow pace to keep from really injuring myself. Eventually though I did make it back to the car park, and I saw that there was just one other car now; the one belonging to the couple that nearly caught me. I hurried over to my car, and opened the passenger side door to access the glove box. Just as Sage said, there was a single key with in.
Once I had the key from the glove box, I headed directly back to the blue trail, and set off to complete the next stage. It took another thirty minutes to reach the end, and by then I could feel the heat of exertion radiating off of me. I quickly went to the bench and began to unlock the box from the chain. The key worked, and I had the box, but I was still a long ways from being finished. With box still being locked, I would have to remain nude until Sage provided me with the combination. To receive the combo, I had to go back to my car and take another picture with the box to send to her. Not wanting to risk the chance of anyone else showing up, I began my trek back down.
My ankles and feet were extremely sore by the time I returned to the lot, which still only held my car and one other. I instantly posed for the picture and sent it off to Sage; I decided to await her response in my car to rest my feet, and hide my exposure some. Within moments, her reply came across my phone.
"You made pretty good time slut. I'm impressed. As for the combo to the box, I wrote it on back side of the bench at the end of the red trail. So I guess your hiking adventure isn't quite over yet. Have fun slut, and I will see you back at your place once you are done; I'm packing you a bag for our trip."
I should have realized something like that would occur. Sage really knows how to keep me on my toes. Exiting my car, I headed towards the trailhead for the red trail once again. However, upon reaching it, I realized the couple I saw on the trail earlier had to still be on it, as there car was still in the lot. With this realization, I was going to have to be very careful when making my way back up the trail if I did not want to be seen.
Rather slowly I made my way up the trail. Every noise made me freeze, as I thought it was the couple coming back down. However, I was able to make it all the way to the end without issue. At the end, I could see that the couple was sitting down on the bench, enjoying the nature around them and having some snacks. There was no way for me to get to the combo until they left, so I would have to wait it out.
I decided to go back down the trail a bit to find a good hiding spot to wait them out in. About hundred or so feet back down the trail there was a good patch of thick bushes and trees that would provide adequate coverage and a decent vantage point to watch from. As I got myself into position, I began to feel the chill of the evening air on my skin. I had been out here for quite a while, and the temperature was starting to drop with the sun. I however took this as a good sign, as I believed the couple would be heading back down soon so they would not have to hike in the dark.
Thankfully, after about a half hour of waiting, I saw the couple coming down towards me. I stayed in hiding until they passed and where quite a ways further down. Confident they were far enough away; I scrambled out of the bushes and made my way back to the end of the trail. Reaching the bench I scanned it to locate the combination, and soon found it written in marker on the back edge board. Adjusting the dial to the correct numbers, I had the box unlocked and opened. I immediately pulled out the coat and slipped it on over my chilled form. Grabbing my car keys I slid them into one of the pockets, with my phone.




I figured I should keep the box with me, so I carried it as I made the return trip to my car. Considering the couple was in front of me on the trail, I took my time going back, as I would have a hard time explaining how I got on the trail without them noticing. Eventually, I did make it to the end, and taking a precautionary look to make sure their car was gone, I got back into mine. By that time the sun was just about to set, and my lower body was burning with fatigue. This was however forgotten, as I remembered Sage would be waiting for me at my house. I took all my reserve to keep from peeling out of the lot.
To be continued...
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My name is Eve, and I am your typical 18 year old high school senior. I am the more quiet, shy type of girl that tends to keep to herself, rather than the social butterfly. Most people tend to describe as a cute blonde, as I am no classic beauty but do feel I receive my share of attention from the opposite sex. Standing at 5 foot 3 inches tall, and weighing just under a hundred pounds, I am short and slim. My breasts have never been a focal point, filling up only an a cup bra, but my butt is something I'm proud of. It is full for my stature, and just firm enough that I can proudly turn heads if I wear tight pants or dresses.
As for the other sex, I have had only one intimate experience with a guy I dated for a few months. He took my virginity, and opened my eyes to the nature of sex, but he wasn't really someone I felt a connection with. However, this changed once I began tutoring Marcus Hill, Arbor Heights' star basketball player. He needed help in math, and I knew enough about school hierarchy to understand that he was at the top and I shouldn't pass on the opportunity to become friendly with one of the school's studs.
Marcus was your prototypical senior basketball point guard. He was a 6 foot 4 inch eighteen year old black kid, with a strong physique, and a handsome golden boy appearance. Admittedly, before I found out I was to be working with him, I never really thought too much about him, but once I began I soon realized I couldn't stop thinking about him. I wondered what he would be like around me, and how he became such a good athlete. This led to me thinking about his perfect body, and eventually what it looked like without clothes on. I was then progressing to wondering what his penis looked like, and if it was true what was said about black guys.
By the time or first tutoring session came up, I was absolutely revved up with desire for him. We met after school in an empty tutoring room and he must of caught on to my feelings about him, because quickly our session became more about me and less about math. He began asking me questions about myself; each one getting a bit more personal than the last. Finally, he reached over and grasped my upper thigh with his strong muscular hand and asked point blank if I wanted him.
A bit shocked by the bluntness of it, I didn't respond right away, but after taking a moment to breathe and collect my thoughts I responded that I did want him. He smiled, and stated that from the moment we started working together he knew I wanted his dick. Again, I was shocked by the bluntness of his statement and this time couldn't bring myself to say anything. He however took the initiative, and grabbed my tiny white hand and placed it on the crotch of his basketball shorts. Beneath the fabric I could feel the warmth of his manhood, and was in disbelief as to the size of it though it was still flaccid. My heartbeat raced and my breathing quickened, as he then began to guide my hand up and down his length slowly bringing it to life.
He then let go of my hand, and I continued as he had shown me. After a moment he asked if I liked what I felt and I could only nod my head. Continuing with his questioning he asked if I wanted to see it. I again only nodded. Another smile formed on his face and he instructed that I go ahead and pull his cock out. Tentatively, I reached with my fingers to the waistband of his shorts and slowly began to pull them down. He wasn't wearing any underwear, and suddenly his package sprung free and stood triumphantly in front of me. He must have been at least ten inches long, and as thick as my wrist.
Seeing my wided eyed astonishment, he told me to go ahead and grab it. A moan escaped my lips as my fingers grasped his warm pole. He felt soft and smooth, while at the same time hard and rigid. One of my hands looked dwarfed by its size, and it took both to be able to grasp it all the way around. I stroked him up and down for a moment as I instinctively began to lick my lips. That was when he spoke again, and told to go ahead a kiss it. He said he could see I wanted his cock in my mouth.
I did, and on autopilot I leaned forward and kissed the bulbous purple head softly a couple of times with my lips. I then began to lose myself in the moment, and opened my mouth to begin taking him into it. Slow and steadily I increased my pace, and was soon taking him further and further into my wet mouth.
From that point forward I have been under Marcus' spell ever since. We aren't a couple, but rather he uses me sexually and I go right along with it. I am still the quiet, shy girl, but when I'm with Marcus I am a sexual dynamo. I would do whatever he wanted me too, if it meant I would be able to suck his magnificent cock, or feel it penetrate my depths. Which takes us up to today in which I am getting ready to start my Thursday school day when I receive a text from Marcus.
"Good morning cocksucker. I need my dick sucked, so meet me at the park in ten minutes."
"Yes Daddy."
There is no asking, only orders, and it doesn't bother me one bit as I feel my pussy slick with arousal of what is to come. I'm only nervous about the time, there was only about twenty minutes until school started meaning I would most likely be late to first period again. However, I didn't fret over that, and instead finished getting ready and hurried off to meet him.
The park was a run down park on the edge of town that Marcus and I had been meeting at for impromptu meetings for a few weeks now. Usually in the mornings or later at night when no one was around. He would have me find him in the restroom and usually give him a long blow job after making me first beg for it. I didn't expect this time to be any different.
I arrived at the park just on time, and received a text stating he was in the men's room today. Locking my car, I scurried off to find him. Reaching the restrooms, I was hit in the face few foul odor of stale piss wafting out of them. They must have had heavy use the night before, but I just kept moving towards my destination, not letting it get in my way of my prize. As I found him leaning against one of the sinks, he smiled and spoke.
"Well, well, well, don't you look cute for a cock sucker? Is the slut trying to impress me so I give her my cock today?"
"I always want to look nice for you Daddy, and I always want your cock."
"That's because your a simple cocksucking slut, and always needs a thick black cock in her mouth. Crawl over to me and beg me to give you your treat."
I dropped to my hands and knees as ordered, and began to crawl to him, begging to entire way over for him to let me suck his cock like I was a depraved sexual deviant.
"Oh please Daddy, I want your cock so bad. I need it in my mouth, to feel it bulging as it stretches out my throat. Please let me taste you Daddy. Please use me as your cum bucket."
By then I was on my knees in front of him, as he looked down upon me and pulled his massive tool from his pants.
"Is this want you want cocksucker?"
"Yes Daddy."
"I'm going to just let it rest on your face first, don't touch it, and don't even think about moving."
He then laid his ebony shaft across my face, and I could feel the warmth of it on my skin.
"What kind of panties you got on under those tight leggings? They gotta be small because I don't see any panty lines. I know you ain't wearing a bra; your nipples are almost poking holes through your little white top."
"I'm wearing a tiny pink and white g-string Daddy."
"Oh yeah? Show me, I think I want to see them."
"Daddy, can't I just suck your dick? It almost time for school, and I don't wanna be late again."
"Dammit slut, all you had to do was pull pants down some and show me your panties, but no, you had to be a pain about. Now I want you to take off all your clothes except for your panties. That way all I see are them. Do it, or no cock for you."
Fearful I wouldn't get to taste his cock, I quickly forgot about not wanting to be late for school and began taking off my white tank top and grey leggings. I then resumed my position in front of him on my knees. My clothes sat in a pile on the cold, grimy cement floor as I looked up at him and his beautiful cock.
"Alright slut, that's better. Now you can start sucking."
Eagerly, I did just that, and basically attacked his member with my mouth. I devoured him, and found a good rhythm as he watched me and let me we work. After a bit, I noticed he had pulled out his phone, which was becoming a common theme for our meetings. I stopped briefly to ask him a question.
"Do you really need to take another picture of me sucking your cock?"
"Firstly slut, I am going to take a video, and secondly, don't act like you don't get off on it. I know you love it when I send you the pictures and videos afterwards. Now keeping sucking, and make it good for the video."
"Yes Daddy."
I then resumed my oral ministrations on his unit as he filmed it with his phone. He was right, every time he took a picture me or filmed me, he always sent a copy to me and I would always look at it over and over getting turned on more and more. As I began getting back into sucking his cock, he began to talk to me.
"That's it slut, suck that cock. You're just a whore for this black cock. Got you nearly naked in a public restroom, taking my dick in your mouth. Wonder what the rest of school would think if they knew Eve Guest was such a cocksucking slut for my black cock."
His words only spurred me on. The idea of others at school finding out I was a Marcus' cocksucking slut was scary, but at the same time thrilling. I began to really bob up and down at the thought, and was soon drooling strands of saliva out of my mouth and around his black trunk. He too seemed to be feeling the excitement as I could feel his body begin to tense. All of a sudden he pulled his cock free of my mouth and began to pump it with his free hand.
"Oh fuck slut, here it comes. I'm gonna cover your face in my load just as a whore like you deserves."
"Yes Daddy, cum on my face. Coat me with your seed."
"Ungh!"
Spurt after spurt fired out and splattered on my face. He soon caked me with his jism, and I could not have been more pleased. Once he was finally spent, and I was glazed with a healthy coating of cum, he had me lick the last remaining dribble from his tip. He put his cock away before looking at me with his smiling face and speaking.
"That's was fun as always slut. Now let me see if I can't make your school day a bit more interesting. Take off your panties and give to me. I want you to get dressed without them, leaving only a very thin layer of fabric to cover that sloppy wet cunt of yours. Hopefully, you don't create a wet spot."
I blushed at the idea, as it wouldn't take much to do so as my leggings were a light grey and very light for use in warmer weather. However, I didn't question him this time, and simply complied with his command. He took my tiny pair of panties and balled them up into his pocket. He then smiled again and began to walk away. However before he left he did tell me one last thing.
"Oh, and you might want to wash up; you look like a real cocksucking slut with all that cum on your face. See you at school."
He left me alone to wash my face off in the sink. Thankfully I don't wear a lot of make-up so making myself presentable again didn't take long. Satisfied I left the restroom and got back to my car.
I arrived at school thirty minutes late for 1st period, and got a dissatisfied look from my teacher when I arrived. It was becoming a common thing for me to be late to her class. Thankfully my grade helped ease her mood, as I was one of the better students in the class. Today I was somewhat distracted knowing I wasn't wearing any underwear and was a bit concerned I may begin to show my overwhelming state of arousal soon.
Fortunately, once I got to second period, I began to forgot about my lack of panties and was able to focus on my classes instead. Of course, that was until I received a picture message from Marcus towards the end of third period. It was of his cock erect, and hanging from it were my panties. The picture was followed by the text, "Aren't you glad I took your panties? Because you wouldn't be able to see how nice they look dangling from my cock while I take a piss if you were still wearing them.". My pussy swelled and gushed from the picture, causing me to ask for permission to use the restroom so that I wouldn't soak my leggings. God, he really knew how to make me squirm. In the bathroom I texted him back.
"Yes Daddy, I'm so happy you took my panties with you. They look amazing on hanging from you beautiful cock. I had to go to the restroom to keep from flooding my leggings."
"So the cocksucker is already hungry for more cock huh?"
"Always Daddy."
"Well you will have to wait until after I get done with basketball practice, so be a good little cocksucker and behave. No playing with yourself until I say it's okay."
"Yes Daddy, I can wait."
I hated when he kept me from pleasuring myself, but I knew that it usually meant he had something big planned. The idea alone excited me further. I was just happy I was going to get more of his magnificent dick later. Unfortunately, I had to wait through the rest of school and his two hour practice to get it. My day dragged by after that.
Eventually, my day neared an end and as I sat in a study room waiting for Marcus to finish practice. Eventually, I received a call from him.
"Come to the locker room cocksucker."
"Yes Daddy."
He hung up, and I hurried to gather my things so I got get to the locker room. I had met him in the boys locker room on a few occasions now, and each time I felt like a tramp in doing so. Just as the times before, I tentatively walked into the empty room that smelt like sweat and began to look for Marcus. I found him still in his practice uniform sitting on a bench towards the middle of the locker room. He smiled his smile as I approached, and spoke.
"Take off your clothes slut and hand them to me."
I did as he instructed, and was soon standing naked before him. He took my clothes and tossed my top in one direction and my pants in another. I couldn't see where they landed as the many rows of lockers blocked my line of sight.
"You can pick those up later, but right you need to do what you were born to do; suck black cock."
He pulled his shorts down to reveal his fat cock, and I fell to my knees to take him into my mouth. I could taste his sweat from practice, and the smell of must radiating off his body; it was intoxicating. Just as I had this morning I worked his pole like a true cocksucker, but rather than let me finish he pulled his cock away.
"That's enough for now slut; I need to fuck. You are not allowed to cum though. This is just going to be a quick fuck so I can get rid of the pent up adrenaline left from practice. Now stand up, and put your hands on the bench."
I didn't say a word, and just did as commanded. He quickly came up behind me and stuffed his thick shaft into my wanting snatch. Even though I wanted to cum, I fought the urge and held back. Marcus however, was ramming me hard and fast with his cock. He just gripped my hips and slammed his way towards an orgasm. It wasn't long until he began to quiver and then pulled out to shoot his cream all over my back and ass. Once every drop was ejected he ordered me to turn and clean him up with my mouth. Like the good little submissive cocksucker I was, I did as I was told without saying a word.
"Thanks slut, I needed that. I have to go and meet some friends out so I'll leave you to get cleaned up, but keep your phone near by tonight as I might be in touch."
Again, he left and I had to not only to clean myself off, but also locate my clothes. I used the showers to spray off my back, and found a towel nearby to dry off with. My shirt was easy to find, and so were my pants. Unfortunately, my pants fell into a puddle of some sort and the ass of them were wet. As they were my only option I had to wear them as is so I could get home before my parents began to wonder where I was. After getting dressed I grabbed my stuff and made my way home.
At home, my parents greeted me and asked how school went. I told them that it was the same as always, but that I really enjoyed my morning and afternoon sessions today. Of course I was referring to me meetings with Marcus, but my parents just assumed I meant my first and last classes which were actually my favorites. I excused myself to my room and was told dinner would be ready in an hour. That was just enough time to get showered and do my homework.
The shower felt good and refreshing. I returned to my room in just my towel, the benefits of being an only child, and began to lotion my skin. In my room, I stayed naked and got onto my computer. I was planning on starting my homework after checking my emails, but that idea went by the wayside as I saw an email from Marcus. It was the video of us from the morning meeting in the park. I watched it over and over, and it took all my strength not to pleasure myself. Marcus was creating quite the library of videos and pictures of our meetings, and though I was concerned that they all showed me acting like a whore, at the same time being able to see myself behave like that was so arousing.
Eventually it was dinner time and I had to put some clothes on and come out of my room. I threw on some PJs, and met my parents at the table. We ate and talked about our days before finishing and then watching some TV together. At about nine o'clock, I excused myself to my bedroom under pretence of going to sleep, but I was actually going to watch some of the other videos Marcus had recorded and sent to me while I waited to see if he'd call tonight.
At almost midnight, I had watched every video and looked at every picture by the time I received a text message from Marcus.
"Is the cocksucker still awake?"
"Yes I am Daddy."
"Good, because I'm outside your house and I need a blowjob."
He also attached a picture he took of my house from his car.
"What about my parents Daddy?"
"Are you questioning me? I was gonna let you come outside dressed, but now you will come to my car wearing nothing but a thong. Be quick, for every minute it takes, I will pull further up the street."
"I'm sorry Daddy, I'll be out soon."
I opened my door to look and see if my parents were still up, thankfully they were not. Another thing I was thankful for was the location of their room. They had the bedroom on the second floor that overlooked the backyard. My bedroom was on the first floor and just off the kitchen. It would be relatively easy for me to sneak out my window to meet Marcus. Pulling open my underwear drawer, I selected a black lace thong to wear and then slowly began to sneak out. By the time I was outside, I could see Marcus had pulled up in front of my neighbor's house. I crept through the night to his car and got in. His cock was already out and hard.
"It's all ready for you cocksucker."



"Thank you Daddy."
I then leaned over and took him into my mouth. He let me go slow and savor the task. I licked his shaft and lathered it with saliva from my tongue. Satisfied he was slick enough, I began to take him into my throat, pushing myself to bury his entire length in my gullet. He just moaned with pleasure as I worked my magic on him. Once I was able to get him fully into my throat, I began to hold myself on him for moments at a time, holding my breath, and contracting my throat around his ebony shaft. Eventually my technique was too much and he began to flood my mouth with his load. Rivers of cum rushed into my throat and I worked to swallow all of it. Once I was satisfied I had gotten it all, I allowed his snake to slip from my mouth and gave it one last kiss before he put it away.
"My oh my, what a great job you did cocksucker."
"Thank you Daddy."
"Well I need to get home and get some sleep, I leave tomorrow morning to go play in a basketball tournament with an all star team for the surrounding area. I'm the only player from my team going."
"That's great Daddy. You must be proud."
"Of course, but I should be on this all star team as I'm the best point guard in the state. Anyways, the tournament is in the city and I will be in a hotel room, so I was thinking you could come up and we could have some fun. It's only a three hour drive so you could drive up after school and then drive back once we finish. This isn't a question, but an order."
"Yes Daddy, I'll be there."
"Of course you will, now hurry along. You wouldn't want you parents to find your room empty now."
He reached across me and pushed open my door. I stepped out and began to walk towards my house when he called me back over to the car.
"I was just thinking I could use some new decoration for my car on the drive tomorrow, and what better than your thong. Take it off and give it to me."
I simply just slid the lace panty down my legs right there on the sidewalk of my neighborhood, and handed them over to Marcus through the window. He took them and hung them from the rear view mirror before pulling away and leaving me naked. That was the second pair of panties I gave him today and didn't get back. If this became a regular occurrence, I would soon be out of underwear. Not wanting to risk being caught naked outside my house I hurried back to my window and climbed back inside.
I had a restless night of sleep as I was in desperate need of sexual release. However, the idea of spending time alone in a hotel room with Marcus kept my spirits high as I began the last day of school for the week. I figured I would tell my parents that I would be going to the movies with my friends and then hanging out at one of their houses afterwards to give me cover for my hotel meeting with Marcus.
It was during fourth period however, that my fantasy night alone with Marcus went up in smoke. Marcus sent me a text that changed everything, well sort of.
"Hello cocksucker, I been showing my roommate this weekend some of your videos and he wants to fuck you."
"What Daddy? Who did you show, and why?"
"Settle down slut, there is no need to worry. He isn't from our town, in fact he is from two towns over. So he has no idea who you are, other than you are a true black cock slut. You will love him, he is black and has a big cock."
"Okay Daddy, but I still feel weird about someone else seeing me."
"Believe me, he has no idea who you are and you will be singing a different tune tonight when his cock is stuffing its way inside you. Room check is at nine so be here at 9:30. I'll text you later with more info. See you soon slut."
"Yes Daddy."
I couldn't believe it. Why would Marcus show someone those videos? It was so embarrassing, but at the same time I was intrigued to know who this guy was, and a little excited knowing he wanted to fuck me. I figured it would be an interesting fun time, and soon found myself looking forward to it. By the end of school I was a ball of excitement, as I couldn't stop thinking about this unknown guy fucking me. I also received another text from Marcus that piqued my interest even more.
"On your way here stop and pick up a dog collar and leash, and a blindfold. I don't think I'm going to let you see who is going to be fucking you tonight and I want to show him just how obedient a little slut you can be. I emailed you our hotel information. Text me when you get to the parking lot of the hotel."
"Okay Daddy."
From the sound of it, this was going to be a very kinky night. I was both the most nervous and most excited I have ever been in my life. To be there by 9:30 and make the stops for the items requested, that meant I'd have to leave for the hotel by 6:00. I decided to go home after school, freshen up, and give my parents the story for where I'd be tonight. They didn't ask me any questions, and told me to have fun with my friends; if they only knew. I took my time to shower and decide the most appropriate outfit to wear. I settled on a light floral sundress and a pair of no show Victoria Secret thong panties. A simple flip flop and my outfit was complete. It was only 5:30 but I felt better to leave early and avoid any delays.
On my way, I decided to stop and get the requested items. I had done a bit of research before and found a sex shop along the route that would carry the items. It was located just on the outskirts of the city Marcus' tournament was being held, and being so far away from my town I felt comfortable knowing no one would be there that knew me.
I arrived at the shop after a long three hour trip. It was a drive in which my mind could not stop thinking about the endless possibilities the night would bring. The sex shop seemed a bit rundown and seedy, but I decided it was my best bet for getting all three items in one stop. I took a moment in my car to settle my nerves and psyche myself up for going in. Exiting the car and walking to the door of the grimey shop, I knew that it was the first step of the night to a life changing experience.
Inside I felt a little uncomfortable at first and somewhat disoriented by the variety of items. I began to walk almost mindlessly in a state of awe before I was able to recover and refocus on my task. That was when I located what looked to be a bondage area of leather and harnesses, and it was where I figured to start my search for the items. Browsing through all the restraints and clamps, I was shocked as to the level of intricacy there was with some of the items for sale. Fortunately, all I needed was a blindfold, collar, and leash; all of which I found within moments of browsing the bondage section. I settled on all leather.
The blindfold was black leather on one side, and a red plush on the inside. For the collar, I chose a simple, thin leather with a normal fastener and a ring on the front to attach the thin black leather leash I paired with it. With the items in my hand, I made the nerve racking walk to the cashier. What would this person think of a young girl like me, in a place like this, buying the items I was buying? These were the thoughts going through my head, but they were all for not, as the middle aged clerk simply asked for my ID and rung my purchases up without even a sly smile. Before I knew it I was back in my car with a bag of bondage items.
It was nine o'clock, and I knew from what Marcus had told me, room checks for the team was going on now. I had a thirty minute wait until my night of the erotically naughty unknown was to begin. Figuring I might need it, I drove to a coffee shop for a cup of caffeine, as it might be a long night for me. With my coffee purchased I drove towards the hotel Marcus was staying at, and parked in the lot as I waited to text him my arrival until 9:30.
Sipping my hot beverage, I examined the hotel. It was five stories tall, and seemed a bit more upscale than I was expecting. The windows all looked out to the parking lot or to the town on the opposite side. It was an older building, brick and imposing. However, it had the charm of an old town hotel. I wasn't sure exactly how I'd make it to Marcus' room. Would I have to go through the front and talk to the desk? I wouldn't think so, as that might cause unwanted attention. Maybe Marcus would sneak out and bring me up to his room from the back entrance, and risk being seen out of his room by the coaching staff. The danger of it all was exciting. Eventually it was 9:30, and I texted Marcus that I was there.
"Very good, I left the back door wedged open. You are to come in and use the back stairway to come up to our room on the fifth floor. We are the only ones from the team on this floor. Our room is at the opposite end from the stairs, #525. You will walk to our door, and then strip off whatever you are wearing; shoes and all and fold them on the floor next to the door. Then you will put on the collar, leash, and blindfold before getting onto your knees and knocking. You will hold the end of the leash in your hands as if presenting it. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Daddy."
"Good, now hurry up. I want to show off my obedient pet slut to my friend here."
My body trembled with his message. I couldn't believe I was going to actually allow a complete stranger to use me as a sex toy. Let alone the fact that I would be being used by two guys. With a nervous excitement, I got out off my car with the bag of items. I left everything else, my phone and purse in my car. I even decided to leave my car keys hidden on one of the tires as I didn't want to worry about carrying them with me. My focus was only on being the obedient slut Marcus wanted me to be.
I quickly made it to the back door, which was as Marcus said it would be wedged open. Peering inside, the first floor hall was empty, and I swiftly entered the hotel and began to climb the stairs. My body buzzed more and more with each step I climbed closer to level five, and by the time I reached the top floor I was practically vibrating down the hall. There was a calming silence as I strolled towards the room, a silence that made me feel safe in what I was about to do. Reaching room 525, I stopped in front of it for a moment and just looked at it, as if it was going to tell me something. In reality, I guess I was just going through everything that was about to happen in my mind, and getting myself mentally prepared.
With my mind settled, I lifted my dress up and over my head before folding it neatly and laying it on top of my flip flops I slid out of. I then slowly peeled down my thong, and also folded it neatly to be placed on top of my dress. Now nude, I grabbed the bag of items and began to take each one out. I was not sure what to do with the empty bag, so I looked around and spotted a trash bin just a few feet away from there room in front of the elevator bay. In a daring bit of excitement, I walked over and tossed the bag away. Just the feeling of be naked in the hallway of the hotel got my body trembling again.
Returning to the door, I grabbed the collar and attached it around my neck; the thin leather strap feeling soft and smooth on my skin. Grabbing the leash next, I clipped it onto the collar before dropping down to my knees. Reaching for the blindfold, I brought it up to my face and took a deep breath before pulling it over my face to cut off my vision. Finally, I took a hold of the end of the leash in one hand while I reached out and knocked on the door with the other. Pulling my hand back and holding out the leash just as Marcus had instructed, I waited. Within seconds I heard the sound of the door handle being turned, and my body began to shake with a mixture of sacred nerves, and overwhelming arousal.
"Don't you look precious slut. Are you ready to come in and meet my friend?"
"Yes Daddy."
"Okay, I'll take this, you just follow behind on your hands and knees."
Marcus took the leash from my palms, and began to walk away from me with it. As the slack left the leash, I fell forward to my hands and began to crawl behind him blindly, desperately trying to keep up. He was leading me to an unknown erotic adventure. Suddenly we stopped moving and Marcus spoke to me once again.
"Sit slut."
I obeyed and sat back on my heels to wait for his next command.
"Say hello to Tony slut."
"Hello Tony."
"Well, if it isn't a pretty little slut," Tony said from a few feet in front of me.
"Tony was telling how much he would like to have you suck his dick after I showed him some of you pictures I've taken. Do you wanna suck his dick slut?"
"Yes Daddy."
"Then ask him if you can."
"Tony, I... ah, can I please suck your dick," I asked somewhat timidly.
He responds, "Of course hoe, but you are going to have to come and get it."
I paused for a moment, before Marcus spoke up.
"Go ahead slut, crawl over to him so you can get his black cock in your cock sucking mouth."
I didn't pause at that, and instead got back to my hands and knees to crawled towards where Tony's voice was coming from. After a few steps I felt his hand grab a hold of my head and guide me towards his crotch. He didn't however just put his dick in my mouth though, but instead began to rub my face with it. He was naked and I could feel the weight of his massive tool rubbing across my cheeks, chin, nose, blindfolded eyes, and forehead. He was teasing me with it, and I just sat there and let him as I kept my mouth open like the eager slut I was. As Tony kept up his teasing, I heard Marcus speak behind me.
"Go ahead and give the slut what she wants Tony."
Tony did just that, he stopped rubbing his member across my face and began to stuff it into my waiting mouth. From the way it stretched my mouth open, I could tell he was at least as thick as Marcus, and that only spurred me to orally attack his rod to find out just how long he was too. For a bit, he let me work my mouth on him and savor the opportunity to enjoy such a wonderful black pole. My tongue slavered his shaft, and I caressed his mushroom head with my delicate lips. He was absolutely massive just like Marcus, and I was lost in the lust of pleasing such a spectacular black cock.
After allowing me time to enjoy his piece, Tony began to take over and control things more. His hands once again found my head and started to pull it in to accept more of his stiffness. I tried my best to relax my mouth and throat to allow him to use me as he wished. The bulbous head of his prick soon was knocking at the entrance of my throat, and muffled gags were escaping from my stretched and filled mouth. As he kept pressing himself into my mouth, I reached up with my hand to see how much was left for me to take. I was shocked to find that he still hand a good handful left waiting to gain access to my full mouth.
"Oh god slut, take my cock. Choke on it. I wanna hear you gag on it," Tony said.
I was doing just that, as more than half of his length was embedded in my mouth, and he was forcefully pulling my head in attempt to push more in. Struggling to breathe, I began to make horrendous gagging sounds, and saliva was pouring out from around my lips, coating my chest. For a moment I thought I might either pass out, or puke if Tony kept it up for any longer. Fortunately, he relaxed some, and pulled his now slippery cock from my mouth. In turn though, he then began to slap it onto my face and lips with wet smacks, as if proving his dominance over me and adding to the humiliation. Marcus and him laughed as he did, until Marcus spoke.
"Well how about testing out the slut's cunt now, and I can take over using her mouth?"
Tony replied, "Sounds good to me man. I won't mind stretching this bitch out some with my big black cock. Do you want that slut?"
"Oh god yes. Please Tony fuck my slutty pussy with your huge black cock. I want to feel you stretch me open," I answered.
I was then lifted up to stand momentarily, before being spun around and bent at the waste. Within seconds I felt the warmth of Marcus' cock pressing into my cheek as Tony began to rub his wide tip up and down the length of my slick slit. Just as I got started working Marcus' wonderful tool with my mouth, I was surged with the intense feeling of Tony penetrating my tight little box. I paused my oral ministrations to allow my body to adjust to the tremendous pleasure and slight pain of the insertion. Once he had fully embedded himself into me, I refocused my efforts on Marcus and was officially being fucked from both ends.
Tony kept a slow steady pace, while I bobbed up and down on Marcus when I was moaning from the pleasure I was receiving from Tony's huge shaft. The two seemed to be pleased with the situation, and even began to talk to one another.
"Hey Tony, didn't I tell you her pussy was nice?"
"Ah yeah man, she got a tight little pussy. But I think we can do something about that by the time we are through."
"Oh yeah, we are really going to work this slut over, that's for sure."
Occasionally, Tony would slap my ass as he plowed into me, and Marcus would let his cock fall from my mouth and make me work to retrieve it. They were just using me for their own enjoyment, and didn't care if I was enjoying it as well. However, I was more than enjoying it and was soon on the edge of an orgasm when Tony spoke and asked Marcus a question.
"How's this bitch's ass? Does she take fat black cock up her back hole?"
Marcus replied, "haven't really tried her ass out yet, but tonight is as good as time as any to give her a taste."
I was shocked, scared and aroused all at the same time. Never before had I thought about the possibility of anal sex tonight, but it seemed they had made up their mind about it for me. Without anymore time to think to myself about it, I felt as Tony began to rub his thumb into my brown eye.
"What do you think slut? Wanna take some black dick in your ass? Wanna be an anal black cock slut?"
Marcus pulled out of my mouth to allow me to speak.
"I don't know, you are both so big, I'm a little afraid. I don't know if I can take you in my ass."
Tony continued to pump into me while he rubbed my virgin hole firmly with his thumb as he replied to me. With each moment, I was getting closer and closer to a climax.
"I think you will manage slut, and I think you will love it. In fact, I think the thought of it turns you on. To know that you will be fucked like a true slut, taking some thick black cock into your tight little white ass. You're probably gonna cum just from thinking about it."
At that moment he pressed a bit more firmly on my asshole and his thumb slipped inside me. It was all I needed to send me over the edge and have a mind blowing orgasm. All of the sensations and thoughts triggered a wave crashing climax to wash over me. If it wasn't for the fact that Tony was still inside of me, both his finger and cock, and that Marcus was in front of me, I think I may have falling to the ground. As I came down from the high, I could hear Marcus and Tony talking.
"Oh yeah Tony, this slut definitely wants some black cock in her ass."
"Yes she does, but I think I want to nut first so that way I can really work her ass over."
"Well how about you and I switch for a minute. You can drop your load in her mouth while I fuck her little cunt some."
They then began to move and had to move me over to the bed as I had lost a bit of strength after my orgasm. It didn't take long though for each to make the move, and I soon had Tony's dick in my mouth, and Marcus' pounding away in my pussy. After a few minutes Tony pulled free of my mouth and had me keep it open as he started to shoot off loads of cum at me. Some landed in my mouth, other on my face, but I loved knowing that I could please him and gladly swallow what did make it into my mouth. I felt him collapse over onto the bed, and I focus my attention on Marcus' wonderful cock stretching out my soaked sex. I could feel Tony's cum begin to streak and dry on my face, as Marcus ravaged me and I thought about the fact that I had no idea who he was or what he looked like, but I just let him have his way with me and I enjoyed every moment of it.



Marcus kept up his pounding for a while longer before he too came to present his cock to my mouth and launch volley after volley of his man gravy into and onto me. When he was spent, I sensed him walk away and I was left to myself for the moment. I was basking in the afterglow of my own orgasm and the feeling of pride from causing to young black studs to climax. It felt as though I was doing what I was put on earth to do; be a slut for black cock. I was shaken back to reality with the bed shifting and Tony talking.
"Okay slut, that was a good warm up, but now it's time to see just what kind of slut you are. It time to fuck your ass. Suck me up nice and good, so I can slide right into that tight white ass."
He then moved once in front of me, and presented me with his semi-erect cock. I took it into my mouth willingly, and it tasted of my own arousal and his salty cum. It didn't take long before he was once again at full attention, and he began to repeat the process of trying to stuff it into my throat. At this time I felt Marcus' fingers on my ass as he began to rub some cool slick liquid onto my hole. It felt good to have his fingers pressing and rubbing me, but it was soon over as he retreated his hand and Tony pulled his saliva coated coat from my mouth. He then positioned me so I was so on my knees in front of the bed, but bent over and resting my weight on the mattress.
I could sense his presence behind me, but he didn't make a move to enter me. He instead seemed to just want to loom over me, and cause me to build up my anticipation. After a few moments, in which my breathing started to become more heavy, I felt him move in behind me and touch the tip of his dick to me puckered opening. He then spoke, as he rested his cock against my ass.
"Are you ready for this slut? To feel your ass be taken and claimed by a thick black cock."
"Yes I'm ready."
"Beg for it. I want to hear just how badly you want me to fuck your virgin white ass. Let me know you truly want to feel your asshole split open by my black cock."
I responded openly, and honestly in the moment. My words and pleas poured out of me.
"Please fuck my ass. Please shove your huge black cock into my white ass. I need it. I want it. Please just make me an anal slut for black cock. I want to feel you split me open, and show me what I truly am. A fuck slut for black cock. Please baby, fuck my ass now."
"Will since you asked so nicely."
He then began to push himself into me. At first nothing happened, he just couldn't get himself past my opening. But he kept at it and all of a sudden he broke in. I felt a surge of pain and pleasure fly through my entire body as he penetrated me. I howled out and began to pant like a dog. He paid no mind and kept pushing. Inch by inch he pushed into me, until I felt his stomach pressed up against my butt cheeks. With his cock all the way in he held it there and allowed me to adjust to it. It felt as though someone had shoved a huge log into my ass, but the more I relaxed and controlled my breathing, the more it began to feel pleasurable rather than painful.
Tony didn't wait too long however, and I soon felt him begin to pull back out. He got to a point and slid it back in. His motion continued and began to steadily pick up in pace. Soon he was just plain fucking me. Fucking me in the ass with his thick black cock. I couldn't believe it. I felt like such a slut, but in a good way. I was proud that I could handle his cock hammering away at my backside. I even began to start feeling signs of another climax on the horizon. It was at that moment I felt the mattress shift and then Marcus' thick erect cock poking me in the face. I opened my mouth to allow him access and was once again being stuffed from both ends.
Considering Tony had cum minutes before, he was able to fuck me for a good long while before he needed to nut again. Which I was thankful for, because the longer he fucked me, the closer and closer I got to my second orgasm. It was spurred closer by the fact that he was now grabbing the leash and using as leverage to really give it to me. Also the way Tony talked as he fucked me brought me nearer to the blissful summit.
"That's it slut, take my cock in you ass. Show me want a dirty whore you are for black cock. Do your parents know what a slut you are? Do they know that their daughter loves getting fucked in the ass by black guys?"
Bringing up my parents, though it should have brought me back to reality, only excited me more. I begin to think about what they would do if they could see me like this; being a fuck toy for two black guys in a hotel room. My pussy absolutely dripped at the idea, and I exploded with orgasmic bliss instantly. I rode the wave of pleasure while Tony continued to fuck me and talk.
"The bitch just came from me fucking her ass. She really is an anal slut. I bet she would love it if I made her suck my dick now. Make her clean my cock and swallow another load of my cum. Would you like that slut? Do you want to suck your ass off my cock and make me flood your throat with my nut?"
Through the haze of my orgasm, I had let Marcus' cock fall from my mouth, and was able to weakly respond to Tony.
"Yes, let me suck your dick now. I wanna taste you, I wanna taste my ass."
"Okay bro switch with me. You'll love her tight ass, and I want to give the slut what she wants," Tony said in response to my statement.
I felt their bodies move and shift as they repositioned themselves. Wasting no time, Marcus begun to stuff his black pole into my worked over ass.
"Fuck slut, I should have broken your ass in sooner, you super fucking tight. We will have to keep working it out in the future," Marcus stated as he sunk inch after inch into my rectum.
As Marcus filled the void in my backside, Tony laid his splendid dick on my lips to let me take it into my mouth. My tongue lapped him up, and I could taste a bit of bitterness from my ass, but nothing that was foul or unbearable. It was just a warmth, pungent taste I had never encountered before. It was soon gone and I was once again bobbing on Tony's black cock like a child eating an ice cream popsicle.
Not long after switching places, did Tony explode his second climax of the night into my mouth and throat. I swallowed all of it and gave him a good licking to make sure all his gooey cum was cleaned away. He then walked off and used the restroom, leaving Marcus fucking my ass. At that point, Marcus began to pick up his pace, and become a bit more rougher; even grabbing ahold of the leash end as Tony had. He also started to be a little more vocal than he had, which I realized was a bit odd considering he usually is very vocal during our rendezvous.
"Does my slut love having her ass fucked?"
"Yes Daddy, she does. Fuck my ass Daddy."
"Have you enjoyed being used by two black guys slut?"
"Oh god yes Daddy."
"Do enjoy being a blindfolded little petslut for us, not knowing who is fucking you; who is cumming on you, who is using you?"
"Fuck yes Daddy."
"You'll do whatever I want right slut?"
"Yes Daddy, I'll do anything for you and your black cock."
"Good, because once I'm done fucking your ass I'm going to walk you out of the room and leave you in the hall naked and covered in cum. You will then have to go home just like that; no clothes, and no cleaning up."
"Oh my god Daddy, that's so hot, and so daring. I would feel like such a dirty slut."
"That's because you are a dirty slut. Now, do you want me to fill your ass with my cum?"
"Yes Daddy."
"Beg for it slut."
"Oh please Daddy, cum in my ass. Use it as your cum bucket. I really want to feel your cum flooding my slutty white ass. Fill me up, and then send me home naked and dripping with your cum."
"Ungh, here it comes slut."
I then felt the torrent of cum flood into my abused ass. The warmth of it all was amazing and felt like nothing else I ever experienced. It seemed like he was cumming forever, but finally he stopped firing off spurts and began to pull out. When the last of his cock pulled free, it did so with an audible pop, and left my ass gaped open. I could feel the cool air of the room rush inside. I was on cloud nine. Marcus still held onto the leash, and soon recovered from his fog of orgasm to speak.
"Well slut, it's been fun, but Tony and I need or rest so you need to get the fuck out."
I felt a strong tug on the leash and was pulled around to my hands and knees. I had to begin to crawl to keep from being dragged across the floor. Marcus was being true to his word, and was leading me back out of the hotel room just as he had led me in, albeit a tad more forceful. I heard the door open, and then the feeling of Marcus' foot on my ass pushing me out. I continued to crawl until I was in the hall. He didn't say a word to me, just simply dropped the leash and shut the door.
I sat back on my heels for moment to gather what just happen. Marcus had just led me out into the hallway and left me there without even saying anything. Realizing where I was, I reached up and pulled the blindfold off for the first time since I put it on in the hallway earlier. I looked to the door and saw it indeed shut. I then looked to the floor for my clothes, but they weren't there. He wasn't joking when he said he was going to leave me to go home naked a covered in cum. I indeed felt like a dirty slut.
With the realization that I was indeed going to have to get home in my current state, I set off to firstly get back to my car. Thankfully I had decided to leave my keys hidden on my car, who knows what I would have had to do if Marcus decided to keep my keys as well. It was late so I felt good knowing that the possibility of being seen were slim. With the blindfold in my hand, I quickly scampered down the empty hall to the back stairwell. Once there I was able to quickly make my way down and to the back entrance. I took a quick peek into the parking lot to make sure no one was around before hurriedly ran over to my car. Retrieving my keys, I unlocked my car and slipped inside for the relative safety it provided. It was at that point I realized how aroused I was from the quick naked jaunt. I could also feel Marcus' cum seeping from my aching rear.
I grabbed my phone to see if I had any messages, and to check the time. No one had contacted me and I saw that it was just after ten. That meant I would get home around two in the morning, and I felt confident I would be able to sneak in without my parents finding out. All I had to hope was that I was pulled over, or had car troubles along the way. Knowing I only had one option I started my car and headed on my journey home.
I made home just after one o'clock without any issues, and was able to sneak into my house without raising any suspicions from my parents. It was certainly a thrill to make the trek naked and used. So much so, I had to masturbate once I got to the safety of my room. I climaxed while I looked at myself in the mirror still wearing the collar and leash. After that I was exhausted, and chose to go to bed. I didn't even clean up, but just took of the collar and slipped into bed.
The next day I woke up around noon with my face and and thighs crusty with dried semen. I had a wonderful dull ache in my pussy and ass. Pulling myself out of bed I headed off to the shower. Remembering the thrill I got from the night before, I decided to walk to my bathroom naked. I knew my dad was out of the house as he golfs every Saturday with friends, and that my mom was most likely out to lunch with her friends. Of course I couldn't be sure if my mom was home or not, but since the bathroom was just across the hall from my room, I felt confident I would make it without notice.
It felt nice to get cleaned up, and then get a bite to eat. The rest of the day I spent in my room online, and thinking about the previous night. I only came out for dinner and to watch some TV with my parents. I went to bed that night after masturbating to some of the videos Marcus had sent to me of or other meetups. Sunday went about the same, except I did leave to go to the mall. I had to pick up some new underwear as Marcus had taken three of my thongs now. I didn't hear from Marcus over the weekend until late Sunday. He called at around two in the morning, and woke me up.
"Hey slut, did I wake you?"
"Hi Daddy. Yes, but it's okay. I don't mind."
"Of course you don't slut, because you are always ready for my cock aren't you? What are you wearing?"
"Always Daddy. I am naked daddy."
"I like that, but you'll have to wait because I'm not calling for a meetup. I wanted to let you know to check your email. I sent you a link to a video I think you will enjoy. Watch and then call back to tell me what you think. Do it now."
"Okay Daddy, I'll get my laptop and check it out."
"That's my good little slut. Talk to you later."
"Bye Daddy."
Eagerly, I reached over for my laptop once the call ended. I was curious as to what Marcus wanted me to see. Soon my computer was booted up, and I was logged into my email. Marcus' message was the only new one in my inbox, and I was easily able to pull it open and click the link. I was opened up to a video window within the site xhamster. I was able to read the title of the video while the page finished loading which was, "Young slut fucks 2 BBCs in hotel". I became a bit alarmed, and then was really shocked when the video began to play. It opened with a hotel room door opening and showing a naked woman, blindfolded and collared waiting in the hall on her knees. It was me. Marcus must have been recording the whole night. I couldn't believe it, and couldn't believe he uploaded it to the internet.
Though I was a bit scared, angry, and nervous of the implications of this video being accessible to anyone, I couldn't push the feelings of arousal and excitement I had for the same reasons. I continued to watch the video in its entirety, just over an hour. With each moment I watched, the less I worried about the video being released, and the more I began to become aroused and the scenes of my debauchery filled night with Marcus and Tony. I did notice that neither of their faces were seen during the video however. It did capture every erotically slutty moment though, and when it was over I was quite shocked at how slutty I was. Finishing the video I grabbed my phone and called Marcus back.
"Did you like the video slut?"
"I don't know Daddy, I can't believe you posted that video on a public site. What if someone I know sees it?"
"Calm down slut. Someone you know will most likely see it, but you are wearing a blindfold in the video so your face is very hard to recognize. Now answer my question; did you like the video?"
"I'm just scared Daddy. It is such a naughty video, I can't help feeling like someone might know, but I guess you are right about the blindfold. It does make recognizing my face difficult."
"Of course I'm right slut, but you still haven't answered my question."
"I guess I liked it Daddy. I mean it turned me on to watch it."
"What part did you like the most?"
"Will the whole video was good Daddy, but I did enjoy watching myself act like such a slut."
"You weren't acting like a slut, you are slut. Does it turn you own knowing that others will be watching the video?"
"I guess so Daddy, but it still scares me."
"I know it scares you, but I like knowing that countless people will see my slut and will get off on it. Plus, I'm sure your pussy is soaking knowing I'm happy. Isn't that right slut?'
"Yes Daddy; I'm dripping."
"Good, but don't play with yourself. I want you revved up for me tomorrow. Meet me at the park restrooms in the morning. Wear your collar, and bring the blindfold and leash."
"Okay Daddy, I will. See you tomorrow."
"Oh and try not to stay up all night re-watching the video, you need your sleep slut."
The call ended, I was left equally scared and aroused. I re-watched the video once more, and after felt more confident with what Marcus said about the blindfold. It was really difficult to recognize the girl in the video as me, if you didn't already know it was me. By the time I fell back to sleep, I was less scared, but even more aroused.
I awoke a few hours later clutching my wet crotch, and desperately eager to meet Marcus. I hurried to the shower naked again, to get my morning routine started. Thought the warm water felt wonderful, I didn't linger as I was too excited to go see Marcus later. Back in my room, I chose to wear a flirty skirt, and a plain grey t-shirt. I didn't wear a bra, and I picked out one of the new thongs I bought the day before. It was small and pink. A simple pair of flip flops completed the look. Happy with my attire, I retrieved the items I wore on Friday, and stuffed them in my purse. I would put the collar on in the car, once I left my house, but I first had to have breakfast and say goodbye to my parents.
As I ate my breakfast, my mother stated that I seemed in a rather joyful mood. I just told her I had a good night sleep and was excited about my morning activity. I finished my breakfast and said goodbye to both my parents, giving them a hug a kiss before I left. Before I pulled away, I retrieved the collar from my purse, and put it on. I wanted to be already wearing it when I met with Marcus. He texted me as I drove, indicating he would be there in about ten minutes, and I was to wait for him outside of the women's' restroom. He also told me that he just looked to see how many views the video had, and that it already had over a thousand. I couldn't believe that many people had already watched me act like a slut already.
I arrived and parked, before taking out the other two items, and going over to where he had instructed I wait. I only had to wait a few minutes before he arrived. He was wearing his blue jeans and a t-shirt, but he still looked like a sculpted god.
"You look good slut, but I wanna see that slutty body, so strip and go put your clothes on my car. Then come back and meet me in the restroom."
I knew not to argue with him, and in fact I didn't want to, as the idea of walking to and from his car naked turned me on. I was starting to realize I was somewhat of an exhibitionist. I just simply replied, "Yes Daddy," and then went about completing his order. I made quick work of getting undressed and taking my clothes over to his car. Placing them on the hood, I scurried back to the restroom, and bundle of excitement and nerves. Of course I carried the blindfold and leash with me as Marcus had not said to do anything with them. Inside I found Marcus leaning on his shoulder against the back wall. When I entered, he began to speak.
"Okay slut, I enjoyed seeing you collared, leashed, and blindfolded so much the other night that I thought I would like to use you like that again. Go ahead and put the blindfold and and leash on for me now, and then wait for me on your knees."
"Yes Daddy."
I clicked the leash to the collar, and secured the blindfold over my eyes. I was in the dark, as I awaited Marcus' next instructions. He however remained quiet for a moment. After a bit, I began to hear him walking towards me. He said nothing as he approached, and I felt a tremble surge through me. I could feel his presence in front of me, and it was once he grabbed the end of the leash that he finally spoke again.
"Does the pet slut want to please her Daddy?"
"Ye...," he cut me off before I could finish.
"Bark your answers slut. One bark for yes, and two for no."
I felt a bit silly barking, but I did as he ordered, "Whoof."
"Okay slut, lets go for a walk then. Follow me."
He then tugged on the leash and began to lead me out of the restroom. I felt the warmth of the sun on my skin, but could not tell if anyone was around. This only added to my arousal though. Of course I knew from experience no one ever came here at this time of day. I could tell that he was leading me away from the parking lot and further into the park's center, and I soon felt the cool dewy grass on my knees and palms. We continued our walk for a while, and I could tell Marcus was changing directions occasionally. I wasn't sure why, but thought it might have been to extend the amount of time we walked, as the park wasn't that large. Eventually we did stop waking and Marcus spoke to me once again.



"Do you know where we are now slut?"
Remembering his order earlier, I responded appropriately, "Whoof, Whoof." I knew we were in the park, just not where in the park.
"Good, that makes it more fun. Do wanna suck my cock slut?"
"Whoof."
"Very good slut, but first let me see if I can't make it a bit more interesting."
I then felt him drop the leash and move behind me. He then grabbed ahold of my left wrist, and attached something to it. He grabbed my right wrist and did the same. It took a moment for me to realize that he had just cuffed my hands behind me back. I was surprised by this development, but also intrigued. Grabbing the leash, and returning back in front of me, he resumed talking to me.
"There we go, that makes things interesting, don't you think slut?"
"Whoof."
"Do you like being cuffed slut?"
"Whoof."
"Good, now let's get my cock in your mouth so I can see how you do without your hands."
I then held him unfasten his pants and was soon presented with his semi erect cock. Just as quickly as it was presented, was it in my mouth. Even without my hands, I was able to effectively work myself on his cock. He was soon fully hard, and pressing at the entrance of my throat. Backing of some, I began the job of providing him a pleasurable experience with my mouth. It was very different not using my hands, but not bad just different. After sometime I was able to bring him to the point just before climax. It was then that he pulled his lengthy member free and began to speak once again.
"Well done slut, you did a wonderful job. Now do you want me to shoot my cum all over your face?"
"Whoof."
"Okay, here it comes slut."
I then felt his cum rain down onto my face and coat me throughly. When he finished spraying me, he pushed his cock back into my mouth and had me clean it off. I enjoyed the saltiness of his cum, and felt prideful that I had pleased him so will. Satisfied that I had done an effective clean up job, he took his cock out and spoke.
"That was fun as always slut. Unfortunately, we don't have any more time to play together, but I do have some more fun for you to experience. Firstly, so you know I have been filming this entire time. From the moment you put on the blindfold, until just before I pulled my dick from you slutty lips, and I will be uploading this video as well."
I was a bit shocked by his statement, but I should have realized he was taping the whole thing.
"Do you like knowing I am going to post another video of you slut?"
I responded a bit hesitantly, "Wwa wahoof."
"I know you do slut. I think I will title it, 'Young Slut sucks BBC in public'. I'm sure it will be just as popular as the first. You're a natural slut. I will send you the link tonight. Now for the fun part. I am going slide your blindfold down so you can see, but you will keep your eyes closed. I will then leave, and you will stay here and count to one hundred. Once you do, you will open your eyes, get up, and make your way back to the parking lot where you will find your clothes and the key to the cuffs waiting for you. Once you get there, you will unlock yourself and then take a selfie of yourself still naked, face covered in cum, and wearing the collar. You will then send me the picture and text me how thankful you are for using you as my cum bucket, and for posting your videos online. Do you understand everything slut?"
"Whoof."
"Good slut," he said as he patted my head like a dog. He then slid the blindfold down to hang around my neck. I did as he said and kept my eyes shut. I heard him begin to walk away and I begun to count silently to myself. Counting to a hundred takes some time, but add the fact that I was naked and vulnerable, it went by even slower in my mind.
Eventually I finished the count and open my eyes. They took a moment to adjust to the morning light, and once they did I took in my surroundings. Marcus had walked me to the center of the park, and right out in the open. Again I was fortunate, as the park never saw visitors this early, but knowing I was so out in the open shocked and thrilled me. Using my core strength, I managed to get up to my feet; a challenge in and of itself. With nothing else to do, I began walking towards my car and my release. I could feel the cool morning air all over my body, and it felt so invigorating. Marcus' cum on the other hand made me feel the part of a slut as it dried and dripped on my body.
It was a rather short walk back to the lot, but long enough for the thrill. I spotted my clothes now placed on the hood of my car, and a top them was the shining of the key to the cuffs. With a bit of maneuvering, I grabbed a hold of it and worked it into the keyhole. It took some time, but I finally was able to secure my release. Following Marcus' directions, I went inside my car first and retrieved my phone. Taking of the blindfold off, I set it on my car seat and then stood and posed for the selfie. The picture captured me in my naked glory, smiling with a cum streaked face, and the park behind me. I then attached it to a text message to Marcus.
"Thank you Daddy for letting me be your cum bucket. Also, thank you Daddy for recording videos of me being such a slut, and then posting them online for everyone to see. I will do whatever you wish to please, and be you little white slut."
Satisfied with my message, I sent it off to Marcus and then begin to dress. I decided to walk with my clothes back to the restroom so I could first wash up, and to just bask in the feeling of being nude in public some more. Once in the restroom, I quickly washed up as it has become old hand to me by now, and dressed. Putting on my clothes I realized Marcus had taken my thong panties again, and I would have to make it through the school day without underwear while wearing a what now seemed tiny skirt. I knew I would manage though. Plus the idea somewhat aroused me.
I made it to school late again to first period, but nothing was made of it. I did however notice the feeling of freedom my skirt and no panty combo provided, and even began to sit bare ass at my desk by the end of the period. Other than that my day went on as normal, and no one seemed to notice the fact that I was now an internet video slut.
By the end of the day, I felt relaxed and no longer on edge about the video, and was actually looking forward to seeing the new one from the morning. Marcus did not contact me at all, so I went home to work on school stuff and get washed up from the day. Of course, my focus only stayed on homework for so long before I had to watch the video again, and I noticed that the view count had reached close to 8,000 views. I was impressed. As I watched myself once again, Marcus texted me around 5 pm.
"Hey slut, just uploading the newest video now. I'll send the link later."
Well I knew what I would be watching later that night. Thankfully, I had to have dinner with my parents, so I wouldn't be anxious waiting until he sent it. I would have the distraction of trying to seem like their normal little girl for few hours. Putting on my "lounging around the house" clothes, I went out into the house. We talked some before dinner, but mostly just watched TV. At around six, we ate and when finished I excused myself back to my room with the excuse of homework. Though I did have some, I wasn't actually going to being doing it. I just wanted to see the new video.
Once I was alone in my room, I pulled up my emails and saw the new link from Marcus. Excitedly, I clicked on it and was brought to the same site as the night before. Just like he said it would be, the video was titled, "Young Slut sucks BBC in Public." Of course it was a shorter video, but still very much a naughty scene. I watched mouth agape, and pussy flooded at just how sexually submissive and slutty I was. The blindfold again, did plenty to hide my identity; at least I hoped it did. After the video ended, I texted Marcus that I had watched it. He didn't respond back right away, so I chose to see how many views the first video now had, and the count had broken the 10,000 mark. I then re-watched the second video once I stripped naked. As I did, I felt I should look more the part of the slut I was in the video, and decided to wear the collar as I sat and watched. Just near the end of the video, at around eight o'clock Marcus texted me back.
"Did you enjoy it just as much as the first?"
"Yes Daddy I did. I love watching myself be such a slut for you."
"Are you still nervous about people recognizing you?"
"Not as much Daddy, but I do think it adds to my excitement."
"That's good slut. I think we should make the blindfold videos a regular thing, and maybe even step the risk factor up some."
"Oh Daddy I will do whatever you want. Truthfully, I absolutely enjoy the idea of making more videos. How would you want to step up Daddy?"
"Well slut, I have just a few ideas as of now. Would you like to here some?"
"Yes Daddy."
"So you will do anything slut, no matter what?"
"Of course Daddy. I will do anything to please you."
"I was thinking I could have you do things in more risky public places, like in a dressing room, or at school."
"I would like that Daddy. I think I may become an exhibitionist now, because I find I love being naked in public."
"Is that right slut? I was also thinking of using more restraints on you."
"Please do Daddy, I loved it when you cuffed my today."
"I'm sure you wouldn't mind using more guys as well. Maybe even some that you know."
"That sounds hot Daddy, but how would you make sure they wouldn't recognize me?"
"We will worry about that whenever the time comes. I'm sure I will come up with something slut."
"Okay Daddy."
"I'll keep thinking of ideas, but let's redirect some; what are you wearing slut?"
"Just the collar Daddy."
"I see the slut has taken to being collared. Send me a picture."
"Yes Daddy."
I took a quick selfie to show off my naked body and the collar around my neck, and sent it to him.
"You are one hot slut. How's your ass slut?"
"Thank you Daddy. My ass is good."
"Have you been fantasizing about my cock in it?"
"Yes Daddy I have. I never thought I would enjoy it so much."
"That's because you are a true anal slut. I want to see your ass with something in it. Find something to shove into your slutty little ass, and then send me a picture."
"Yes Daddy."
I looked around my room for something appropriate, and located my hair brush. The handle was good and thick, and it would be visible sticking out of my ass. I quickly got myself prepared, lube the brush and myself up with some lotion. The handle slid in rather easily, and I was able to take the picture using my bedroom mirror. Once it was taken, I immediately sent it over to Marcus. I decided to leave the hair brush in as I waited for his reply.
"Your ass sure does look good stuffed. Is the brush still in your ass?"
"Yes it is Daddy."
"Good. Now go walk to your kitchen and get a glass of water. Do not get dressed. Do not take the collar off. Do not remove the brush. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Daddy, but I'm nervous about my parents."
"That's okay slut, but you still needed to do as I ordered. Anyway, it is almost nine now, I'm sure they go up to their room."
"Okay Daddy, I will go now and text when I return."
"Take a picture of yourself in the kitchen to prove you did as I said."
"Yes Daddy."
I went over to my door and opened it slightly, To see if I could here the living room TV or any signs of my parents still down stairs. I didn't hear anything, so I crept out into the hall and slowly walked to the end. Again, I peered around the corner into the kitchen to make sure no one was in there. It was empty, so I scampered to the cupboard to get a glass. The brush felt great inside my ass as I moved, and I was surprisingly aware how I wished it was just a bit larger. I filled it from the dispenser on the fridge, and then posed for the picture Marcus had instructed I take. With the naughty selfie snapped, I return to the safety of my bedroom and sent the image to him.
"My oh my, what a very obedient little slut you are. Unfortunately though, I need to get going. You may play with yourself and cum; you earned it."
"Thanks Daddy, good night."
I was a little bummed to no longer be playing with Marcus, but I was indeed very worked up and was in need of some release. I decided to watch the second video again and masturbate. It already had a couple hundred views, which turned me on even more as I played with myself. I kept the brush in my ass as I did, and even began to pump it into myself. It didn't take long to cum, and when I did it felt amazing. Once I was able to recover from the earth shaking orgasm, I pulled the brush from ass and placed it on my night stand. I wanted it there as a reminder of how much of a dirty slut I am. I then removed my collar and got ready for bed, making another naked trip to the restroom before I went to sleep.
The rest of the week, and month went about as usual for me and Marcus. He continued to make videos and post them online. True to his words they became a little more risky. One took place in a private study room in our school's library. While it was a separate room with a door, it still had a window in the door, to allow others to look in and see if it was occupied. Thankfully no one caught us, as I wore my slut attire of blindfold, collar and leash. He made me strip immediately once we were in the room, and I was quickly servicing his cock with my mouth. He titled that video, "Young Slut sucks BBC at School." Another risky video he made of me, was one in which he took me out to an old highway road outside of town, and then fucked me both in my pussy and ass over the hood of his car. I didn't exactly know where we were when he did that, as he had picked me up at a shopping mall parking lot, and had me ride to the destination in my slut uniform; sucking him as we drove. As you probably can tell by now, he titled it, "Young Slut fucks BBC on side of road." I also, began to notice that he was starting to film certain telling landmarks of the locations we hooked-up at. It made identifying where we were a little easier; especially for anyone watching the videos that happened to be in our town or neighboring towns.
Not all the videos were for publishing online, as he continued to record videos and take pictures just for himself and me. Anal fuckings became a regular thing, as too did me being naked in public places. I was loving it all, and willing to do whatever Marcus commanded. I was even going to his basketball games. He wanted me to go and wear skirts without underwear as I watched him dominate on the court. It would cause me to think about him dominating me sexually. He even started having me write on myself before the games, "I'm #25's slut," above my shaved pussy in black marker. The fear of being found out was a thing of the past, and I actually started to fantasize about it. My true natured slut was coming out in full bloom, and I was eager to how full my slut flower would grow. About two days after one of our recent meetups, in which Marcus had me meet him outside my house, naked, in the middle of the night to suck his cock and let him finger fuck my asshole, he texted me.
"Is the cock sucking slut awake?"
"Yes I am Daddy."
"I have been thinking I want to make a video you absolutely wouldn't want put out on the internet."
"What do you mean Daddy?"
"I want to come over to your house during the day, and make a video of me using you like a slut where it is completely obvious who you are."
"I see Daddy, but it won't be published?"
"No slut, we would keep it private. Maybe I show it to a few of my basketball buddies, but not on the internet."
"You would show it to people Daddy?"
"Of course, I always like to show off my slut. My friends eat it up."
"Anyone from our school Daddy?"
"No slut, at least not yet. Would you like it if some guys from school got to see you act like a slut?"
"I think so Daddy, but it is so risky."
"You like risky, but don't worry I won't do anything like that yet. Now back to this video idea I have; how does it sound to you slut?"
"It sounds very naughty Daddy. I would love to make a video like that."
"Good, I'll come over tomorrow then."
"But Daddy, what about my parents?"
"We will do it during school hours. We will ditch school, and come back to your house slut. Both your parents work with the school district and will not be home."
"Okay Daddy."
"So it is set, now I want to make it the most recognizable video of you we can. That means you will state your full name, your parents names when asked, and even where you live. I'll make it like an interview type video in which I ask you a bunch of questions about yourself. You will answer all honestly, no matter how revealing the answers may be. The first bit will be tame, you dressed answering questions, but once I ask you the question, 'what is something your parents don't know about you,' your response will be that you are a huge slut for big black cock. At that point it will start to become more like our regular videos. Do you understand everything slut."
"Yes Daddy."
"Good, then tomorrow go about your normal morning routine just don't go to school wait somewhere until after nine when your parents leave for work, and then return home. I will come over around ten. Wear one of your school shirts, and a skirt. I'll see you tomorrow slut."
"Okay Daddy, good night."
I was excited about seeing Marcus tomorrow, and actually getting to have him over my house. The video he wanted to make would be an interesting change, at least it seemed it would be. That night I had a little trouble falling asleep as I was a bundle of excitement for the next day to come. When I woke up, I was eager to get going. I showered, and then dressed choosing to wear my Arbor Heights Honor Roll shirt. As I did every morning, I ate breakfast with my parents and then left for school like usual. It was just about seven a.m. so I would need to find something to do for a little over two hours. I decided to go to a coffee shop, and then go hang out at a park. It seemed to take forever, but I was super excited. The time to go back did eventually come, and I had to instinctively keep myself from speeding home. When I got home I made sure things looked presentable, and had to steady my nerves somewhat before Marcus arrived. Just before ten, there was a knock at my door, and I nearly jumped at the sound. I went and answered it and was happy to see Marcus. He smiled at me when I opened the door, and then got right to starting in on the video; he already had the camera out.
Marcus started off by saying, "Good morning, may I came in?"
"Of course, please come in," I replied. Sensing he wanted to start the interview portion of the video already, I led him into the living room. "Can I get you anything to drink?"
"No thank you, let's go ahead and get started. What is your name?"
"Eve Guest."
"How old are you?"
"18."
"Okay Eve, where are we today?"
"At my home in Arbor Heights, Oregon."
"Are you still in school Eve?"
"Yes, I go to Arbor Heights High."
"I see that, your shirt says honor roll. Smart girl I take it. Where are your parents Miss Guest?"
"They are at work. They both work for the school district."
"I see, what are their names?"
"Mark Guest, and Tori Guest."
"Do they know that you aren't in class?"
"No."
"Which class would you be in right now?"
"I think Mrs. Bell's English class."
"What is something that your parents don't know about you?"
That was the cue question for me to become slutty, and slutty I became.
"That I am a huge slut for big black cock. I'll do anything for it. I just need to please big black cock."



"I see, well I just happen to have a big black cock, so let's see just how true that is. Take off your clothes slut."
I grinned for him as I began to peel off my shirt, revealing my tits. Next, I pushed my skirt off, and was left standing naked. Since Marcus had not said anything about panties, I decided not to wear any.
"You certainly can follow an order, and look damn fine doing it. Drop down to your hands and knees, and then lead me to your bedroom."
Dropping down to the floor, I led him towards my room, while he captured me crawling from behind. Inside, he had me wait in the middle of the floor while he panned around my room and began to ask me more questions.
"What do you think your parents, Marc and Tori, would say if they were able to see you like this? Would they be disappointed in their perfect little daughter?"
"They would be so disappointed to see me acting like such a slut, but I don't care; I love black cock."
"Do you wanna suck some black cock now slut Eve?"
"Yes please."
"Beg for it."
"Please let me suck your big juicy black cock. I need it in my mouth. I will do whatever you want. Please just let me suck your black cock."
"Good Eve."
He then walked up to me and pulled his cock out. He set it on my lips, but before I could open them to take it, he gave me another order.
"Look into the camera slut and tell your parents what you are about to do."
"Hi Mom and Dad. Your little girl is about to suck this huge black dick. I'm going to take it into my mouth and throat, and let him fuck my face. I love black cock Mom and Dad; sorry."
Marcus just slipped his cock past my lips, and I began to suck him greedily. With my regular enthusiasm I began to show off my talents for the camera, and in my mind my parents. I knew they weren't actually watching, but I felt somehow they were. Marcus' cock became coated with my spit, and as it did he began to talk.
"That's good Eve Guest, show your parents what a black cock slut you are. Show them that their perfect little white daughter is just a black cock fuck hole."
He then grabbed a hold of my head with his free hand and began to stuff his stiff pole further into my mouth.
"Now gag on my cock slut, I want your parents to see how much your mouth is just mine for pleasuring my cock."
I began to gag just as he commanded, and he began to thrust and push harder. My pussy was flooded with arousal, and I felt I was nearing orgasm without even touching myself. However, Marcus decided to pull his cock from my mouth before I could.
"Okay Eve, let's see how much more of a slut you can be. Show me you parents room."
I began to crawl as I had earlier, leading the way. Spit dried on my face as I made it towards the stairs. Climbing the stairs was somewhat awkward, but I managed. As we drew closer to my parents room, I began to really feel the levity of the moment. Though I was putting on a show for the camera and Marcus, I was truly doing this for me. The idea of me exposing my slutty nature to my parents and some imaginary audience got me to want to really perform more than ever before, and I think even made me start to feel that I actually wanted to expose my true self to everyone. Once inside my parent's room, I was brought back to the task at hand when Marcus began to speak and order me.
"Wait on the floor slut, I want to have a look around for a second."
Marcus began to walk around the room, capturing everything on video.
"Tell me Eve, where else do you want my black cock?"
"I would love to feel it in my pussy, and stretching out my ass."
"So you like to take black cock up your ass?"
"Yes, so much."
"Let's make that happen then. Get up and bend over your lovely parents bed. I'll see if I can't find something to lube you up with."
I took my position bent over the bed, resting on my forearms, and ass poked out. Marcus came to me after a moment, and began to apply some cool liquid to my asshole.
"Well that should work, I found some KY in yours mom's dresser. I wonder if she uses it for anal too. Now, look back at the camera Eve, and tell everyone what you want."
Turning my head I spoke; "I want you to push that big black cock of yours into my tight little white ass. Pierce my tender hole, and make me squirm as you fill me up. Pound me hard and make me scream."
"I'm sure I can make all of those things come true. Pull your cheeks open for me, because I'm going to fuck your ass."
Reaching back with my hands, I spread open my ass and felt the tip of Marcus' cock present itself at my tender rosebud. It began to slip inside, my ass welcoming it as it went. I felt wonderful and full with each inch that sunk into me.
"You gonna take all of my cock in your ass Eve?"
"Yes, I'll take every inch. Give me all of it."
With a forceful push, I felt him bottom out and I moaned out in ecstasy. He then began to fuck me. Pulling in and out, boring me out. It felt absolutely amazing to have him taking my ass.
"Do you like that slut?"
"Yes, I do. I love it."
"Do you want more?"
"Yes, more please. Give it to me harder."
Marcus then started to really fuck me, and pound me. I could feel him bottom out, and his balls slapping up against my drenched pussy. I was moaning and panting with every stroke; I was in a state of pure bliss. He continued to pound me steadily for a while, and really making me feel his dominance. After more time passed, he indicated that he was going to cum soon.
"I'm going to cum soon Eve, I think I would prefer to have you swallow it. Also, I want to watch you suck the taste of your own ass off my cock."
He pulled out of me completely in one single stroke, leaving my asshole gaping open. I did not hesitate to spin around and take his cock back into my mouth. I gagged on it some more, until he finally began to spurt. His seed flooded my mouth, and struggled to swallow it all. When I got all of his cum, I made a good show of popping his cock out of my mouth for the camera.
"Wow Miss Guest, you are one nasty slut. How did you like my cum?"
"It was delicious."
"I'm glad to hear that. How about the taste of your own ass? Only real dirty sluts go ass to mouth."
"I love it. I don't care, just as long as I can have black dick in my mouth."
"Of course you don't. How about you put on a bit of a show for me while I recover some. Lead the way to the living room, I have an idea that I think you will enjoy as well as show off more of your sluttiness."
Wanting to find out what he hand in mind, I crawled out off my parent's room and down the stairs to the living room. At our location, Marcus ordered me to sit on the sofa with my feet up on the cushions and my legs spread wide open. My pussy was on full display. He then walked over to the coffee table and grabbed the television remote.
"Okay Eve, what I want you do now is to play with yourself while I watch and film you. You will use this remote to pleasure yourself, making sure to really stuff yourself with it. That way every time you and your parents are watching TV, you will remember what you did in here, and and how slutty you got with the remote."
The remote was rather large and long, but nothing compared to Marcus' cock so I felt confident that I would have no problem inserting it into myself. I did like the idea of knowing that in the future it would be my secret that the remote had been stuffed into my pussy. It was so naughty. Marcus handed it to me, and I grabbed it from him and brought it directly to my wanting sex. I stroked it up and down a few times to tease myself and slicken it with my juices. Finally, I couldn't wait any longer, and I started to plunge it into my depths. I pushed it in about halfway and held it there. The buttons felt so wonderful rubbing across my love canal, and I moaned aloud with pleasure. I then began to pull it in and out, fucking myself with it like a the horny slut I was.
"You're a very naughty girl Eve Guest. What kind off girl fucks herself with a TV remote in front of a guy video taping her?"
"A slut. I am a slut."
"Yes you are Eve. Go ahead and push it in deeper. Show me how much you can take."
I followed his instructions, and began to push the remote further into my gushing gash. The remote was a good eight inches long, and I too wanted to see how much I could take. Inch by inch, it slipped inside of me; the buttons rubbing and tickling as they went. I was gasping and moaning like an animal in heat, but stayed focus on trying to push as much inside as possible. Soon, I began to reach the end of it, and I started to feel my finger tips touching my lips. I felt so full, and so slutty. Marcus was right, I was a real naughty girl. Knowing I still had a bit left, I pushed on and let the remote travel further into my straining pussy. I could feel it bumping into my cervix, but I wanted to take it all. I pushed with all my effort one final time, and felt the end of it disappear into my box. It was quite shocking to know I had stuffed the entire remote into my cunt; I looked to Marcus for his reaction.
"Wow slut, you made the whole thing disappear inside of your slutty little white cunt. Are you proud of yourself Eve?"
"Yes, very much."
"Go ahead and push it back out now."
Doing as told, I pushed the lodged remote from the hold of my vagina. It slowly made its way back out, and as I helped it along with my hand the buttons had the same effect coming out as they did going in. After a slow and pleasurable amount of time, the remote was out; streaked with my juices.
"Go ahead and set that down on the table Eve, and then bend over the couch. I'm going to stuff your pussy with my black cock now."
I looked and saw that his magnificent tool was standing once again a full attention, and I hurriedly put the remote back before taking up my position. There was no talk, or warning from him once I was bent over. He just stood, walked to me, and pushed his rigid rod into my sloppy slit. I moaned aloud as he began to stroke himself in and out, picking up his pace as he went. Eventually, he was hammering into me with wild abandon, and I was squealing in pleasure the whole time. His cock continued to bottom out inside of me, and his balls would swing up and slap my tender clit. It only took a few minutes before I exploded in a body shaking orgasm. My knees and legs quivered as the climax rip through my body. Marcus just kept pounding away as I rode the endless waves of my pleasure ride. When I finally came down some from me high, Marcus asked me a question as he continued his savage thrusting.
"Did you just cum on my black cock slut?"
"Ungh, yes."
"Do you always cum for black cock?"
"Oh god yes."
"Why?"
"Ahhh, because black cock is magical. It so big and, ungh, ungh, ungh, thick. I can't control myself."
"So what does that make you?"
"A white slut for black cock."
"That's right, now turn around and let me spray your face with my black cum."
Marcus pulled out of me, and I spun around to face him. Dropping to my knees in front of him, I watched eagerly as he fisted his choice meat stick above my face.
"Here it comes slut. Argh, Argh, ahhhhh!"
His cum rained down on me, covering my face with glob after glob of his sticky white cum. I was in heaven, as he plastered my face thickly. After a few seconds, he finally ran out of cum to fire at me, and took a moment to catch his breath before speaking to me.
"There you go slut, every good little white girl deserves to be rewarded for pleasing a black cock."
"Thank you, I am very grateful for your gift, and am happy that I got the chance to pleasure you."
"Of course slut; anytime. Unfortunately, I'm afraid I need to get going, go ahead and clean up my cock so I don't get any cum on my pants."
I took the tip of his softening cock into my mouth, and sucked away the last little bit of cum left. When he was happy that I completed my cleaning duties, he took his cock out and put it back into his pants.
"Okay slut this was fun and all, but I do need to get going so I can get this video sent off to all of your friends and family. Say goodbye Eve."
"Goodbye everybody. Thank you for watching me a slut for big black cock. I love you mom and dad."
With that, Marcus turned the camera off and smiled at me.
"Very well done slut. Just what I was hoping to capture."
"Thank you Daddy, but you aren't really going to send the video out are you?"
"Do you want me too?"
"Oh no Daddy, I couldn't even imagine doing that."
"That's okay slut, I'm not really going to. However, no matter how scared you are from the idea, I know deep down it excites you to think of it being seen by everyone you know."
"Maybe Daddy."
"Yeah, I knew it, but it will stay between just us. Except, I was thinking we could make a little game out of it. Do you remember how I said I would like to show some people it?"
"Yes Daddy, I do."
"Well, how about we agree to a way your actions determine how many people get to see it. I will send you a copy of the video later tonight, and you will keep track off every time you watch it for this month. For every view you take, I will show it to someone else. If you you get into double digits, I will show it to people at our school. If you watch it over 25 times, I will set it up so the entire basketball team gets to see it. Over 30 views, and you will have to be a party slut for the team. How does that sound slut? Fair?"
"Oh my Daddy, that sounds so hot. Leaving it up to me to decide my fate, oh god it will be hard not to watch it so often, but I like the idea Daddy."
"Good, then it is settled. You will keep track of the number of views, and you will be on the honor system. I think this will work out just fine. Now let's talk about what to do with the rest of our day. We still have two hours until school lets out, and five until your parents get off work. How about you take a little ride with me?"
"Anything Daddy."
"All right then go get cleaned. Then go grab the blindfold, collar, and leash, and then meet me back here. Oh and go ahead and put on a nice dress too."
"Yes Daddy."
I scurried off to the restroom to wash my face of Marcus' cum. In my bedroom I retrieved the three items that I wore for the videos Marcus did put online. From my closet I pulled out a short pink dress, that hugged my body and slipped it on quickly. I returned to the living room and Marcus in a matter of minutes.
"Eager are you slut? Alright then, let's head out. I'll drive."
We walked out to his car which was parked out on the street in front of my house. He began to drive us out towards the edge of town, and in a no time at all, we were driving through the wooded area on the south end of town. It was a rather dense area, filled with lots of lush green trees, and bushes. After a mile into the wooded area, Marcus turned onto a dirt access road and continued to drive for another quarter of a mile or so. He came to an area that looked suitable enough to pull over to the side and had us get out.
"Okay slut, the dress and shoes stay here. Toss them in the trunk."
Without argument, I peeled off my tiny dress, kicked off my shoes, and placed them inside Marcus' trunk. As I did, Marcus reached in and pulled out a gym bag from it.
"Now, put on your favorite three items."
I knew what he meant, and quickly fastened the collar and leash around my neck, and slid the blindfold onto my face to cover my eyes. Once I was effectively blinded, Marcus grabbed a hold of the leash and began to lead me away from the car. I had no way of knowing where we were going, and without shoes, it was difficult to keep up without hurting my feet on the rocky soil. We walked in silence for well over five minutes, before finally stopping.
"This looks like an excellent place to stop. On your knees slut, and hands on your head."
Just as I had all day, I followed the order without thinking, and dropped to my knees; placing my hands atop my head as I did. I could here Marcus moving around and the sound of the bag being zipped open. He then came to me and began to tie some rope to my wrists, securing them together. I then felt him begin to pull them upwards above me, and then all of a sudden as my arms were completely stretched out, the stopped rising, and I could no longer pull them down to my head. He must have tied them off to something to restrain me. My pussy flooded with the countless visions that filled my head of what he was going to do to me. Over the next few minutes he did the same with both of my legs; tying rope around my lower thighs, and then pulling them open wide to be tied off and secured in that manner. I was immobilized, and my body was being stretched to three different points. As I tried to get used to my predicament, I heard the unmistakable sound of Marcus opening his pants. Within seconds he on me and presenting his hardened cock to my mouth. I open instinctively, and allowed him to take my mouth once again.
He began to use my face as fuck hole, not looking to let me savor his prize cock, but only looking to use me as a way to get off. Of course, because he had already achieved climax twice earlier, his stamina was going to be better than usual, and I knew I would be in for a long fucking. My jaw began to ache, and eyes water from the onslaught of cock it was receiving, but unexpectedly Marcus' phone rang and he stopped. Not pulling his dick completely out of my mouth he answered it and began to talk to the unknown caller.
"Hey dawg, how you doing? ... Ah yeah, that's great, I'm just getting my dick sucked by some white slut. You? ... Man that's sounds fun. ... Yeah, yeah, I think I can make it over. ... Oh, she is just some white slut I go to school with that loves my black cock. ... Oh yeah dawg, she will do whatever I say to get the dick. ... You want me to prove it to you man? ... Here, I'll let you talk to her yourself. Hold on."
Marcus then pulled himself all the way out, and held his phone to my ear. I was so horny from the way he spoke about me in the conversation I was forced to listen to that I was eager to see what the person on the other end wanted.
"Hello?", I spoke into the phone tentatively.
"Yo, you really sucking my man's cock right now?"
"Will actually, he is more just fucking my face."
"Oh yeah? And you don't mind?"
"No, not at all. I love his black cock in my mouth."
"Damn girl, you a nasty bitch. So you really just his slut then?"
"Yes I am."
"Prove it bitch, have him send me a picture with his dick in your slutty mouth then."
"Okay, I'll ask him. ... Daddy, he wants you to send a picture to him of me with your black cock in my mouth."
Marcus responded, "Tell him, I'll send it right now."
"He says he'll send it right now."
"Okay, I'll hang up, but let him know I want to see your entire face. Your eyes will tell me whether you really enjoy his cock in your mouth, or if you just some two bit whore he paid."
The line went did, and I spoke to Marcus to indicate as such.
"He hung up so you can send the picture Daddy. He told me to make sure you get my entire face in the picture. He says he will tell by my eyes if I really want your cock in my mouth, and am not a prostitute."
"Well slut, that means I'll have to take the blindfold off. Not only will he see your face, but it will be his picture to do with as he see's fit."
"I know Daddy, but I'm your slut, and I want you to show who ever he is. Prove to him I'm not a paid whore."
"Okay slut, if you say so."
He then stuffed his fat pole back into my mouth, and peeled away the blindfold. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to light, but once they did, I made sure I looked directly into the phone's camera and presented myself as best I could that I was indeed enjoying having Marcus' cock in my mouth. Marcus snapped the picture, and then began to work his phone to send the it to his unknown friend. Seconds later, his phone rang and Marcus answered it.



"Yo. ... I'm glad you like it. ... Yeah she is a good looking little slut. ... Okay, here she is."
Marcus reached down, and held the phone once again to my ear after removing his stiffness from my mouth.
"Hello."
"Damn girl, you a fine little slut. I wish I had you over here sucking my black dick right now."
"Thank you."
"What's your name slut? I want to be able to put a name to this face."
"Eve."
"Well Eve, you are a very beautiful little white bitch, I can't wait to show the homies this picture. Tell Marcus I said thanks and bye."
The line again went dead.
"He says 'thanks', and 'bye' Daddy."
"Why did you tell him your name?"
"He said he wanted a name for the face. Who is he Daddy?"
"Oh, just some old friend I knew a few years back, but that's enough with all that, let's get back to where we were."
Marcus slipped his cock back into my mouth, and resumed the facefucking he was giving me prior to the interruption of the phone call. This time however, I no longer had the blindfold on and could watch him pump himself into to me. I was also able to see that we were in the middle of the woodlands, and I seemed to be tied up to a few trees. Marcus still had his phone out, and was aiming it at me so I assumed he decided to record my mouth fucking. As he continued his pounding, he began to get a bit more rough. He started pulling my head in to meet his thrust, and really forcing himself into my throat. Never before had he been so rough with me, but rather than be concerned, I was aroused beyond belief. I wanted him to use me for his pleasure, and his pleasure alone. From the look and feel of it, that was what he was intended on doing.
My mouth began to leak copious amounts of sticky spit, covering most of my chest and hanging in long strands from my chin and Marcus's cock. The area around us soon became filled with the sounds of me gagging and choking as Marcus punished my throat with his fleshy sword.
His grunts too echoed in the woods while my body ached from the restraints, and to be touched. He had the stamina of a marathon runner, and looked to be spurred on by the abuse my mouth and throat were receiving from his cock hammer. Eventually I could sense he was nearing his end though, as he began to focus less on ramming my mouth, and rather lodging it into my throat and holding it there. This made my eyes water, and become desperate to breathe. Every time though he would bring me to the brink of fear, and then pull back only to push himself back in and hold it for just a moment longer than the time before. On his final push and hold, I was nearly blackout. My eyes glazed, and began to fade; rolling back into my head. Thankfully, before I went completely dark, Marcus ripped his cock from my mouth and furiously began to pump his shaft at my face. Within seconds, rope after rope of stringy cum was being fired out and onto my face. I was amazed at how much shot out, as he had already gotten off twice earlier, but he was still able to coat my face heavily this time.
Finally spent, he stopped pumping and wiped the last drop onto my lips before pushing his softening member back into his pants. Without saying a word, he began to untie me. My body was sore from being stretched out for so long, and my jaw and throat ached from the vicious pounding they received. I watched, somewhat blurred by the cum, as Marcus started to pack the ropes into the bag. When he had everything cleaned up, he grabbed a hold of the leash and began to lead us out of the woods and back to the car. The journey back seemed shorter than it did going out, but I wasn't blindfold know so I had a better understanding of where we were going. At the car, he threw the bag into the trunk, and grabbed my dress tossing it towards me. It landed on the ground at my feet.
"Use that to wipe up your face, I don't want you getting cum all over my car."
I reached down and picked up my pink dress, and looked at it for a moment. It was the only thing I had to wear back home, and now I would be using it to wipe away a heavy amount of cum. I would look like a cheap hooker wearing after I was done. Not having another option, and not wanting to upset Marcus, I brought the dress up to my face and began to wipe his offering away. By the time I finished my dress was a sticky mess, and looked like something found in the gutter. As I began to start and put it on, Marcus stopped me.
"I didn't tell you to wear it slut. It's covered in cum now, and I don't want it to mess up my upholstery. Just toss it over by that tree."
I looked at him, and he must have seen what I was thinking as he barked at me when I hesitated.
"Look slut, I don't care if it is all you have to wear; I'm not driving you home in it, so toss it out and let's get going or I'm leaving you here."
Not wanting to be left out in the woods, I tossed my dress away into the treeline, and walk over to get into Marcus's car. He drove us out of the woodlands, and back into town. I was nervous that someone might see me riding naked in his car, but fortunately no one seemed to take notice. We arrived at my house, and Marcus stopped out it front of it. I looked at him for some help in how I was to get back into my house naked, but I got nothing back from him.
"Let's go slut, out of my car. I need to meet some friends in a bit, and I can't sit out in front of your house all day."
I said nothing, but instead reached for the handle of the door and pushed it open. I couldn't believe I was being dropped off naked in front of my house, in the middle of the day. The only thing I was thankful for was that, my parents weren't home so I wouldn't have to sneak in past them as I was. As I stepped out onto the curb and shut the door, I went to lean down to say bye to Marcus, but he pulled off the moment the door shut; leaving me naked and exposed. I quickly ran to my house, hoping that none of my neighbors were looking out at me as I did. Once inside, I was able to calm myself, as my heart was racing from the nerves and excitement of it all. Calmed down, I began to feel as though Marcus had seemed a bit off once the phone was over, and I wasn't sure why. Not able to dwell on it too long, I hurried to shower and clean up before my parents got home. I also, needed to desperately get myself off.
Later that night, after my parents came home and we did the usual routine of dinner, how was your day, and family TV time (which now was a bit more interesting with my secret use of the remote), I was in my room waiting to hear from Marcus, or least for the copy of the exposing video we made earlier. Eventually, my email chirped to life, and I there was a message from Marcus. In the message was a link, and information about how to get the video. Considering it was too large to send as an attachment, he uploaded to a private dropbox account, and gave me access to download it to my computer. He also asked that I call him once I had downloaded and watched it. I eagerly copied the link, and began downloading it. As it did, I stripped naked and waited as patiently as I could to watch it. Finally, after about a twenty minutes, I was able to view it, and I played with myself the entire time. It was so naughty, and so exposing. The idea of anyone seeing the video was scary, but I remembered our agreement that for the first month the number of times I watched determined how many people, and which people would get to see it. My body shivered with the idea, and I nearly came as well.
I finished the video, and somehow managed to keep myself from bursting into orgasm as I did. I then called Marcus as instructed.
"Will slut, did you enjoy the video?"
"Yes Daddy I did."
"Good, but remember each you you watch so too will someone else. Oh, and that means someone else will get to see it now since you have watched it for the first time. Does that turn you on slut?"
"I remember Daddy, and yes it turns me on and makes me scared."
"I know, but all the control in is your hands."
"Yes Daddy, I just hope I can keep myself from watching it too much. By the way Daddy, is everything okay? You seemed a bit upset earlier."
"Yeah, I'm good slut. I was just a little upset about not being able to post a new video of you online. I was going to have it be you in the woods, but then I got the call and forgot to put the blindfold on after. So I was upset with myself for it."
"I'm sorry Daddy, you should have just made another one with me."
"I would have slut, but I had to be somewhere. The thing that really pisses me off, is that the video I did take is really good, and you can hardly tell it is you. I could almost post it and no one would. Shit if I only put the blindfold on you."
"Is it really that good Daddy? Can I see it."
"Its great slut; I'll send it to you now. Watch it and tell me what you think."
"Okay Daddy, I will."
He hung up, and minutes later I got another email from him with the other video. I quickly watched it, and he was right, it was hot. It was just pure unfiltered mouth fucking, in the rawest form. As I watched, I did notice that I wasn't really able to make out myself that easily, as my face was constantly be pummeled by Marcus' fat cock. He certainly could put this on the internet without anyone being able to tell it is me. I felt bad that he couldn't and that he was so upset with himself. I called him back right after I finished viewing it to talk to him about it.
"Well slut, did you enjoy?"
"Oh yes Daddy, I did, and you were right it is so hot."
"I know but it sucks that I can't post it. For sure this video would get thousands of views quick."
"Yes it would Daddy. You almost can, my face is hardly recognizable in it."
"That's what I'm saying, thank you slut."
"Thank you for what Daddy?"
"Thanks for letting me post it, I knew you would understand."
"I didn't say you could post it Daddy. My face is still in it, just not as recognizable."
"Yeah, but you said it yourself, it is hardly recognizable. No one will know it's truly you."
"I don't know Daddy, it seems risky."
"Oh come on, don't you want to share with the world your hottest video yet? 'Young slut gets mouth fucked by BBC.' People will love it."
"Oh god Daddy I know, but my face. Would you no longer be upset?"
"Of course not slut, it would make up for my error."
"Well okay I guess, you can post it Daddy."
"Great, I'll load it now. Later slut."
He hung up, and my body began to shake with the what I just allowed him to do. For the first time, a video showing my entire face, unobstructed except for a thick black cock slamming into, will be available for anyone to see online. I had lost my mind, but I wanted Marcus to be happy. I had to reason to myself that it wasn't a big deal, no one would be able to tell it was me. It helped that deep down I was actually turned on by the idea. So much so, that I watched the first video again. Now two people would see it. I went to bed that night exhausted, but satisfied.
By the end of the month I had lost all worry about being noticed in the facefucking video. It was one of the more popular Marcus had posted, and no one I knew of figured I was in it. As for the other video, I managed to control myself some and watched it only ten times that month. I'm not sure which person, Marcus showed the video to at our school. Who ever it was, was doing a good job of keeping it quiet. Marcus and I had made a few more videos for the net, and I continued secretly supporting him with my body writing at his basketball games.
Marcus did surprise me though one Friday night, when he called late at night to have me meet him at our park. It was a moment I can say began to change things for me.
"Hey cocksucker, I want you to come to the park right now."
"Okay Daddy, I'll sneak out and be there soon."
"Good slut, because I have a few friends I promised would be able to fuck you, and I don't want to disappoint them."
"What Daddy? Your friends will be there? How many?"
"Yes slut, my friends. Two of them to be exact. They are both black, and both have huge cocks for you. You know you want them slut."
"Yeah Daddy, I guess. Should I bring my blindfold?"
"No, I think you should be able to see them, and them to see you slut. Wear your collar though, and just a little dress."
"As you wish Daddy. See you soon."
After getting off the phone with Marcus, I couldn't believe he wanted me to come and have sex with his friends. I felt a bit upset that he was willing to share me, and to do so without even thinking about my feelings on the manner. However, I was also extremely excited by the idea. Of course I had already been with another one of Marcus' friends before, and the thought of being with three big black studs was arousing. It only took a bit of calming of my nerves and anger, before my sexual desire took over and I began getting myself ready.
Stripping out of my night clothes, I ran to the restroom to freshen up before returning to my room to dress. I picked out a nice little, flowy dress and some basic flip flops. The dress was all I was going to wear, besides the collar as Marcus had not told me to wear underwear. Because of the time of night, my parents were in bed, and I was able to easily slip out and get into my car. Thankfully I don't drive a loud or powerful car, so starting the engine was not an issue either. As I got going, I sent off a text to Marcus indicating that I was on my way. He replied to text back once I parked. The entire drive, I was a buzz of nerves and excitement. No one would ever look at me and think I was a sex crazed slut for black cock. After a quick ten minute ride I arrived and texted Marcus once again once I parked.
"Okay Daddy, I just parked."
"Good slut, now get out of your car and lock it. You will then walk to the trash bin in front of the restrooms. Next to it you will see a shopping bag. Inside will be a pair of handcuffs. Take them out, and then remove your dress and shoes. Put your dress, and shoes into the bag and drop the bag into the trash bin. Place your keys and phone on the ground next to the bin. With the handcuffs, secure your arms behind your back. Once you are locked, proceed into the men's' room."
"Yes Daddy."
I tentatively got out of my car, wondering to myself if I was actually going to go through with it. However, I knew the answer to that question would be of course I was. I had done too much for Marcus to even consider disappointing him. I was his slut to do with as he saw fit, and I loved everything about it.
A few paces over to the trash bin, I located the bag and pulled out the cuffs. I made quick work of stripping naked, and then stuffing my belongings into the bag before stuffing it into the trash. The handcuffs took some time to secure behind me, but I managed rather well to get it done. Naked and vulnerable, I walked into the men's room to meet my fate.
Inside I saw Marcus and two other guys standing and smiling. As I got a better look, I realized that the two other guys were seniors from my school, and teammates of Marcus'. Neither of them I knew very well other than their names, Frank and Bryan, and that they were tall black men. My pussy became soaked with excitement at the thought of being fucked by two of my fellow classmates. For whatever reason, any fear about the situation was not present.
"On your knees slut," Marcus ordered once I approached the center of the room. "I believe you know Frank and Bryan. Say hi."
I replied, "Hi Frank and Brian."
"Let's just get to it slut," Marcus instructed. "Frank and Bryan are going to fuck you, but first you are going to get them hard with your mouth."
Both of them began to step towards me while unfastening their pants. Soon, both of them had their cocks out, and were waving them in front of me. My mouth instinctively opened, and my tongue began to teasingly lick my lips. The two cock were both huge, and I needed them in my mouth. Frank took the lead and present his pole to me first. Surprisingly, he was uncircumcised, however he was very girthy. He fed me his black shaft, as I tried to do my best to work it into my mouth. Almost instantly he began to harden, and I was happy to see he was at least as long as Marcus; possibly longer, and certainly thicker.
I was soon able to build a rhythm, and was bobbing up and down on him like the little slut I was. He allowed me to continue my efforts for a couple of minutes, before pulling himself away, giving my face a smack with his meat stick, and giving way to Bryan. As Bryan stepped forward, he was already hard as he had been stroking himself while I pleasured Frank. He was a bit more light skinned than Frank and Marcus, but his cock was still holding true to the stereotype. His member wasn't as long, nor as thick, but it certainly was still big. Once it was in my mouth, I found my rhythm again, and was soon enjoying the feeling of a black cock hardening in my mouth. Once he was erect he pulled out and also gave my face a slap with his shaft.
My two new fuck buddies stood in front of me with the massive cocks sticking out in front of them, and began to talk about who would go first and in what capacity. I took a look around for Marcus and noticed he wasn't around. This was a bit alarming, but before I could get too concerned, Bryan stepped forward once again and ordered me to stand and bend over the sink.
"I'm gonna fuck you first, and I want to see your face as I stuff my thick black cock into your slutty white cunt."
All thoughts of Marcus left my mind, and I just eagerly stood and took my place. Bryan didn't waste a moment, stepping in behind me and sinking his long pole all the way into me in one quick thrust. I moaned aloud and watched him in the mirror as he rammed himself into me. My feet were lifting off the ground with each push in, and my face soon became smashed up to the mirror. He was thoroughly ravaging me, and I was loving it.
"You like that Eve? You like having me slam your white pussy with my cock? To fuck you like a cheap slut."
"Yes, fuck me hard sir. Fuck me like a true white slut. Oh god, it feels so good."
"If I would have known you were such a slut for black cock, I could have been giving it to you for a while now. Tell me you love my cock."
"Oh god, I love you big black cock. Give it to me sir."
His pace never slowed, and I began to feel the ache of his pelvis slamming into me with such earnest. I was taking quite the pounding, and still had Frank to look forward to. Soon though Bryan's stamina waned, and I could sense he was about to pop.
"I'm going to cum soon slut Eve, tell me where you want it."
"Cum on my face sir. Mark me as a white cum slut."
"Okay, then turn around bitch."
He pulled his cock out swiftly, and I quickly spun around to drop back to my knees. Within seconds, spurts of Bryan's cum were shooting out and coating my face. By the time he stopped, I was completely glazed over. He wiped himself on my hair and stepped back. Frank then stepped forward, and without a word lifted me back up and bent me over the sink once again. His cock soon pushed its way into my sex, and I was again being pummel fucked.
In silence, he continued his efforts before unexpectedly pulling out. That is when I felt him spit onto my exposed asshole, and then slam his pussy juice covered cock into my unsuspecting ass. I was thankful, that he at least took the time to spit on me for the lubrication, and also that he was the smaller of the two. However, he still felt massive as he tore through me with his black dagger of a cock. My moans turned to screams of pleasure as Frank kept his pace up and fucked me aggressively without even a word spoken. I could feel my hole ache with the stretch of his cock, but I felt so wonderful giving myself over so easily to these two guys, which I attended school with. Eventually, my joy came to an end as frank grunted and pushed himself completely into me. He shot his copious load into my anal cavity, flooding me completely. Pulling out, he readjusted his pants, and walked away still without speaking to me. As I recovered from the two rough fuckings I received, Bryan spoke from behind me.



"That was fun Eve. Maybe we will get to do that again soon. Marcus will be back shortly, and he told us to have you wait for him outside. He will unlock the cuffs when he gets back. Thanks again Eve, see you at school."
He then walked out with Frank and they left me hanging over the sink, covered and leaking cum. Remembering I didn't know where Marcus was, I stood up on wobbly legs, and made my way outside to await his return. I noticed my phone and car keys were no longer by the trash bin, and Marcus' car was not in the parking lot. I began to wonder where he went, and how soon he would be back; I was feeling like a real trashy slut standing outside in a public park, naked, and drenched in sperm of two black men. That feeling of course also aroused me to no end. By the time Marcus did return, the cum on my face was nearly dry, and I was raging to have another fuck session. This however was not to be, as Marcus explained what he wanted when he got back.
"Well it looks like Bryan and Frank enjoyed my white slut, and I am sure you loved every second of it. It is too bad I had to miss it, but I needed to drop something off at a friends house. I'm sure you would love to get a chance to enjoy some of my cock tonight too slut, but I will have to leave you disappointed. You see, I want you to build up a really strong desire for it; more so than ever before. I have something special planned next Friday, and I think if I deny you my cock until then, you might just be willing to go along with it. So, I am going to release you, but you are not allowed to play with yourself for the entire week. You are though, going to be required to watch our videos every night until then; you just can't play with yourself. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Daddy, I hope I can manage. I am already so horny."
"That's good slut, and I know you will manage, because I know you will do whatever I wish to please me."
He stepped to me, and unlocked the cuff securing my wrists. Walking back towards his car, he indicated I follow him.
"I have your keys and phone here. I made some changes to your phone to better suit who you truly are. I'm sure you will enjoy everything."
He handed me my phone and car keys from out of his car, before getting into leave.
"Remember, no playing with yourself slut. I'll be in touch," he instructed before pulling out of the parking spot and leaving.
I was left standing nude, holding my keys and phone. I was curious as to what changes Marcus made to my phone, so I lit the screen up and saw that he had changed my phone's wallpaper. It was no longer a flowery landscape, but instead a picture of myself; naked and with Marcus' black cock in my mouth. The image was certainly arousing, but I would need to be careful opening my phone in public so it would not be seen by others. Also, I had a text notification from my Mom from earlier in the night. When I opened up to read it, I noticed that Marcus had changed the contact picture for my mom, to another picture of me naked, but with cum on my face. I scanned through my other contacts, and noticed that he had assigned similar pictures to a few of the others as well. Now when certain people contacted me, I would be reminded of my slutdom. My arousal was off the charts, and I already was dying to get myself off. I had no idea how I would make it a week.
I walked over to the trash bin to fetch my clothes from it, but to my dismay, the bin was completely empty. Marcus must have taken the bag with him when he left earlier. I was now for sure left naked, and would not only have to drive home just as I was, but also sneak back into my house. I steadied my nerves by telling myself it was late, no one was out, and my parents would be sleeping. At least that is what the text said from my mom earlier. Confident I would be fine, I moved to my car. It was a nerve racking drive back to my house; every car I passed I was sure would be able to tell I was naked. Fortunately, I made it home without causing a seen, or being seen. The lights to my house were off, and I made the dash to my bedroom window to sneak inside. Once I was safely inside, I made sure the coast was clear before getting myself cleaned up.
After a refreshing shower, one in which took all my willpower not to linger about on my private parts, I returned to my room and watched a few of the videos Marcus had ordered I watch every night. They only added to my arousal and excitement, but yet I was not allowed to quell those feelings. I would have to use every ounce of self control to manage not touching myself for the week, and I was sure Marcus would not make it easy for me. I went to sleep that night thinking about what Marcus' plan could possibly be for me. Also, I fell asleep very sexually frustrated.
I didn't hear from Marcus until later Sunday night, but I did manage to comply to his orders until then. I didn't play with myself, and made sure to watch more of our videos. His call Sunday night was more instructional than conversational, and certainly was meant to keep me on edge.
"Hello slut, have you been able to keep your slutty little hands off your eager white pussy?"
"Yes Daddy, I have been good."
Have you been watching the videos?"
"Yes Daddy, and they make me so horny."
"Good, but remember, no pleasure for you until I say so on Friday."
"Yes Daddy, I remember."
"Right, as for tomorrow. I want you to wear your skimpiest dress to school, and with no underwear. In fact, you are not to wear underwear for the entire week. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Daddy."
"Great, I'll be in touch."
Again I went to sleep that night after watching the videos, curios as to what the future had in store for me, and in dying need of a climax. I dressed the next morning in the skimpiest dress I owned. It was actually a dress I owned when I was a freshman, so it was a bit smaller. The dress was yellow, with small spaghetti straps and a fitted three button top. It then hung a bit looser from the bottom of my breasts down, ending at about mid-thigh. It was a light fabric, and over the years it had seemed to fade some. Looking at myself in the mirror I look like a young little tart, but knowing I wasn't wearing any bra or panties I knew I would be constantly focusing on not exposing myself. While, this dress may give of the essence of innocence, it still had a feeling of naughtiness. To add to the innocent tart vibe, I selected a pair of black mary jane flats to wear with it.
Arriving at school, I noticed that a few more students were taking notice of me and my state of dress, but nothing too blatant. Just a few double checks from the boys, and couple eyebrow raises from the girls. I pretended not to notice, but inside I knew I had completed Marcus' order of me. During first period I got a text from Marcus, which of course displayed his large black cock as the contact photo, stating he wanted a picture of me to see the dress I wore. I asked for permission to use the restroom, and had to keep myself from sprinting down the hall once I was allowed to go. Inside one of the stalls, I took the selfie for him and sent it off. His reply came back moments later.
"Very nice slut. I'm impressed, but I want to push you a little further. Unbutton the top button of your dress, I want you to show a bit more chest. Have a good day, and keep your phone near by slut."
Without thought, I unbuttoned the top button of my dress and then stepped out of the stall. Looking at myself in the mirrors above the sinks, I could see that now it would be more than evident that I wasn't wearing a bra. Also, without the button the top of my dress became a bit looser. Thankfully, I didn't have large boobs so it wouldn't be too big of an issue for me. I went back to class and continued on with my day. At lunch I received another text message from Marcus. This one simply stated to unbutton the second button. Again I did so without thinking, and even without retreating to the restroom. I casually unbuttoned it, while I sat and ate my lunch in the crowded quad of the school. With the second button unfastened, my dress became even looser, and the curves of my tiny breasts became visible. My pussy was a sopping mess for the rest of lunch and through my next class.
During my last class of the day, the message I was expecting to come finally buzzed in my phone. I was to unbutton the last button. Sitting in class, I quickly unbuttoned it, and the top portion of my dress flapped open. Both mounds of my breast were almost completely visible, except for the nipples which still were concealed by the dress. However, any abrupt movements and that would not be the case. It was thrilling to be sitting in class nearly exposed, but I was also thankful that the class was almost over as I did not know how I would manage to keep myself properly concealed for too long.
Looking around, no one seemed to take notice of my alteration to my attire, and when the bell rang to dismiss us I made sure to take my time to be the last one out. In the halls I did my best to keep away from the crowds, and not to move too quickly. I was focused on making it back to my car without exposing myself. However, that plan got derailed as I received another text from Marcus.
"Slut, you are to meet Bryan in one of the study rooms in the library, in five minutes. He wants to enjoy your mouth some more. He also knows you are not allowed to cum, so it will only be a blowjob. You are however, to do whatever he tells you to do; no matter what."
My submissive nature immediately clicked on, and I turned around to head to the library. I no longer worried about keeping myself from falling out of my dress, I only focused on the black cock awaiting me, and completing Marcus' orders. I made it to the library in no time at all, and quickly found the study room Bryan was in. Once inside, he closed the door behind me, and had me drop to my knees. His back was to the door, and was blocking the window. On my knees I looked up at him and awaited further instructions. He however said nothing, but simply opened his jeans and took out his growing cock. Placing the head on my lips, I took over and began to devour his meat pole. I was doing my duty as a white slut, and soon his cock was fully erect. He allowed me to continue for awhile longer, before stopping me and ordering me to take off my dress. I of course did so without hesitation.
"I see that little white slut Eve doesn't wear panties to school. How naughty, but then again I guess I should have expected since you are hear only to suck me black cock. Now go ahead and get back to it slut."
I said nothing, and simply dove my mouth onto his thick pole to resume my efforts. He started to become more forceful with me as I blew him. Grabbing my hair and head. Pulling me deeper onto his cock. Holding me on it until I would gag. I, like the true slut I am, made no sign of objection to any of it. He must have sensed this, as his actions became more risky. He began to start to talk to me; saying sexually explicit statements in a normal speaking voice.
"Yes, that's it you white slut, suck my fat cock. Show me how much you love black cock in your mouth Eve. Choke on my dick bitch."
His words only spurred me on, and I never once worried of being caught. Bryan kept up his insulting and degrading talk for a few more minutes, while I continued to let him use my mouth as a fuck hole. Eventually, he pulled away again, and got a look on his face as if he had an idea.
"Give me your dress slut."
I handed over my dress without question, and watched nervously as he turned to open the door. He took a peek outside to if anyone was around before he walked out of the study room, with his cock still jutting out in front of him, and proceeded over to a nearby work table. He tossed my dress under the table before returning to me kneeling in the study room.
"Okay slut, go get your dress and bring it back to here."
I was shocked. He expected me to go and retrieve my dress while I was naked. Anyone happening to come into the study area of the library would surely be able to see me. However, I remembered what Marcus had told me, and I knew I couldn't disobey him. Mustering up all of my courage, I tentatively stepped out of the room, and cautiously scanned the area. No one was around, and I quickly darted over to the table in which my dress was under. It was only a few feet away, but it felt like a mile. Reaching the table, I dropped down to my hands and knees before crawling under and retrieving my dress. With it in hand, I turned around a returned to the study room. Thankfully, no one came into the study area during the short time I was exposed.
Once back, Bryan had me resume my oral duties on his member. It continued much the same as it had earlier until he was finally ready to release his seed. He pushed me off and walked over to the table in the room before unleashing the torrent of his cum atop its surface. Finished with his orgasm, he instructed me to climb atop the table and slurp up the mess he made. Like the dutiful white slut I was, I did just that; using my tongue and lips to suck up his dick nectar. While I did my duty, I watched Bryan wipe off his dick on my discarded dress, and then pull out his cell phone. He appeared to be typing a message as I cleaned up his sperm. As I neared completion of my slutty task, Bryan had me look up and smile as he took a picture of me with his phone. He informed me that Marcus wanted evidence that I was behaving. When he had the evidence, he said bye and left me to finish my job. He also left the door open wide, making it easier for anyone that might happen to walk by to see me in my naked state. Fortunately no one passed, and I was able to quickly dress once I lapped up all of his cum from the table.
I returned to my car after my session with Bryan and drove home. Deciding I needed to clean up some before my parents came home, I quickly showered before retreating to my room. As my evening passed, I watched a few of the required videos, had dinner with my parents, and then attempted as best I could to sleep. It was difficult doing so at the level of arousal I found myself in. At two in the morning my phone buzzed alive waking me. It was a text from Marcus.
"Wear your sheerest pair of leggings and a small t-shirt tomorrow to school slut. Oh and well done behaving for Bryan. I loved the picture he took."
He attached a link in a following text. I was confused at first, but when I opened it I realized what it was. It was a link to the profile Marcus had created on the site he had been posting our videos on. I thought he was just reminding me to watch the videos, but then another text came in, instructing I look at the picture section of the profile. Doing so, I noticed that there was one picture posted. It was the one Bryan took of me on top of the table cleaning away his cum with my mouth. Thankfully it wasn't the picture in which I smiled for, but another that had my face obscured from being face down licking up cum. The picture excited me to no end, and I had to truly fight to keep from touching my aching pussy. I got very little sleep the rest of the night.
The next morning, I dressed in a pair of older black leggings that I usually saved for under skirts or dresses as they were becoming a little more sheer. For the t-shirt, I pulled out a tight fitting maroon tee, that had a v-neck collar. In this outfit, it would again be rather easy to notice I wasn't wearing a bra. My nipples were already trying to poke holes through the shirt. Add to the fact that bending over at all made the leggings near transparent, and my puffy pussy would be on display. I felt so naughty in my attire.
At school my day started out just like any other. I made sure not to bend over, but could do nothing about my hard nipples as I was constantly aroused. I kept catching fellow students stealing glances at them as they poke out under my t-shirt. It was during second period when Marcus contacted me. Rather than an order, or task for me, he seemed to want to have a text conversation.
"Good morning cocksucker. Tell me, how horny are you right now?"
"Good morning Daddy. I am honestly hornier than I have ever been. I don't think I can make it the whole week."
"That's good slut, but you will make it, I know you will. Did you like the picture I posted on the site?"
"Oh yes Daddy, it got me so aroused."
"What about it did you like?"
"I loved that it showed how slutty I am Daddy. That it showed how willing I am to serve for you, and your black cock."
"Do you like knowing that it is out there for the public to see slut?"
"Yes Daddy, in a way. I like knowing that others can see me behaving like a slut, but that I still keep my identity secret."
"Wouldn't it be even more of a turn on to just put yourself out there and truly be seen? Let everyone know what you truly are."
"Yes it would Daddy, but it would also be so embarrassing."
"It would slut, but think of how aroused you would be if your true slut nature was exposed to the world. How liberating it would be for you. Don't you think that would be such an amazing feeling for you?"
"Oh my gosh Daddy, it would be so scary, but it would be great to be able to act like my true self and not worry about hiding my sluttiness anymore."
"You could be a famous webslut, and flaunt to everyone your desire to serve black cock."
"I kind of already am Daddy."
"Yeah, but only anonymously. Don't you want it to be public? Don't you want to show everyone how much of a slut for black cock you are? Don't you want to be an exposed webslut for everyone to see?"
"Daddy, that would be so hot. It would be so arousing to be out there like that, but it would be so scary too."
"I know slut, but you want it. Deep down you want it to happen."
"Oh god Daddy, I think I do."
"Tell me slut; tell me exactly what you want deep down inside."
"Oh Daddy, I want so badly for everyone to know what a black cock slut I am. I want to be a famous exposed webslut."
"Of course you do slut, and maybe some day soon we can make that happen. I don't think you are ready for that yet though. However, I bet you have soaked through your leggings just thinking about it."
"Yes Daddy I have."
"Very nice slut. Well have a good rest of your day. When school is out, you are to go straight home and check your email. I will have sent you details on a task I want you to complete tonight. Talk to you soon slut, and keep yours slutty hands away from that gushing pussy of yours."
"Yes Daddy, thank you."
Just as our text conversation ended, so too did period two, and I hurried off to the restroom to clean myself up some. The idea of having myself absolutely exposed on the internet was certainly intriguing, and I would love to not have to hide my true behavior, but it would be too much for me to bare now. Frankly, I was nearly fully exposed already. Except Marcus has done a pretty good job of hiding my true identity in the videos. As I continued with the rest of my day, the thought of webslut stardom never went to far from my mind.
School eventually came to an end for the day, I headed straight home once we were dismissed. In my room I fired up my laptop and pulled up the email Marcus said would be there for me. I was a buzz of excitement and arousal, which only grew as I read the email.
"Good afternoon slut, I enjoyed our text conversation today. I hope you did as well. It was very enlightening. So much so that it got me thinking. I truly believe you meant what you said about being and exposed webslut, and I think all you need to do to reach that goal are to take baby steps. What I am planning to do is be the one that gives you the push you need to go down the road to complete and total exposure as a webslut. We will start of simple and build from there until your true passion is achieved. Attached to this email are two pictures of you behaving like a black cock slut. In each some characteristic of your identity is visible, but not enough to completely expose you. You are to pick one and post it on the photos section of the profile that contains your videos. The login information is below. I expect you to complete this by 3 pm today. Doing so will allow you a taste of what being an exposed webslut is like, without doing so yet. Enjoy yourself slut, and choose wisely. I will contact you after three with another task."



The email was shocking, but not unexpected. I should have sensed Marcus would want to further expose me considering all the videos he had posted, and the text conversation we just had. I was intrigued by this game he wanted to play, and wondered if I would be able to see it through to its conclusion. I opened up the attached pictures and began to look through them.
The first picture was of me sucking off Marcus in the park restroom. His cock was lodged all the way in my throat, and the only thing noticeable about my face was my nose and my bulging eyes. Because of how bulged they were, it was really hard to realize it was actually me. In the second picture, I was bent over the trunk of my car, naked, as Marcus filled my sex with his manhood. While my face was not visible, the make and model of my car was; as too were the last three digits of my license plate. Of the two I felt the first was the least revealing. Even though it did show part of my face, I felt no would be able to tell because of the angle, and bulging of my eyes. Looking at it myself it was hard to tell it was me. The second picture had the make, model, and color of my car which was a rather unique color for the model. So anyone familiar with my car might assume it was mine, and then all they would have to do would be check the last three digits of my licence plate to confirm. I was nervous about both, but I made my decision and quickly logged into the site to upload it before I could change my mind.
Moments later the picture I chose was uploaded, and I could not have been on more of an adrenaline high if I just had a near death experience. I pick the first picture because it had less telling information within it. For a long time I just stared at my screen looking at the picture. My face was clearly visible for anyone to see. A buzz from my cellphone snapped me out of my daze; it was a text from Marcus.
"Great choice slut. This is the first step towards reaching your goal of becoming a famous exposed webslut. Just know that, I have already changed the password for the profile, so you won't be able to take it done if you have second thoughts. How horny are you now slut?"
"Oh my, so much more so, if that is even possible Daddy."
"Of course, but remember no playing with yourself and you need to watch your videos."
"Yes Daddy, I will."
"That's a good slut. I'll contact you in the morning to let you know what to wear to school. Have a good night my little webslut."
"Bye Daddy."
The rest of my evening went by in a blur. My mind was constantly thinking about how Marcus might actually be leading me to complete exposure, and how I seemed to be going right along with it. Could I really want to be a famous webslut? All I knew for sure, was that I was certainly more horny then I had ever been in my life at the possibility of it. My dreams that night were filled with images of me posted on the internet; exposed as the black cock slut I am.
I was awoken the next morning at 4 in the morning from a text from Marcus.
"Go to the park now. Do not dress. You must remain nude. Text me a picture of you standing naked in front of the restrooms in the next 15 minutes, or I post the video that exposes you the most."
Needless to say, I jolted up from bed upon reading the message and frantically tried to wrap my head around his order. It was thankfully very early, and my parents would certainly still be in bed. I rushed to the restroom to freshen up some, before I sneaked out of my bedroom window to my car. Nobody else was out that early in the morning and I made quick time in arriving at the park. After parking, I hurried over to the restrooms and snapped a pic of me in front of them; sending if off to Marcus as requested. His response came moments later.
"Very obedient slut. I'm impressed. The rest of your task should be easy then. I have a bag of clothes for you to wear today stashed somewhere in the park, but for you to earn the knowledge of where you must make a decision. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Daddy, I think so. What decision do I need to make?"
"Well you will decide how much further you want to go on your journey of exposure and webslut fame. I will give you two options, both of which will progress your webslutdom. Option one you tell me to upload one of the videos of you blowing me in which you are not blindfolded to the bbcslut subreddit. I will also include a screenshot of the text conversation in which you ask me to do so in the comment section. Or option two you post three pictures of yourself naked on your facebook page, for one hour. The naked pictures will also be ones in which you are either covered in cum, or holding my cock. So slut, which option do you choose?"
I pondered the possibilities for a brief moment before replying back with my answer.
"I will go with option 1 Daddy."
"Very interesting choice slut. You do know that once it is posted, it doesn't come down?"
"Yes Daddy, but I just can't imagine posting nudes photos on my Facebook page for any of my friends to see; even if it is just for an hour."
"Okay, I guess I can get that. Well then to earn your clothes you need to text me telling me how you want me to post a blow job video on Reddit. Once we have the text conversation, and I post the video and screenshot, I'll tell you where to find your clothes. Respond how I indicated to begin."
I thought for a moment of how to start my message to Marcus to indicate he was to post a video of me sucking his black cock on the internet for anyone to see while knowing full well my identity would not be hidden.
"Good morning Daddy. I've been thinking about it, and I think it would be hot if you posted that video you took the other night."
"Oh yeah? Which video would that be slut?"
"You know, the one where you had me suck your big black cock."
"Really? You want me to post a video of you sucking my cock online?"
"Yes Daddy, it would be so hot. I'm so wet just thinking about it."
"Okay, if you say so slut. Where should I post it?"
"Post it on Reddit or something. I can't believe I'm letting you do this. If anyone finds out, I'll just deny it is me, or say I was hacked or something."
"Yeah, but we both know the truth. You are just a big white whore for black cock, and love the humiliation of being exposed."
"Yes I am Daddy, and yes I do."
Marcus didn't reply, but instead called me.
"Great work slut. I'm currently uploading the video now, it should take about an hour, so I was thinking you should go ahead and do option two while you wait. Because as I stated, I'm not going to tell you where your clothes are until the video and screenshot are both posted. What do you think slut?"
"I don't know Daddy, it doesn't seem as anonymous as everything else so far. If anyone happens to look at my page or their Facebook feed, they would see the pictures."
"That's true slut, but it is still early, so chances anyone on your friend list being awake let alone on Facebook are low. But to make the decision easier for you, it is no longer an option, but rather an order. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes daddy.," I replied somewhat deflated and nervous.
"Okay then, I'll send you the three pictures you will post, and they will remain up until the video finished uploading. Then you will get dressed. I'll send the pictures now."
Seconds later my phone chimed, and the three pictures were received. Each was of me nude. One was just my chest and face both of which were covered in cum. The second one, I was kneeling while one of my hands held Marcus' thick cock near my open mouth. Finally, the last picture was of me posing with his cock again, but now with cum once again streaking my face. Saving them to my phone I quickly was able to upload them to Facebook. I did so rapidly, so I would not back out.
The unknowing feeling I had as to whether or not anyone would see the photos was unmeasurable. I stood naked, staring at my phone. Watching to see if anyone would comment, or indicate they saw the pictures. I was startled when my phone vibrated from a received text from Marcus.
"Good job slut on obeying my orders. Those pictures look so natural on your profile page."
I responded nervously, "thank you Daddy. I can't believe I posted them."
"Well you did, so now all you can do is wait. I'll text once the video posts."
I stood there and waited, watching the minutes pass by, wondering if and when Marcus would let me know the video uploaded. Each minute that passed was another potential minute that one of my Facebook friends might see the extremely erotic pictures of me on my timeline. Each minute was another I had to remain standing nude in a public park with the potential of someone showing up and seeing me. I had no idea where my clothes were hidden, and only a general idea as to when I would be given access to their whereabouts. While I was scared, I was also extremely turned on. The idea of everyone I knew, finding out what a nymphomaniac I was for black cock was a thrilling thought. If Marcus hadn't ordered me not to play with myself, I don't think I would have been able to keep myself from touching myself to orgasm after orgasm right there in the middle of the park.
Eventually, Marcus texted me indicating that the video finally uploaded, and I was free to take down the pictures from Facebook. I immediately, switched back to the app, and deleted the photos from my timeline. I was hopeful that no one saw them, as it was still really early, and no one would be up at this time. A second text came through from Marcus with a link to the post on Reddit with the video; he did not however text me informing of the location to my clothes. I clicked the link to check out the video he posted, as I figured he was just making me sweat some, and would soon be letting me know where my clothes were hidden.
When I got to the post, I was surprised to see that it already had a lot of comments. I decided to view the video first, before diving into the comments. The video Marcus posted was one of the first videos he took of me sucking his dick, before we started with the blindfold technique. It was a quick video, about a minute and a half, but it certainly showed me off. My face was certainly apparent, as too was my enthusiasm for sucking his cock. I clicked out of the video, and went back to read the comments. It seemed strange that there were so many, considering Marcus had just uploaded it a few minutes ago. It was then that I noticed that Marcus had actually uploaded the video hours ago, and must have just made me think he was doing it now as a way to get me to post the pictures on my Facebook page. What a trickster he can be, but I couldn't complain because in a way it did excite me to do the task. I began reading through the comments, and most were what would be expected; "What a slut," "Look at that slut work that black cock," "True whore." There were some the inquired about potential for more content, and I noticed that Marcus, under the username StarHSBBC, would respond that he had plenty. In fact in one reply he posted a link to a screen shot of the text conversation he instructed I have with him in which it looked like it was my idea to post the video. He didn't post any other content though, saying it was up to me to post new pics and vids.
There were over 60 comments, and hundreds of likes, so I knew that many anonymous people had seen, and would be seeing me sucking Marcus' big black cock. The thought only added to my arousal. After a while I realized I had been reading through the comments for about ten minutes, and had not heard anything else from Marcus. I needed to know where my clothes were, so I hesitantly texted him.
"Hello Daddy, I watched the video you posted, and read the comments too. I am so turned on right now, but I was wondering if you could please tell me where my clothes are so I can get dressed and go to school."
His response came back moments later.
"Oh yeah slut, I totally forgot I told you I hid clothes for you to wear. I just made that up to see if you would stay naked at the park for this long. Of course I didn't hide any clothes for you slut, do you think I have time to do that?"
I meekly responded with a text, "Oh no Daddy, I guess not. I'm sorry."
"It's alright slut, you can make it up to me, but you need to beg me."
I couldn't believe he was having me beg him to allow me to make it up to him the fact I thought he would hide clothes for me, but I did just that because I also didn't want to displease him.
"Oh please Daddy, I'm sorry I assumed you would take some of your precious time to hide clothes for me at the park. I am stupid to not realize that you would expect me to stay naked like I am. Please Daddy, let me make it up to you, I will do anything. Please allow your dumb white slut make up for her mistake."
"Good slut, because you asked so nicely, you can prove to me that you are sorry for thinking that I view you as anything more than fuck toy by first going into the Men's room and licking the inside of the middle urinal. You will of course video yourself doing so and sending it to me as proof. Once I get it, I will let you know what you can do next to make up for you silly assumptions. Get to it slut."
Even though the text made my jaw fall open, my feet moved me towards the Men's room, and I was soon standing in front of the urinals. I moved to the middle one, and dropped to my knees before it. I stretched my arm up to hold my phone, and began to record myself and depravity. Before leaning into the porcelain vessel, I looked to my phone and said, "For you Daddy, I'm sorry." I then dipped my head down and darted out my tongue to begin licking the inside of the piss trough. There seemed to have been a clog, because there was quite a bit of piss just pooled up at the base. I stayed away from that, and focused on the upper portions of the urinal. Occasionally I would taste the bitterness of stale urine, but mostly it just tasted as clean urinal.
Surprisingly, I realized I was becoming aroused by my actions, and soon pushed myself closer to the lower portion of the urinal; nearer to the pool of pee. The closer I got, the more the pungent smell wafted into my nose, and the more I began tasting piss. This too surprised me as, I began to search out with my tongue areas that had more piss, and my face was soon just above the surface level of the golden liquid. Out of pure arousal, and desperation, I finally fell to the urges to dip my tongue into the pool of urine, and lap up a bit of it. I felt so dirty and so depraved at my actions, but I also felt a sense I freedom and accomplishment. That was all it took for me to just begin slurping up the piss from the bowl of the urinal. I didn't stop until I was just licking at the drain, and had emptied the clogged bowl. In a sense I guess I was just trying to prove to Marcus that I would do whatever he bid me too, but I also realized that I pushed myself much further than Marcus instructed me to go. Most of my behavior was spurred on by my own arousal, rather than the need to appease Marcus. I realized then, that I simply just needed the feeling of being a dirty, depraved slut. With my realization, I sent off the video of my depravity to Marcus and waited for further response.
"Well slut, it looks as if you really enjoyed yourself. I only expected to see you give a little licking to the urinal, not use your tongue to clean it. It pleases me to know you are such an eager slut. Now let's continue with how you will make up for your stupidity. I want you to remain naked at the park until after nine a.m.; the time in which your parents should be at work. This of course means you will be ditching school. You will go home after nine, and get dressed in a white tank top and your thinnest pair of black leggings. You will then text me once you are dressed for the second half the task."
"Okay Daddy, I will do as you wish."
"Yes you will slut, and if you get bored while waiting there are two other urinals in there, and even some toilets. Have fun slut."
It was just before six so I had a three hour wait until I could return home; which I would have to do in the nude. I was curious as to what Marcus had in store for me, once I was home and dressed to his wishes. Whatever it was, I was sure it would be naughty, sexual, and embarrassing. Considering I wouldn't even begin to be able to figure out what he had planned, I decided to go into one of the stalls to wait out the time. Sitting on a toilet, the cold seat causing goosebumps to form on my skin, I pulled back up the link to the video Marcus had posted on Reddit to read through some more of the comments. There were a few more mostly just referring to how good of a white slut I was, but what really turned where the few that also included suggestions. Some of the commenters were suggesting that Marcus should have me tied up and used as a blow job slut; just to be used by countless black men as a cocksucker. Or, that he should send the video to my parents or friends to show off how much of a slut I was. All of these ideas were scary, but arousing too, and I was sure Marcus had read them, and may even be considering some.
After working myself up reading through the comments, I began to just browse the subreddit looking at other posts of BBCSluts. Most were obviously just professional porn models, but some looked to be legitimate real, everyday women. It turned me on to see these other women acting like sluts for big black cocks; sucking them off, getting fucked, and just simply being white sluts for big black cock.
After a while of looking at other black cock sluts, I began to scroll through my different social media feeds, and even thought about what Marcus said about the other urinals. However, it didn't feel the same considering he didn't actually order me too, so I restrained myself from journeying down that path once again. Eventually, the hours passed and it was nine a.m. I walked out of the stall, peered out of the restroom to parking lot, and feeling confident no one was about, walked to my car. Driving home naked was quite the thrill at that hour of the day. There were far more cars on the road, busily driving to work. As I drove I wondered if anyone could tell I was naked, or even noticed. Nothing balant occurred to inform me if anyone could or had, so I suspected that no one had.
Arriving at my home, I felt a bit nervous sneaking back into house nude at that time of day. My neighbors may see, and relay the message to my parents. However I had to get over that thought if I wanted to complete Marcus' order. As confident as I could I proceeded to exit my car and walk up to my front door of my house. I didn't take time to look around for any possible neighbors, as I felt it would only cause me to rethink my actions. Once inside my heart was racing from the excitement of the short trek, and I had to take a moment to calm myself before I continued to my room.
At my room I picked out the two items Marcus had requested, and then headed to the bathroom to wash up. I wanted to at least wash away the filth of the public men's room from my body before I dressed. My shower was quick, and I was soon back in my room to dress. The white tank top, was a basic top with spaghetti straps. It was a made of a very thin cotton fabric, and I usually wore it as an undershirt as my nipples were almost completely visible underneath. As for my leggings, they were certainly not a pair I would normally wear as just pants, but rather under a dress or skirt. They were very thin, and sheer; basically just a couple steps above pantyhose. In my state of dress I wondered what Marcus would have me do next. I texted him that I was home and dressed as he required, and then waited for a response.
"Glad to hear it slut. You are to go to the adult toy store on the east side of town where you will look for and purchase an erotic costume. It must be more lingerie than clothing, and the less it covers the better. Is this understood cocksucker?"



"Yes Daddy."
"Well then slut, get going then. Text me a picture of yourself wearing your purchase, but you must be in a public parking lot wearing it in the picture. I'll then call you with further instructions. Talk to you soon whore."
With his last message I was able to understand at least a portion of what he expected of me next. Other than having me take a picture of myself in a revealing lingerie costume in public, I wasn't entirely sure what else he had planned for me and whatever costume I would choose. That would have to be something I would learn later, as I needed to go and complete the next step of my task.
Even though I was dressed, I still felt exposed due to the state of my dress. I was still rather self-conscious being in public, but wanted to please Marcus. Once I was back in my car, I drove over to the adult shop he had instructed I shop at which was on the opposite side of town, and about 15 minutes away. It felt weird being out, when I would normally be in school; a bit rebellious. I guess that sounds pretty silly considering everything I have done for Marcus, but it is the truth. I am good little school girl after all, I just happen to also be a huge slut for black cock.
Arriving at the adult toy store, I parked near the entrance and took a moment to look around before getting out. The store looking about what would be expected; a little seedy, and certainly not a place for an eighteen year old high school senior to shop during the day. Getting up my nerve, I exited my car and entered the building. Inside, I was awestruck by the shelves and shelves of porno tapes that filled the center of the shop. The place must have had the best selection in the entire state. It took me a moment to gather my bearings, but I soon located the clothing section of the store to the right and proceeded to head in that direction.
I began to browse the selection of skimpy outfits, and naughty undergarments not really sure what I wanted. Eventually, I did find a section that seemed to be more about the costumes, and figured it best to start there. Most of the costumes I looked at where nothing more than sexy Halloween costumes you could get at most party stores, and I didn't think any of them would be what Marcus had in mind. So I continued to peruse the racks, and soon found some more of the provocative costumes. These ones were certainly more geared towards bedroom play, rather than public wear. Most of them had a basic theme, and included usually a skimpy bra top, and a pair of tiny G-string panties with a few accessories to round out the look.
None of them really stood out to me until I came across the perfect selection. It was called the slutty teacher's pet. It consisted of a red plaid string bikini tie top, a matching pair of red plaid G-string panties, and a Velcro collar that had a bit of lace with a preppy little school uniform tie. It was perfect because it put both of my personalities together; the perfect school girl, and the black cock slut. I snatched to package to make my purchase and noticed that it had some suggestions on it to complete the look. So I quickly tracked down a pair of white opaque knee high stockings, and a pair of 4 inch black patent leather Mary Janes. I would look like the perfect little schoolgirl slut. Happy with my selections, I took them to the counter to pay.
I was a little uneasy when it was a middle aged man at the counter, but I didn't let it stop me from completing my task, and even though I knew he was probably thinking I was a huge slut I just smiled and handed him my card. He smirked, but said nothing as he ran my credit card, and then handed it back to me along with my purchase and receipt. I walked out of there feeling accomplished, and ready to complete the second step of the task. I just had to figure out what parking lot would be best for the picture. Considering I was already on the other side of town, I figured it best to take the picture somewhere on that side to limit the chances of someone I knew seeing me. It was that thought that sparked my realization of the mall parking lot. It was still early, so less people would be there, and plus it was a weekday. With my mind made up, I navigated myself to the mall.
It was the older mall of the town, but still rather popular. However, at 10 am on a Thursday, it was hardly bustling. I chose to park at the rear of the mall, away from the main streets, but in a somewhat risky move I parked closer to the front entrance of one of the department stores. Not wanting to chicken out, I quickly gave a glance around to see if there was anyone immediately nearby and then quickly peeled off my shirt and leggings. Sitting naked, I took another look around to ease my nerves before redressing into the slutty school girl costume. It took some time as I had not taken it out of the packaging ahead of time. The pieces were so tiny and barely covered anything, but they certainly made me feel slutty and sexy wearing them. Putting on the collar even made me feel like a slutty little prep school girl. Reaching for the knee highs, I rolled them up my legs, and then strapped on the shiny heeled Mary Janes. My look was complete, so I scanned the lot one more time before stepping out of my car and quickly posing for the selfie Marcus requested. Satisfied I captured the shot; I ducked back into my car and sent it over to him while I waited for his response and further instructions.
"I love it slut, and I love that you follow directions so well. What parking lot are you in?"
"Thank you Daddy. I am in the eastside mall parking lot."
"Oh, I see. In that case send me another picture, but this time make sure the sign of the store you are parked in front of is visible and your whole body is visible."
"Okay Daddy, I will do it right now."
Getting a picture with the sign visible and my entire body would be a bit more risky, as it meant I would have to move away from my car, and most likely into the middle of the driveway to do so. Also I would have to set my phone's timer to snap the picture. Not wanting to upset or disappoint Marcus, I gathered up my courage, and exited my car. I had to firstly set up my phone to be able to snap the picture on its own, so I propped it against one of my tires and go the timer set to 10 seconds. I then skipped over to what looked to be the spot, and then struck another pose. I quickly ran back to my car and looked at the picture. It was a success so I sent off the picture to Marcus.
"Great slut, such a great picture, it would make an excellent profile pic for you don't you think?"
I looked over the picture again, and actually thought about what it would look like as my profile picture. I wasn't naked, but I wasn't far from it. My body looked great though, and it really showed a new side to me. I also thought it was interesting seeing the sign in the background; as if I was about to walk into Dillard's dressed like that. Months ago, would never have thought I would have taken a picture like that, let alone that I actually be thinking about posting it on my public profile. It was crazy, but I decided that I wanted to let Marcus know that I trusted him and if he wanted me too, I would.
"Oh Daddy, it is a great picture, and if you want me to post it I will. It isn't the wildest picture of me by any means."
"Well then cocksucker, it is decided. Post it as your new Facebook profile picture. Do it now."
For the second time that day I found myself posting erotic photos of myself onto my Facebook account. This time however, I didn't have a time frame as to when it, if at all, would be coming down.
"Okay Daddy, I posted it."
"Perfect slut; it is to remain as your profile picture for the rest of the day. If anyone asks about it, you tell them you love it, and thought it was a great picture of you. Now slut, drive as you are to a drive thru and order a large coke before returning home at which point you will text me you are home. Do not drink from the beverage."
"Yes Daddy."
Starting my car, I pulled out of my parking spot, and heading off to a nearby fast food restaurant. It was just as weird driving around dressed like a slutty school girl as it had been driving around nude, and this time I was going to have to stop and let a server see my state of dress. Fortunately it would be just a brief encounter, or at least that was the reasoning I made myself believe. There was a drive thru just done the block from the mall, so I quickly pulled open to order the drink. The worker read back my order and my total before indicating I pull forward to pay. Another good thing going for me was there was only one window to pay and pick up the order, so only one person would see me.
As I pulled up to the window, the server was waiting to take my payment. It was a young woman, and she had to do a double take when she saw me. She did not say anything, but did have the look of curiosity on her face as she turned to run my card, and then went and got my order. Returning to the window she handed me my card and receipt, but before she handed me my drink she asked why I was dressed as I was. I replied that I was on my way to a costume event. She didn't seem to buy it, but said nothing else as she handed me the drink. I thanked her, put the drink into my cup holder, and proceeded to drive away to return home.
I got home, and decided to leave on my costume to walk up to my house. I carried my other clothes and the drink with me, and didn't even care to look to see if any neighbors were out. Once inside, I set my clothes down and the drink on a table before texting Marcus.
"Okay slut, go ahead and take of your outfit, and put it some place safe. Frank will be coming over in a few minutes. When he arrives, you are to answer the door nude, and hand him the drink you ordered. Just like with Brian on Monday, he will be there to receive a blow job, but you are to follow any of his orders as if they were coming from me. Have fun whore."
My excitement for Frank to come over was to say the least, high. I was desperately horny, and was happy to find out I would be getting some black cock; even if it was just to pleasure with my mouth. I quickly, stripped out of the costume, and took it along with my other clothes to put into my room. On my way back, I stopped to freshen up some in the bathroom before Frank arrived. I was sure when he would be showing up, but did know it should be soon.
After about five minutes, there was a knock at the door. I scurried over to retrieve the drink, and then answered to the door to meet Frank. He smiled when he saw me, and happily took the drink from me as I led him inside. Taking a swig from the drink, he grabbed my arm, and turned me so my back was against the now closed front door. He said nothing, but simply pushed firmly on the top of my head and I took that to mean he was ready for me to start. There were no formalities, just simply take his dick in my mouth.
I dropped to a squatting position, with my back and ass still pressed against the door, while I opened up his jeans to free his member. Once it was out, I gave it a few soft strokes with my hands, before taking the meaty pole into my eager mouth.
The hand not holding the drink palmed the top of my head, and began to pull me further onto his cock. I felt his bulbous head began punching at the entrance to my throat, at which point he began to thrust with his hips to try and push past the resistance. In doing so, not only was he able to slip his black snake into my throat, but he also caused my head to begin bouncing off the door making a knocking sound. He picked up his pace, and my head continued to bang harder and harder on the wooden door.
Eventually, he pushed his meaty cock all the way in, and held it there; pressing his groin into my face, and my head into the door. At that moment he took the drink and set it atop my head as if it were a table. After doing so, he finally spoke.
"Here is the deal slut; I am going to fuck your face and you are going to hold still. If my drink falls off your head you will be sorry."
With his statement he slowly pulled his cock back, and then started to slide it in and out of my mouth and throat as I did my best to remain as still as a statue. He didn't fuck my face too aggressively, and would occasionally lift the drink up to take another swig from it. I could begin feeling the weight of it lighten each time he replaced it on my head, but there was no sign he was close to being done using my mouth. After about five minutes, he pulled his slobber covered manhood from my face, and took the drink off my head.
"Here take this and toss it out, and then make me a sandwich. I'm gonna watch some sports highlights, meet me back out at the couch with my sandwich when you're done slut."
"Yes sir."
I took the empty drink cup, and walked into the kitchen. After tossing the cup into the trash, I went to the fridge and looked for stuff to make a sandwich. It was surreal feeling making something to eat in my kitchen while naked. I was able to put together a turkey sandwich rather quickly and was heading back to Frank in no time. Entering the living room, I found Frank sitting in my dad's chair, naked from the waist down. His cock was standing straight up, and his fist was working his shaft as he sat. I presented him with that sandwich and he took it from me.
"Took you long enough slut, now get down on your knees and get back to sucking my dick."
His hand was quickly replaced by my mouth, as I took my position on my knees in front of him. He was watching ESPN, and not really paying too much attention to me as I performed my duty of oral service on his impressive black cock. While it was humiliating to be treated in this manner, I felt honored to be serving him and his black tool, and was hopeful that my behavior would be reported back to Marcus. Occasionally, Frank would rest the plate holding his sandwich on my head as he had with the drink earlier, and this only added to the humiliation of it all. He seemed content on just eating his sandwich and watching the television, while I continued to suck his thick cock.
My jaw was getting sore, and I had no idea how much longer this would be going on. I could feel my pussy nearly dripping with arousal though, and that combined with the thought of making Marcus happy, kept me going. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Frank pushed my face away and spoke.
"Okay slut that's good for now. It's a shame I can't fuck you, but I'm sure there will be other chances. I have to get going, so I am going to blow my load on your face. Marcus wants me to take a picture of it, and send it to him to show how well you behaved. Back up some slut, and let me stand up."
I shuffled backwards on my knees, and watched as Frank stood up and fisted his glistening shaft in front of my face. It didn't take long before he began to shoot out ropes of cum on to my waiting face. He had built up quite the supply, because when he was finished my face was completely caked in his spunk. I felt him rest the head of his cock on my lips, but he didn't have me take it into my mouth. Instead, he instructed I just let it sit there while he took a picture for Marcus. When he captured the picture, he simply removed his cock from my lips, pulled his pants on, and left without saying another word.
Once I heard the door shut, I began to swipe the ludicrous amount of cum from my face and feed it to myself. When I felt I had done and adequate job, I turned off the TV, and took Frank's sandwich plate to the kitchen to clean it. I wasn't really sure what was expected of me, so I decided I would take a shower, and then wait in my room naked until Marcus contacted me.
My shower felt great, but I was so desperately horny. I needed release, and was frustrated that I was still two days away from when Marcus would hopefully be granting it to me. In my room, I looked on Facebook, remembering my new profile picture, to see if anyone commented. A little uncharacteristically, no one had. I figured it was only noon, so most people might notice it once school let out in about an hour. Not really engaged in the goings on of my other friends, I moved over to look at and watch the videos Marcus had posted of me on the internet. I was able to distract myself like that for about an hour before Marcus called.
"Hello slut, so it looks like you and Frank had a good time."
"Yes Daddy, we did."
"The picture was great slut, and I think your fans would appreciate it too. I'll send it to you in a bit, and I want you to post it. Does that sound good slut?"
"Oh yes Daddy. I will certainly post the picture to make you happy."
"That what I like to hear cocksucker. What are you doing now slut?"
"I'm sitting naked in my room Daddy, and I was watching our videos before you called."
"God, you are a horny little black cock slut. I bet you can't wait for Friday huh?"
"Oh gosh Daddy, I am so horny and desperate. Friday can't come soon enough. I need your big black cock."
"Patience little slut, your wait will be worth it. Well I can't talk to much more; I have to get ready for basketball practice, but I do have some more instructions for you whore. Firstly, once your parents come home you are either to remain naked in your room, or if you must come out to see them you can only wear a long shirt; nothing else. Tomorrow you will wear your tightest pair of jeans, a slim fitting t-shirt, and a pair of flip flops to school. I will be in touch as for what you will be expected to do once at school, but be prepared for something most risky. Have a good night cumslut, and I will be in touch."
"Goodnight Daddy."
He hung up, and I waited for him to send me the picture Frank took. It only took a moment before my phone chimed with its arrival and I quickly opened it up to see it. The picture showed my face covered in cum, and had Frank's big juicy black cock resting on my pursed lips. All of my features were visible, except they were mostly glazed by the large amount of cum splotches that spattered my face. I knew it would be risky posting such a picture online, but that seemed to be the way of things lately. Plus the idea of it only fueled my arousal fire, and made me feel as though I was being dutiful to Marcus. After I took my time to appreciate the photo, I soon uploaded it to the site and sent Marcus a text confirming my completion of his task. God, I was such an eager little behaving slut.
The rest of my day was mostly spent in my bedroom, where I remained naked, continued to watch my videos, and even looked at more post on the bbcsluts subreddit. I did have to come out of my room to eat dinner with my parents which was nerve racking as I only wore one of my long sleep shirts per Marcus' order. The shirt only came down to mid-thigh, and I had to take special care to not let my parents take notice that I wasn't wearing anything under it. I don't think they noticed, or if they did they did not mention anything to me. I decided to go to bed early considering I had woken up so early in the morning. Plus I figured I may need the rest for whatever Marcus had planned for me the next day. The anticipation of it was almost more than I could bear.
I woke up the next morning feeling refreshed but still desperately horny. Thankfully, I was able to focus on getting ready for school rather than my need for black cock; at least momentarily. I showered, and then returned to my room to dress. The jeans I found were almost miserably tight, but they certainly made my plump ass look good in them. I paired the jeans with a plain pink t-shirt that clung to my body, and did a crap job of hiding my erect nipples. Slipping into a pair of basic black flip-flops, I headed out of the house to school. I wasn't entirely sure when Marcus would be contacting me, but I figured it would be sooner rather than later. Needless to say I was on pins and needles until he did. He waited until halfway through first period to text me.



"Good morning slut, excuse yourself to the restroom now, and text me once you leave the class."
My hand rose once I finished reading his text, and I promptly asked my teacher to be excused to the restroom. Thankfully we were working independently, so I was allowed to leave. Taking the pass, which was a glitter covered plunger my teacher used it as a deterrent for students to unnecessarily use the restroom during class, I texted Marcus back indicating I had done as he commanded.
"Okay slut, you now must go to the restroom and strip of all of your clothes, but do so without entering a stall. Text me back for further instructions."
I quickly made my way to the nearest girls' restroom, and nervously peeled off my tight clothing once inside. Naked, I texted back Marcus.
"So I know you just left Ms. Bell's class, so that means you have her pass. I want you to now stick it to the floor, and squat down onto it so the handle penetrates you whore cunt. Once it is in as far as you can take it, you will take a picture and send it to me before getting up and getting dressed. You will then await further instructions."
If I thought getting naked in the restroom of my school was risky, this was taking it to a whole new level. But, I was a good little slut and did just as was ordered to do. I stuck the plunger to the tile floor, position myself over the handle, and squatted down onto it. I couldn't believe the first thing that was in my desperate pussy was not Marcus' wonderful cock, but the handle of Miss Bell's bathroom pass. Impressively, I was able to take quite a lot of the wooden handle before I snapped the picture and sent it to Marcus. With my task completed, I hurried to dismount the plunger, and redress before anyone else arrived. It was a few seconds later that Marcus sent me my next instructions.
"Well done slut; what a lovely picture. You may return to class now, but do not clean of the pass. I will be in touch soon."
I did just as he said, returning to class just as I would if I hadn't just stripped naked and inserted a plunger handle in my snatch. Back in class, I placed the pass back in its spot. It had a noticeable wet mark near the end of the handle, but nothing that couldn't be explained as just a water stain from a wet clean hand. It was my secret knowing wear that pass had been, and now anytime another student used it I would remember how I used it. First period ended, and I moved on to second, and then third before Marcus texted me again. This time it was right at the beginning of the class, and the teacher was giving us notes. I casually glanced at my phone to see what Marcus had said.
"Slut, you can take down your Facebook profile picture if you want, it is up to you. Whatever you decide doesn't matter to me. I do however want you to post the picture you just sent me during first period onto the video profile with the others. Crop it so most of your face is not seen, but everything from your nose down can be seen. Text me once it is posted."
I felt devious completing Marcus' next task for me in class, and I had to make sure no one looking at what I was doing. Fortunately, my seat in the class benefitted me with that, and so too did the fact that everyone seemed to be focusing on the teacher at the moment. It took me some time to do just as he asked, but I soon had the picture posted, and texted him to indicate so.. Once I finished, I texted Marcus informing him so and also let him know that I was going to leave up my profile picture for the time being. My decision to do so came out of disbelief that no one so far had seemed to care or even notice the picture; so I figured I might as well leave it. So my decision was made for me I guess, and Marcus eventually texted back in response, and with some more instructions for me.
"I'm glad to hear it slut. You are really starting to enjoy the feeling of showing of your slut side more and more aren't you?"
"Yes Daddy, I think I am."
"That's great to hear slut, because if I'm not mistaken you are in Math class right now and will probably be working out of the class set of textbooks soon. When you do, you are to make sure to write on the inside cover the link to your video on the BBCSluts subreddit in marker. That way anyone who using the book after you, may be privy to the link, and become curious enough to find out what it is. Doesn't that sound hot slut?"
"Oh gosh Daddy, that sounds so devilishly hot. The idea that some random school mate might see that video gives me the naughty chills. What if they actually recognize me? That would be crazy."
"Who cares if they recognize you slut? You want to be an exposed webslut, and that would just be another step towards becoming one. Plus, I'm sure there are plenty of people in this school that have probably seen some of your blindfold videos; the only difference being that they wouldn't be able to as easily recognize you in those. However, because of some of the locations in those videos, the brights ones probably have deduced that it is in fact someone from our town in those videos acting like a complete slut for black cock. So face it, you love knowing that there might be people out there seeing your videos, and knowing what a total whore you are."
"Yes Daddy, I guess you're right. It is just hard to really wrap my head around it."
"Well at least you are coming to terms with what you really are slut, now make sure you complete your task and send me a picture of the link written in the book before the period ends."
Almost on cue, my teacher stopped lecturing and told us to grab a text book just as I finished reading Marcus' last message. I stood up with my fellow classmates, and lined up to retrieve a book from the bookcase at the rear of the room. With the book in my hands, I returned to my desk and sat down. I reached into my bag to pull out a pencil, my binder, and a sharpie marker. The teacher had given us a list of practice problems to work on out of the book, so most of the students were flipping to the page to get started. I however, only opened to the inside front cover and uncapped my sharpie. I wanted to complete my task before anything else. I took a glance around to make sure I was being looked at by the teacher, or other students, and then proceeded to write down the link. Marcus had sent it to me via text after his last message, so I was able to easily copy it down. I then snapped a quick picture of it and sent it over to Marcus. With nothing else to do, I focused on doing the practice problems that were assigned. Towards the end of the class, I received another message from Marcus.
"Leave the textbook on your desk, and on your way out flip the cover open to show the link."
"Yes Daddy," was my simple reply back. This order meant that the person who sat at my desk during the next period would no doubt see the link. I would have no idea who that person would be, or if they would even investigate what the link was. That idea of not knowing was such a crazy erotic feeling. When the bell rang, I did just as Marcus had instructed. I stood up from my desk, grabbed my bag, and on my way out I flipped the cover of the book open to display the link. I didn't look back, even though I wanted so desperately too, but instead walked confidently out of the room to my next class. It wasn't until the tail end of that class that I heard from Marcus again.
"You are going to skip your classes for the rest of the day starting with lunch. Do you understand slut?"
"Yes Daddy, but where am I to go?"
"Well slut, since you asked, you are to go back to the adult toy store you went to yesterday. This time however you will be shopping for some different items. I will text you a list after lunch. In the meantime, you will ditch out of school, and drive over to the shop where you will wait for me to text the list to you. Is the clear slut?"
"Yes Daddy."
Again, almost as if Marcus timed it, the bell for dismissal rang just as I finished typing my reply. I quickly stood up and proceeded to walk out of classroom, and in the direction of the back entrance. It was pretty easy for me, a senior to ditch, as the faculty allowed seniors access to the parking lot during lunch, and even turned a blind eye to students going off campus for lunch. I would be able to simply slide right out, and then not come back. It was just that easy, and I was soon on my way to the store. I arrived in no time, and then sat parked in front of the store as I waited for Marcus to text me the list. After twenty minutes the text finally came.
"One large butt plug, one 18 inch double sided dildo, and a red ball gag."
The list wasn't large, but certainly was intriguing. Each of the items on it made my pussy warm as I read them. With my list, I got out of my car, and entered the shop. Having been there the day before, I had a general idea of where to start. I made my way over to the wall of sex toys that lined the back of the store to look for the dildo and plug. I had never used a butt plug before, but from my experience with Marcus I knew I did enjoy anal play. I was able to quickly locate the store's selection of butt plugs, and it was a bit flustering at first. The vast amount of types, sizes, and colors somewhat overwhelmed me. However, I composed myself and decided to focus on what I knew Marcus wanted; a large butt plug. I began to simply just focus on the ones in which the package stated large, the ones that looked large to me. A browsed my options, and decided to make my selection based on what interested me. So eventually I settled on a pitch black plug called the Tom of Finland Large Silicone Plug. It looked massive, but also very subtle in some weird way.
With my plug of choice in hand, I went in search of the double sided dildo next. The selection of double dildos wasn't as vast, and I was able to rather easily pick out what I felt was the best option. It was also pitch black, and called the double header dildo. I then moved over towards what looked to be the bondage section of the store to choose the ball gag. It was easily found, as I chose a basic red silicone gag, with a leather strap.
Once I had all of my items together, I proceeded to the checkout counter to pay for them. It was the same guy as the day before, and just as he had the day before, he said nothing to me and I was soon on my way out of the store.In my car, I texted Marcus to inform him that I had purchased all of the items he had requested, and asked how I should proceed. I didn't move until I got a response back from Marcus which came a few minutes later.
"That's good slut, take your new items home and get naked. I will email you another task."
It was a short message, but I knew if he was emailing me a message that it might mean he was planning on sending me a file that he couldn't send via text. I was eager to find out what it would be. I arrived home no too much later, and once inside I immediately stripped nude and took my new toys to my room. Stashing the items in my closet, I grabbed my laptop, and fired up my email. There was an email from Marcus waiting, but to my surprise there was no attachment along with it.
"Hello slut, your next step will be a further progression on your journey to webslut exposure. This time however, it will not be focused around you being the black cock slut that you are, but rather just you as a slut. What I want you to do is to record a video of yourself stuffing your ass full with the double dildo you just bought. You may use a blindfold to block out some of your identity, but you must perform the task in your bedroom. Also, you must take the entire 18 inch dildo into your ass, to the point in which it is no longer visible. Of course, you still may not touch your slutty pussy, and you may not cum. Once you have completed the video, which should end once you pull the entire dildo from your ass, you will upload it to site with all of your other videos. Let me know once the video uploads."
This task was so erotically compelling that I almost ran to my closet to retrieve the lengthy dildo. I removed it from its packaging, and brought it over to my bed where I figured I would film the task. Because I didn't own a camcorder, and I felt it would be too difficult to film the task with my cell phone, I decided to set up my laptop's webcam to capture the scene. A nervous excitement ran through my body as I got everything set up. Once I had the blindfold on, I leaned forward on my bed and just as I practiced pressed the button on my laptop to begin recording.
I was naked on my bed, except for the blindfold, and was holding the long, floppy cock in my hand. Before doing anything else, I made sure to tell the camera that I was doing this for Daddy. I then brought the dildo to my mouth, and began to suck on one of the ends. I didn't want to go right into the penetration of my ass, and plus needed to get it a bit lubed up. However, I did think ahead, and lubed up my ass pretty good before starting the recording. I also left the tube of lube on the bed nearby just in case.
For a few moments I just continued to fellate the fake cock, and actually was able to get quite a bit of it into my throat and mouth. Of course, I in no way was able to get down the entire length. I had no idea if I would even be able to get all of it in my ass, but I figured if Marcus told me too, it must be feasible. There was only one way to know for sure, so I dislodged my mouth from the wobbly dick, and turned it towards my ass. I positioned myself so I was now somewhat facing away from the camera, giving a good view of the pending penetration.
As I touch the slickened head to my lubed hole, it almost immediately opened up and began to slip inside. I fed a few inches of the black snake into my asshole, and then began to pump it in and out. I must have had at least six inches inside of me at that point, but from the waggle I felt there was certainly much more left to slide inside. I started to take of a progression of pushing a few inches in, and then taking some time to let it sit inside of me before I pulled it in and out some. This set of steps continued for a while until the hand working the dildo was only holding onto the last four or five inches. At that point, I no longer fucked myself with the long cock, but instead focused on pushing in the remaining portion.
I couldn't believe how much I had already taken, and was even more shocked to realize how much was left. I felt so completely filled up, and couldn't fathom sliding any more of it inside of me. However, I knew what Marcus wanted, and I was determined to provide it for him. I began to slowly push the remaining bit into my stuffed hole, half inch by half inch. Eventually I got to the point in which only the second head of the dildo remained. I took a deep breath, and with a bit of pressure pushed it into my ass. I even used my index finger to make sure it was all the way in and that it effectively disappeared inside of me. Knowing I had accomplished the task, my breathing began labored and my body began to quiver with a sense of accomplishment.
All I had to do now was bear down and let it come back out. It took a bit of pushing on my end to get the tip to reemerge, but once it did I was able to grasp it and tug out a few inches. Once that was done, it basically just slipped right out of me with a few good pushes from my rectum. It came out with a soft plop onto my bed, and I turned myself to stop the recording. With the recording completed, I removed the blindfold then just sat on my bed in disbelief of what I had just done. Looking at the dildo in front of me, I couldn't believe that the entirety of it was just moments before inside my ass. It looked so monstrous lying in front of me, but it also made me so unbelievably horny to know that I was such a slut. I wanted to let Marcus know of my achievement, so I grabbed my laptop, logged in to the site, and quickly uploaded the video. When it completed uploading, I texted Marcus to let him know of my dutiful completion of his task, and he responded simply, "Great, I'll watch it right now in class."
I was shocked that he was going to watch it in class, but I reassured myself that he would make sure to do so privately. Even though it was scary knowing he was watching in class, I so desperately wanted to hear feedback from on how I did that I did not care one bit. While I waited to hear back from Marcus, I got up and took my anal exploring friend to the restroom to clean up. By the time I got back, Marcus had texted me.
"Great video slut, I am glad you took the whole thing like a good slut. Also, I liked that you left all your pictures up on the wall behind you, it really adds to the risk of you being recognized."
His text startled me, as I look to the wall by my bed and realized it was indeed covered with a random assortment of my pictures. Pictures of me and my family while on vacation, or just in general. I didn't even think about the background when I set up to film myself. Almost in a state of panic, I loaded the site backup to watch the video. As I watched, it was very much evident that there were personal pictures on the wall. I was a bit scared to say the least, and texted back to Marcus.
"Oh my gosh Daddy, I'm glad you liked the video, but I didn't mean for my pictures to be seen in the background. Someone might be able to recognize that it is me in the pictures. I think I need to take it down."
"You will not take the video down slut. Firstly, I have already changed the password for the account so you don't have access anymore. Secondly, the video quality is that great and paired with the fact the pictures are a good distance behind you and rather small, I don't think anyone will be able to make out who is in the pictures. So calm down slut, or I can post a number of other videos that would most certainly get you recognized. Do you understand slut?"
"Yes Daddy, I am sorry. I was just a bit frantic. If you think no one will be able to tell it is me then I trust you. I'm sorry."
"That's what I thought slut, and I am happy you have come to your senses. I didn't want to have to post those videos, at least not yet. However, as a punishment for your senseless worrying, I want you to post another revealing picture of yourself on Facebook. This time you are to take a mirror selfie of yourself wearing only a thong. You will turn so your back is to the mirror, and the picture shows off your slutty ass. I must see this post in the next five minutes, or I will go ahead and post the videos."
I quickly scrambled to my underwear drawer upon reading Marcus' message. Though I didn't really feel good about posting another risqué picture of myself on Facebook, I also didn't want to upset Marcus any further. So I grabbed one of my thong panties, and slid them on. I then went over to my closet which has sliding mirrored doors, and posed for the picture. Satisfied that I capture the picture Marcus wanted, I instantly opened up the Facebook app, and posted it to my timeline. While I was nervous about posting the picture, I had to admit that I look pretty damn good in it. I nervously sat, and waited to hear back from Marcus for five minutes while I just stared at the picture I had just posted.
"Excellent work slut, I think your friends will like the picture. Again for the rest of the day you will remain nude while in your room. If you do leave the room, you may once again wear only a shirt. I will text you first thing in the morning as to what you will wear tomorrow to school. Until then, you I want you to watch all of your videos over and over just to make sure you are as horny as possible for tomorrow."
"Yes Daddy, I will. Thank you."
Needless to say the rest of my day was torture. I watched all of the videos at least twice, and by the time I went to sleep, I swear my pussy was leaking like a faucet. Again, my parents didn't say anything about me wearing just a shirt, but I did get some comments from friends on Facebook about my newest picture. They mostly asked if I was sure I wanted the picture posted, and if I hadn't done it by mistake. I decided not to reply, as I didn't really feel up to explaining or coming up with an excuse. All I could think about was that I would finally get to see and be used by Marcus the next day; making sleep rather restless. I probably only got a couple of hours of actual sleep, so by the time Marcus texted me at six in the morning, I was feeling pretty tired.



"Good morning cocksucker. For school today you will wear your shortest skirt, and a V-neck t-shirt. You will also wear the butt plug you bought yesterday. It is to remain in your ass the entire day at school; that way your ass will be primed for tonight. I will not be in touch until after school, so other than the plug you will have a normal day at school. Afterschool you will go straight home, and wait for me to call."
"I understand Daddy."
To be honest, I was hoping I wouldn't be attending school, but instead spending the day getting fucked by Marcus. However, the idea of wearing a short skirt to school while also having a large butt plug in my ass was enticing. I pulled out a jean mini skirt from my dresser and a purple V-neck shirt before going to shower. When I finished, I applied lube to my asshole and the plug before pushing it inside of myself. It was certainly large, and really filled me up. Also, walking around with it in felt a bit strange. I however could do nothing about that but hope I would acclimate to the feeling, so I got dressed and headed out for school.
My day dragged by, and I hated that Marcus wasn't texting me; even if it was to just to do humiliating tasks, I wanted to know he was thinking about me. Every time I sat down in a class, I felt the pressing reminder of the plug in my rectum, and it caused my pussy to gush. I don't think I paid any mind to what my teachers were saying, or what I was supposed to be doing. I was simply on autopilot, as I was constantly picture in my head Marcus' glorious cock and trying to imagine what he had planned for today. By some grace of god, school finally ended after seemingly lasting forever, and I hustled home to await the call from Marcus. Once I was home, and in my room, I immediately stripped naked, sat on my bed, and just held my phone. When it rang, I almost jumped off my bed.
"Hello Daddy," I answered.
"Hello slut. Tell me how horny your slut."
"Daddy, I am so horny. I can barely control myself. I am literally shaking from all the pent up arousal."
"What are you horny for slut?"
"I'm horny for you Daddy. I'm horny for your huge black cock. I'm horny for you to use me as your white slut."
"That's good whore. You will just have to wait a little longer. I want you to meet me at the park at six o'clock."
"Yes Daddy."
"Wear what you wore to school, but not the plug. I want you to bring the costume with you, along with your collar, blindfold, and ball gag. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Daddy."
"When you arrive at the park, you will enter the men's restroom, and change into your costume, and collar. I will arrive a little after six and will expect to find you dressed as I have stated."
"Yes Daddy."
"Okay slut, then I will see you soon. It should be a very fun night."
"Bye Daddy."
The line went dead, and I was basically panting like a dog in heat. I knew the close to four hour wait would be torture, but also I knew I would bear through it just with the knowledge I would be seeing Marcus after. I decided it best to shower, and take my time to shave and prepare myself for whatever was to come my way. I really wanted make sure I was a beautiful as I could possibly be for my Daddy. Also, while I showered I figured I should leave before my parents got home, so I wouldn't have to explain where I was going in person but rather of a note. When I removed the plug, I had an intense feeling of emptiness while also feeling as though my butt was gaped open. I would certainly be ready to take Marcus' large black pole up my ass. .
Returning to my room, I gathered up the items I was told to bring with me and the costume into a bag. I also figured Marcus would want me to remain naked until the time I left my house, so I didn't dress but rather watched my videos some more to get myself worked up even further for our meeting. It was a torturous two hours as I sat watching myself act like a complete slut for Marcus, and thinking about doing just that soon. At about 5 o'clock, I decided to head out of my house. My parents would just be leaving work, so I knew it was the latest I could stay. I wrote them a note, coming up with a story that I went out to the movies with some friends, and then was going to hang out at their house. They wouldn't ask questions as I had never given them a reason to not trust me.
Once again I was dressed in my mini skirt and V-neck shirt, and with my bag of goodies I left my house. I decided to make a stop at a coffee shop to get some caffeine in my system, and also to wait out the remaining time I had until I was to be at the park. As I sat in the coffee shop drinking my beverage, I kept wondering if anyone could tell I was about to go out and act like a huge slut for a huge black cock; or if anyone may have seen any of my videos. The idea that there were people in the world that have seen me act as my sluttiest anonymously, was certainly a thrilling sensation, and then I realized that there might even be some people that have started to piece my identity together from the more recent pictures and videos I have posted. It took everything I had not to rub myself to orgasm right where I sat. I was soon snapped out of my naughty thoughts, when I realized it was a quarter till six. I must have been beaming from excitement as I walked to my car, and then drove to the park.
In all my giddiness, I arrived at the park about five minutes early, but I still proceeded to carry out Marcus' instructions. I parked, exited my car with my bag, and walk into the men's room. Once inside, I stripped naked before pulling out the costume from the bag. Because of the very brief coverage of the costume, it took me very little time to get it on and I was soon dressed again as the slutty school girl that I was. I put on my leather collar, but allowed the costume faux collar and tie to lie over the top of it. Satisfied that I was dressed as Marcus requested, I pulled the remaining items from my bag, and but my discarded clothes other personal items inside. I then dropped to my knees to await Marcus' arrival. I remained that way for about five minutes, my knees feeling the pain of the hard concrete floor, until Marcus entered the room.
"Oh slut, the costume looks even better on you in person. Tonight is going to be fun and interesting, but before all of that, where are your other clothes, keys, and phone?"
"Everything is in the bag Daddy."
"Great. Stay here slut, I will be back shortly."
Marcus picked up my bag, and then turned to leave. He was gone for a little while, and I just simply remained kneeling on the cold restroom floor, waiting in anticipation. After a few agonizingly long moments of waiting, he returned with a grin on his face.
"Thanks for waiting slut; I just had to take care of something real quick. You see I have a real special night lined up for you, and I need to make sure every is in place. Don't worry though you don't need to know about all that just yet; you will get to experience as it unfolds. First things first though, I need to use that slut mouth of yours."
I watched obediently as he unfastened his pants and stepped closer to me. His cock stood out hard and rigid just in front of my face.
"Let me hear you beg for it slut."
"Please Daddy; let me suck your cock. I need it in my mouth; I want it so badly. Please put your big black cock in my mouth, and fuck my face. It has been so long; I need it desperately."
"Very well then slut."
He then took one more step forward, and the helmet of his long cock slipped past my lips and into my wanting mouth. I began to bop, lick, and suck him with all my vigor. Reaching up with my hands, I started to stroke him while I worked my welcoming mouth on his delectable black meat stick. However, he soon ended the encounter, and I was left kneeling with my jaw hanging open. I was confused as to why he pulled away so soon, but was granted an explanation when he spoke once again.
"That's good for now slut; just give you a little taste. We need to get somewhere, and I don't want to be late."
I just watched as he refastened his pants and then bent down for the items on the floor. He then proceeded to insert the ball gag into my mouth, cover my eyes with the blind fold, and attach the leash to my collar. I was effectively cut off from the world, but soon felt the tug of the leash and I feel to my hands and knees as I crawled behind Marcus to follow him into the unknown. As we exited the restroom, I felt the setting sun warm my skin, and then the rough asphalt on my knees as he led me into the parking lot. I heard the sound of a car door open in front of me, and then him order and guide me inside the vehicle. The door was then shut and I was briefly alone in an unknown vehicle. A few seconds later I heard the door to my left open and close, and then the engine being turned over. Once the vehicle was started, I felt Marcus reach over me and recline my seat all the way back; I was then basically lying down as he began to drive.
I said nothing as we drove, but simply wondered where we were heading to. I could not make out what direction we were heading, or really how long we were driving for. Marcus also said nothing as he drove, and that only caused my anticipation and excitement levels to rise. Eventually we did stop and Marcus turned the car off.However, he still said nothing to me until he exited the car and came around to let me out as well.
"Follow me slut," he said as he grabbed ahold of my leash and proceeded to walk away from me. I felt the roughness of a dirt or gravel path on my hands and knees as I crawled behind. Drool began to leak out from behind the gag, and drop to the ground below. We walked for a bit before he stopped to warn me about a set of steps. I cautiously reached out my hand to feel for the first step, as he held my leash taut. My hand felt the rough surface of the first step, and I proceeded to crawl slowly up the steps. At the top, I realized we were now on some sort of wood surface, but we weren't moving anymore. Instead I heard a knocking sound, and realized me must be on a porch to a house. A pit in my stomach began to form, as I realized I had no idea where we were, and nor did I know whose house we were at. As we waited for the door to be opened, Marcus leaned down to speak to me.
"The fun is about to begin slut, and you will behave like a good little white whore."
Nothing else was said, and soon the door was opened. I had no idea what was going to happen, but I had the inkling that it would involve me being used like the slut I was. The air from the home felt cool on my skin, as I was led inside. I could hear the sound of others, and soon the applause and voices of people as we came to a stop. I had no idea how many people were around, or who they were. I did know though that they seemed pleased to see a nearly naked slut being presented to them. Marcus soon spoke up, and hushed the people gathered around.
"Hello gentleman and a few ladies. May I present to you, the slut for the evening. As you can see, she is well behaved and is very willing to please her superiors. Also, as I have told most of you, this slut is someone we all go to school with. She has recently come to terms with the fact that she is just a simple slut who needs to be used, and is willing to be used by everyone here. She has asked that you take as many pictures and videos as you wish, and do with them as you see fit. It is here hope to be a famous exposed webslut, and believes all of you can help her out with that dream. Before we begin, and I remove the blindfold, does anyone care to guess who this slut may be?"
People began shouting, and Marcus had to control them be telling them to raise their hands. As they began to individually spout off guesses as to my identity, I sat on my heels coming to terms with what Marcus was about to get me into. Not only had he brought me to a house that seemed filled with others, these unknown people were also seemingly my fellow classmates at school. He had also informed them that I wanted them to take any pictures and videos they wanted, and do with those files anything they wanted. He even let them know about my deepest secret that only Marcus had recently allowed me to realize; that I want to be exposed as the slut I was. The guesses were all over the board, and no one seemed to have a clue as to who the slut in the blindfold could be. After many wrong guesses, Marcus finally halted the queries, and spoke once again to the crowd.
"I'm shocked that no one can guess the identity of this slut, for I'm sure some of you actually have classes with her. Well rather than keep you guessing I think we should get this party started. Shall I remove the blindfold from the slut so you can all see who she really is?"
The crowd of people all cheered their approval for the blindfold to be removed, and I felt my pussy moisten with my soon to be exposure. I was scared, but also desperately eager to be used be whoever and however. Marcus quieted the crowd once again, and I felt the tips of his fingers on the blindfold as he began to speak.
"The slut you have all been waiting to see and use is..." Marcus trailed off as he moved the blindfold up and off my face. "Eve Guest."
As my eyes adjusted to the light of the room, I heard a hush fall over the crowd, and then the occasional, "oh my god," followed by a flood of laughter and howling. Once my eyes focused, I was presented with the sight of about twenty people standing in a semicircle in front of me as I sat kneeling in an unfamiliar living room. The people, I recognized quickly, were in deed all students from my school. Most of them were boys, black boys, with a few girls I knew to be girlfriends of some of the guys. They were all staring at me, laughing and pointing at my unveiling. I just remained kneeling staring back at them, still gagged, and shaking with both humiliation and excitement. It was at this point that Marcus spoke up as he also began to remove the ball gag from my mouth.
"Okay everyone, now that we all know you the slut is, let's get onto using her like the slut she claims to be. She has informed me that nothing is off limits, and that all of her holes are available for use."
Marcus then looked down to me and spoke directly to me.
"Let your classmates know what you want slut."
I looked at him briefly, and thought about pleading with him to not make me do this, but realized it would be of no use. He knew, and I knew that this is really what I wanted, and that any ramifications that may come from it I would be more than willing to do with. Steadying myself, I turned back to the now quiet crowd in front of me and spoke.
"Everyone, I am your slut to use for the night. Use me as you please, and treat me as a slut should be treated."
Marcus replied, "Well said slut. Now what we say everyone, let's give the slut what she wants."
The crowd erupted once again in cheer, before a boy I knew was on the basketball team stepped forward from the crowd to move in on me first. He was black, and as he approached he grinned at me while unfastening his pants.
"Come suck my black dick slut," he spouted at me.
I obediently dropped my hands down to the floor and crawled over to him. His cock wasn't quite as big as Marcus', but was impressive none the less. I eagerly pushed my face onto his cock, and began to behave just as the slut I was presented as. He smiled big when I looked up at him while I serviced his cock, and was all fit to allow me to blow him however I felt best. As I did my job of servicing his cock, I began to feel the crowd close in around me, and soon the sound of cellphone cameras clicking off photos of me. I was overwhelmingly embarrassed that I was being so blatantly photographed acting like a slut, but also it fueled me to perform even more. I then heard Marcus speak up over the murmuring crowd now surrounding me.
"Come on everyone; don't just stand around gawking at the slut. Go ahead and use her; she still has two holes open to be filled."
With his declaration, I sensed some shuffling around behind me and then felt the presence of a hand on my dripping pussy.
"This slut loves it. She is soaking wet," said the guy whose hand just groped my sex through my tiny G-string. I then felt him rip it off of me, and insert two of his thick fingers into my slickened gash. As he pumped his digits into me he began to speak to the crowd around.
"This bitch is definitely down to fuck. Look how easily see is swallowing up my fingers, and from the looks of it, she could do the same with her ass."
I then felt him spit on my exposed and vulnerable asshole, and proceed to push two of his fingers in. He was now pumping both sets of fingers into me, as I continued to suck off the glorious black cock in my mouth. Of course I'm sure all of the action was getting capture be those with their phones out. Within moments though, the cock in my mouth began to tense, and the guy began to speak to me.
"Here you go Eve; take my cum and swallow it down like a good slut."
He then shot off volley after volley off viscous white goo into my mouth, and I eagerly gulped it all down. When he was spent he retreated off into the crowd, and the guy who was finger my ass and pussy removed his fingers from me. My holes were left gaped open as he moved to take the place of the previous boy. He too was black, and I knew him as Jason. He was a football player and had the body to prove it. Tall and muscular, he stood in front of me, pulled down his pants, and presented me with his enormous cock. Nothing was said as I just took it into my mouth and once again did what any white slut would do; happily suck any black cock presented to her.
Right as I began though, another guy came from behind me and told Jason to back up and sit on the chair. He wanted to fuck me from behind and needed me to be in a better position. Without letting my mouth come off of his cock, I followed Jason until he sat down on the chair and then I continued my servicing of his masterpiece. Jason, once comfortable, grabbed the back of my head and began to guide my bobbing in a more forceful manner. As he did, the guy who had requested us to move, settled in behind me, and in one quick push, shoved his cock into my dripping wet pussy. I could tell by the way he stretched me that he must have been pretty big, which only caused me to become more aroused. As I started to get filled up with large cock from both ends, I also started to feel the first signs of a pending orgasm bubble. I had no way to stop it, not that I wanted to, but I did know that it would more than likely be the first of many that night.
The cock behind me was fucking me at a rapid pace, while Jason began to forcefully pull my mouth deeper and deeper onto his cock. I was being spit roasted and quite brutally too. The moment that set me over the top, was when from out of know were a hand reached down and grabbed at my tit. I peeked to the side to see who it was, and was shocked to find it was Kelly, Jason's girlfriend who was pawing at my breasts. She smiled and evil grin as she then ripped off my top, and then grabbed ahold of my nipples and twisted them as if trying to open something. The pain triggered my orgasm, and I began moaning around the cock in my mouth, while the cock behind me kept on pounding its way into me. My moans must have been too much as, Jason began to fire off his load into my throat causing to choke some as I settle down from my climax. He dislodged his deflating shaft from my mouth and moved to get up once he was spent.
With Jason gone, the man behind doubled down his efforts, and began to really drive his piston into me. Eventually, he reached his point of no return, and unloaded his torrent of cream deep into my battered sex. I leaned into the chair for support as I felt each spurt erupt inside of me. When his eruption came to an end, he lazily pulled his softening member from my sex with an embarrassing sloppy pop. His cum immediately followed, and began to drip onto the floor below. At this point, I think most everyone realized that I was indeed up for whatever they had to throw at me, and became more comfortable with the idea of using me.



Over the next few hours, I took a dizzying amount of cock in my mouth, pussy, and ass. I was used completely and in every way imaginable. No part of my body was left untouched by the touch of my school mates, nor was there a part of my body, inside or out that didn't seem to be the target of cum. I had countless orgasms from the relentless fucking I received, and the idea that I was being openly exposed as a slut to a number of people who actually knew me. The whole ordeal was most certainly captured in way or another by the group, and would certainly be soon spread and passed on to others. I would not leave that night with my slutdom remaining anonymous. I was to be a well known slut; not only to those in the room, or to the others in the school, but most certainly all over on the internet. This revelation came to me at the same time as a linebacker's cock was punishing my ass into submission, and another was spurting off onto my face.
By the end, most of the guys had used me in one way or another, and often times more than once. They began to lose energy, and leave once they had their fill. Eventually the house was empty except for a few people who had decided to stay the night, me, and Marcus. Everyone was done using me, and I was lying on the floor, a pool of ejaculate basically surrounding and covering me. I was exhausted, but when Marcus made his way over, I did manage to perk up some. He said nothing but simply grabbed ahold of my leash and tugged me back to my hands and knees. He led me through a hallway and into a vacant restroom. There was a shower within, and he ushered me inside before turning on the water. The stream hit me with a cold blast, and I nearly screamed out in a panic. It eventually warmed and I began to weakly wash away the filth of my slutty night. There was no soap or utensils, so all I had to use were my hands and the warm water raining down on me.
Marcus only allowed me to remain under the cascade of water for a few minutes before he reached in and shut off the water. He threw me a towel, and I began to dry. When he felt I was sufficiently dry he snatched the towel away from me, throwing it to the floor, and took a hold of the leash. I was then led back out into the house where he stopped and retrieved the blindfold and gag to put back onto my face. The pieces of my costume that had long before been ripped from my body were nowhere to be found. With the gag and blindfold secured back into place, I was tugged back outside into the night and to a car. Just as he had on the way to the house, I was put into the car, and driven silently away. I had no idea where we were heading, but assumed most likely it was back to the park. I also had a concern as to why I needed to be blindfolded and gagged again if we were indeed going back to the park. My answer came shortly as we soon came to a stopped, and I was guided out of the car. I felt Marcus remove the leash from my collar before he spoke.
"Well slut your night is almost over, and I'm sure it has been quite the experience. By now, I'm sure most of the school knows what a willing slut you are, and pictures of the night have made their way online. So it is easy to say that tonight you have achieved your destiny of being an exposed webslut; I hope you are proud."
I could not respond more than a nod of my head.
"I wonder what your parent's will say slut. I mean they are sure to find out, and now that you are exposed there is no need to keep any of the other videos from being posted: especially the one we made at your house. I'm sure that one will be an eye opener for them. However, before you can find out how they are going to react you need to get home, and before that I still need to fuck you. Stand up and grab your ankles."
I stood up, and on shaky legs, bent over at the waist to grab ahold of my ankles. I heard the sound of Marcus's zipper and belt coming undone, and then felt him move in behind me. Without warning, his cock split into me, and he began to fuck me. I could sense he had fierceness about him as he pounded his massive manhood into me. After a quick pounding of my already battered pussy, he pulled out and aimed his fleshy weapon at my abused ass. Not wanting to wait, he simply pushed his girth into my tender asshole and began to punish it with his thrusts. He didn't last nearly as long normal, and was soon grunting and spewing his load into the depths of my rectum. When he pulled his spent cock from me he also spoke.
"Stay just like that slut, don't let go of your ankles."
I then felt a sudden stream of wetness begin to splash down onto my back and ass. I was unaware of the stream was, but I could feel the warmth of it. Marcus began to chuckle from behind me, as the liquid began to run down my back and into my hair. As the fluid began to saturate my hair and flow onto my face, I realized from the smell that he was peeing on me. Though I felt humiliated by his actions, I did nothing to try a keep him from continuing. I simply remained bent over holding onto my ankles, and let him empty his bladder onto my used body. His piss began to pool around me on the ground, and it seemed to be endless. I felt his stream splash my asshole and pussy as if trying to fill my holes with his urine. Eventually, his fountain of piss petered out, and I was left naked and covered in urine as I still continued to grasp my ankles. If I could have touched my pussy then, I more than likely would have orgasmed.
"Ah that felt good slut, I have been holding that in for some time now. You can let go of your ankles now, but get back onto your knees."
I complied with his orders, and snuck to my knees into the puddle of piss as I listened to him pull his pants back up before speaking again.
"Okay slut, now that we took care of that, we can end our night. I'm going to leave soon, and you are to remain as you are until you hear me drive away. At that point you may remove the blindfold and gag. I've had a great time tonight slut, and I think you did too. I hope you enjoy your new fame as the biggest slut in town, and if you ever need some good black dicking you know my number; just make sure to send me a nice slutty selfie when you do get the need. Bye slut."
Nothing else was said, as he got into his car and drove off. I removed the blindfold and gag, finding myself kneeling in the parking lot of the park. I stood up, and walk tenderly over to my car. It was unlock with my keys on the front seat with my phone. My clothes were nowhere in sight. Getting into my car, I pulled up my phone and saw that I had a flood of messages and missed calls. Mostly they were from kids at school and contained images they had of me from my night, but there were a few from my parents concerned as to where I was, I why they were hearing about me on the internet. I simply sat in my car and smiled a sly grin. This was my new life; I was no longer the quiet do-gooder school girl. I was the town slut that would suck and fuck anyone that asked. Starting my car, I pulled out of the parking lot, and drove to face my new life head on.
The End
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I got back home, and upon pulling into the driveway, I pulled off the coat. My nude form would show Sage my eagerness to continue submitting to her. Sage was inside my bedroom, and to my surprise was also nude. She was laying on her on my bed with her legs open. and as I entered she smiled before speaking.
"There you are my slut, come over her and show me how much you love performing my tasks."
There was no sign of hesitation in my body as I quickly made my way over to her and positioned myself on the bed between her legs. My head dipped down, and I eagerly began to lap up her lovely sex. Unlike a lot of our past experiences, this was more loving and passionate. Sage was allowing me to show my devotion to her, and at the same time allowing herself to let her guard down some to enjoy the moment. There were no roles, other than licker and lickee, we were simply experience moment of sexual energy together.
I spent a long time between her legs, and was able to give her a countless number of orgasms before she finally became too weak to take it anymore and had me crawl up beside her. She kissed me lovingly, and thanked me for all the pleasure I provided to her. Nothing else was said, as we both then drifted off to sleep brought on from an exhaustive evening.
We both awoke the next morning early, and feeling bubbly. Sage, had me update my blog detailing the adventure I had the night before, and of course including some pictures as well. She was very caring and sweet to me, even packing my bag for our trip. I was happy that she was happy with me, and in fact I was pleasantly surprised when our trip turned out to be less about being Mistress and submissive, and more about compassion. Of course there were times when she put me into awkward and uncomfortable positions during our trip, but those were overshadow be the others moments when she was taking care of my needs, and making me feel special.
Unfortunately, that trip ended quicker than I wanted, and we were soon back to our regular routine of Mistress and submissive. Upon returning to town, Sage made it very clear, that I wanted to enjoy another trip like that, I would need to earn it by showing her my complete obedience to her. She gave me the second week of the winter break off to allow me to think about my role in her life, as well as make me desire to serve her more. For the entire week she did not make contact, and I was a ball of excitement and energy for her the whole time. The Sunday before school was to begin once again, she finally called me; it was two thirty in the morning.
"Hello slut, did I wake you up?"
"Hello Mistress. Yes you woke me up, but it is okay. I am eager to serve you."
"That's good to hear slut, and serve me you will. In fact you will be starting now. I want you to put on one of your sluttiest dresses with heels, and then drive over to park by your house. I'll meet you there in twenty minutes."
"Yes Mistress."
I hurried myself to wash up, and get ready as I was so eager to see and serve Sage once again. The dress I chose was one in which Sage actually had me buy while we were on our getaway. It was a black mesh dress. The entire garment was a sheer mesh, except for two square panels that covered my breasts, and a rectangular panel that wrapped around the right side of my hip to cover my pussy and ass; the left hip was left exposed. In a dress like this one, I would not be able to wear underwear, and I would certainly look very slutty. Pairing it with a pair of black patent leather heels, I was soon out the door and on my way to the park.
I arrived just ten minutes after Sage called, and waited in my car until she showed up. As I sat parked, I thought about what I was doing. I was out in public dressed like a streetwalker at two forty five on a morning before I was to be teaching a few hours later. The only reason I was there like I was, was at the request of my mistress who also happened to be one of my students. The thought made me shake my head in a bit of bewilderment, but also smile at the idea that I would soon be serving my mistress. At that exact moment, the cab of my car illuminated from the headlights of Sage's car as she arrived and parked next to me. We both got out and met in front of our cars. Sage was dressed a typical T-shirt and jeans look for a high school student.
"I knew you would look good in that dress slut, and it is the perfect dress for what we will be doing. You see, I have a surprise for you, and thought it would be to present it to you in public. Whatever happens, you are to along with it as if it was your own idea. Go ahead and walk us over to the picnic area so you can find out the surprise."
At Sage's directive, I led the way to the small picnic area in the park. It was located just off of the parking lot, and didn't take very long to get to at all. I hadn't noticed any other cars in the parking lot, so I wasn't expecting to see anyone else, but as we reached the picnic area I saw that a man was sitting at one of the tables. His back was away from us so I wasn't able to tell if he knew we were there or not. I looked to Sage for reassurance, but she simply nodded for me to continue walking. As we drew closer to the tables, and the man, he turned to face us. The moment I saw his face I recognized him.
It was Gerald, the man who used me like a cheap slut in my own home, and left me tied up afterwards. Sage had set up that meeting as me, to allow him to use me and humiliate me. I was beginning to understand what Sage's surprise was going to be. He had a devilish grin on his face as we approached, and then began to speak.
"It's lovely to see you again Cynthia. I'm glad that we were able to set this up. So this is your friend you brought to film everything? It's a shame she won't be partaking in the fun, but then again there is plenty to enjoy with just you Cynthia. I was a little surprised that you wanted to meet up tonight. Isn't it a school night?"
I replied, "yes, is that a problem for you?"
"Not at all. In fact I kind of enjoy knowing I will be corrupting a teacher just prior to her having to teach the youth of this country. That's enough chit chat, get your slutty ass over here and remind me how much your mouth resembles a cunt."
He began unfastening his pants as I instinctively followed his command and walked over to stand in front of him. Reaching him, I dropped to my knees and was presented with his throbbing slab being plopped down onto my face with a noticeable thud. It was almost a repeat of the previous meeting I had with him in which he began slapping his cock into my face while verbally belittling me.
"Look at you slut...thud...at the drop of...thud... a hat you are on...thud...your knees for dick. Open up now, and show how badly you want your face fucked."
I opened my mouth wide, not only because he said to, but to also show Sage how well I could behave. Gerald proceeded to slide his raging cock into my mouth, and quickly began to fuck my face with earnest. I could see Sage out of the corner of my eye as she moved to film the whole debacle. Soon his shaft was battering its way into my throat, and I was beginning to cough and gag at his assault.
"I have plenty of time with you now slut. Not like last time where I had to leave right away. If you thought it was rough then, you have another thing coming."
Gerald then forced his stiff rod deep into my throat, and held it there. It again was a repeat of our last meeting in which he made me nearly pass out on his cock. His hands gripped and pulled the back of my head, holding me in place as his thick shaft cut off my air supply. My nose was pushed firmly into his pubic patch, and my eyes bugged out as they watered from my straining to breathe. He did nothing but held me tight and smiled. Sage also did and said nothing, as she continued to capture the scene on camera; even coming in for a close up look. As my world began to blacken, and I neared the point in which I would pass out, Gerald let go off my head and gave me a forceful push to dislodge his member. I was caught off guard by the unexpected shove, and fell backwards onto my butt as I gasped to regain my breath. Gerald laughed at my misfortune, and then spoke.
"What a silly little slut you are. Can't even handle a good throat fucking. I guess I will have to see how well you can take to an actual fucking. Go bend over that table slut."
I staggered to my feet and moved to the table he pointed at. The way he spoke to me was so disgraceful, but I couldn't help but notice that I was turned on by his treatment of me. I actually enjoyed being treated like a worthless slut. It was quite a revelation, as I knew I enjoyed the treatment when it came from Sage, but I wouldn't have thought the same would be the case if it came from a near stranger. I took my place bent over the table, and pondered the realization as Gerald sauntered up behind me. He gave me no warning, except for pulling up the hem of dress over my ass, before thrusting himself into my nearly embarrassingly wet pussy. I let out a long drawn out moan as he bottomed out in one forceful stroke. He held himself deep inside of me, and leaned over to speak gruffly into my ear.
"I am going to fuck you like the dirty slag you are. It will be rough and unrelenting. I will not care if you are getting any pleasure from it, as I am only going to focus on brutally stuffing your holes. But before I do, I want to hear you beg me to do it. Beg me to fuck you senseless."
I thought about his command momentarily, and thought about how he described what he was going to do. It sounded so demeaning and degrading, but also so erotically freeing. The idea that I would allow this man to just use me a vessel to fuck and use was dirty, but arousing.
"Please sir, fuck me like a dirty slut. Show me how worthless I am, by fucking me brutally. I have no right to receive pleasure from you, and am only here to allow use to my fuckholes."
"Very well said slut."
He then pulled back before slamming himself back into me hard. His thrusts started out as long and forceful, as if he was trying to push me through the table. I felt the pain of the table edge on my thighs, and the slamming bashing of his pelvis into my rear end. He was relentless though, and kept a steady rhythm. Each thrust caused a guttural groan to escape my lips. His fingers dug into my hips as he gripped me harder each time his rod slammed its way into my battered hole. The ache of a good hard fucking was giving way to the pain a brutal fucking, but I never tried to stop him and continued groaning and moaning my appreciation.
Suddenly, he ripped his cock out of my sore pussy entirely, and began to press it into my asshole. He had not taken any time to prepare me, so the only lubrication that was present was my own wetness left on his cock. He didn't seem to mind as he forced his way past my tight hole, and proceeded to return to the brutal pounding he had just previously been dulling out to my cunt. Without the help of lubrication, the fucking was nearly more than I could handle. Each thrust now elicited a desperate cry of agony. He either didn't notice or didn't care, because he continued his battering ram approach without caution. I though still did not plead for him to stop, or make any attempt to pull away; I just took the punishing fucking as a proper worthless slut should. Eventually, I think his stamina wore down because he began to slow his pace and soon removed his tool completely from my abused ass. I was granted reprieve for only a moment, before he grabbed my neck and violently spun me around. My mouth flew open from the suddenness of it, and it only allowed him to slam his cock into my mouth once I was on my knees again. He then began to fuck my face again while throwing out vulgar and demeaning comments.
"Nothing but a three hole fuck toy. Taste your ass on my cock you stupid whore, and love every second of it. This is what a slut like you deserves, and exactly how she should be treated. You are nothing, and only hold value when you are taking cock. The soreness from this fucking will be a constant reminder of what you really are slut. Now take my load on your dumb worthless face cunt."
He pulled his fleshy pole from my face, and proceeded to jerk out his eruption of cum onto me. It splattered all over me, and coated me with a thick layer of sperm. The warm viscous fluid weighed heavy on my skin, and I'm sure I looked like a proper tramp. With his loaded sufficiently emptied, he then took to slapping his slowly deflating cock back into my now slimy face. Each slap was a wet smack and thud that caused Gerald to chuckle a little. I simply stared up at him through the blur of the facial I had received and allowed him to get his jollies off. He eventually tired of the silly cock slapping, and stood in front of me with his cock hanging limply just above my face. He said nothing as he caught his breath, but soon I noticed hand move to take ahold of his deflated dick once again. I thought he might begin to slap me once again, and prepared myself for the humiliating assault. However, I received an entirely different form of humiliation as a stream of liquid began to flow from the opening at the head of his cock. The heavy stream cascaded down onto my cum covered face, and I instantly knew that he was now pissing on me. This was the cherry on top of my degrading night; being used as a toilet. As his urine flowed over me, he still remained silent the only change in his demeanor was when he would redirect the stream to splash onto different portions of my face. During the whole demeaning event, I realized I had not moved once. I had not tried to avoid it, or struggle to have him stop. I didn't speak or instruct him to not piss on me. I instead remained still like a statue, and accepted the humiliation of it.
When his piss finally dribbled to a finish, he said nothing and decided to put his flaccid prick back into his pants. I remained stationary on my knees waiting for what he may have planned next. However, he didn't seem to pay me any mind as he buttoned up and turned to leave. He just walked away without saying another word, leaving me kneeling in a puddle of his urine, and face now streaked with cum. I was a bit dumbfounded by his exit, and didn't really know what to do next. Thankfully, Sage stepped forward and provided me with further instruction.
"Well that seemed pretty hot. I hoped you enjoyed yourself slut, because you look pretty wrecked. I wasn't expecting him to leave so suddenly, but that's fine; you go ahead and head home like you are, and get yourself cleaned up. We will meet at our usual time for school, and you will be naked."
It was an awkward situation, and I'm not quite sure, but I could sense that Sage may not have been really sure what to do after Gerald left so abruptly. I thanked Sage as I stood, and then walked to my car. My dress was still hiked up around my hips, though it was thoroughly saturated with Gerald's urine. There was a dull aching remainder in both my pussy and ass from the thoroughly punishing fucking I received as I drove home. Returning back to my house, I hurried inside and showered to remove the remnants of the night; to wash away the piss and sperm from my body, and attempt to wash away the general dirty feeling the experience gave me. I was almost in a zombie like state as I cleaned myself up and got ready to leave again to meet Sage at school. My mind was fogged with the confusion of what had just occurred, and how it ended. One moment I was being used and abused like a back alley hooker, and the next I am just left and told by my mistress to go home. It was certainly an uncharacteristic play by Sage, and I was curious as to how she would act when we would meet soon. It wasn't long until I did in fact have to leave for our meet up, but right before I was about to leave, naked as requested, she texted me.
"Make sure to wear your highest heels slut."
I had to return to my bedroom to change my shoes. The ones I was going to wear were only two inch high heels, but my highest were a six inch stiletto pair, that was black patent leather with a high ankle strap. They were the pair that Sage said really made me look like a sassy slut. With my new foot wear on, I went out to my car and drove to school. My naked car rides to school were no longer a big deal, and very much made me feel free. I arrived before Sage as usual, and exited my car to await her arrival by the teacher's entrance. She arrived moments later, and was dressed differently than she had been earlier. Sage was now wearing a grey maxi-dress that flowed around her legs as she walked. She only stopped momentarily to speak to me before leading us inside the vacant school.
"Follow me slut."
Doing as order, I eagerly walked behind her as she led us through the halls. I watched as her ass swayed beneath her dress as she walked in her somewhat hurried manner. It seemed as though she had an agenda and was determined to see it accomplished. The idea both excited, and scared me. As I knew that whatever she had in mind, I would be in some way apart of it. We eventually reached the student cafeteria and entered to head over to the simple elevated stage area in which the administration often spoke to the staff from at meetings. It was only a few steps higher than the main eating area, but was certainly front and center of the room. Once on the stage, Sage indicated I bend over and grab my ankles. I complied, and as I stood bent in have hands gripping my ankles, I peered through my legs Sage removing her dress. She was naked underneath except for a strap-on harness and a very large fake cock jutting out from it. It was strapped down to her thigh by a piece of leather, but once her dress was off, she also removed the strap.
I watched as she now moved around the stage with her large rubber cock swaying in front as she did. From her book bag she pulled out a digital camcorder, and a mini tripod. Stepping down from the stage, Sage set the device up onto the tripod in front of me on the main floor to capture a side view of me as I stood bent over. When she seemed satisfied with the setup, she return to the stage and stepped up behind me. I felt the thick tip of the dildo tap into my exposed cunt. I slipped inside of my easily, and momentarily began to slide back and forth bringing me closer and closer to a climax. However, as soon as it had started, it was stopped and the lengthy intruder was pulled from my sex. I then felt the sensation of a wetness dripping onto the top of my butt crack, and the motion of Sage's fingers pushing the liquid towards my recently battered asshole. She massaged what I assumed was her own spit into my tender opening, and then presented it with her rubber member. Just as Gerald had earlier, Sage began to feed her cock to my less than prepared ass. The strain from stretching to accommodate her girth was an instant reminder that I had just been brutally fucked in the same hole only hours earlier. With only slight lubrication from her spit, and my own juices, Sage struggled to slowly push herself deeper inside of me. With some effort however, she managed to begin feeding my ass her length, and that was when she finally spoke to me.
"That's it my little teacher slut, take my cock in you slutty ass. I know you love get a raw ass fucking; you showed me earlier just how much you enjoy getting your rear fuckhole stuffed with fat cock. He fucked you just like I am fucking you now. He stuffed his fat dick in your eager ass, and you just loved every second of it didn't you?"



"Yes, I loved it when he fucked my ass Mistress, and I love that you are fucking my ass now. Please fuck my ass Mistress."
"Of course I'm going to fuck your ass slut, because that is what a slut like you deserves; a good ass fucking to start her day. Lucky for you, you are getting two. I'm sure your ass will be sore all day from the attention it has received, but a dirty fuckslut like you doesn't care. All you care about is being a dirty fuckslut. I bet you loved it when he pissed all over your face this morning didn't you? "
"Yes Mistress, I loved it because I wanted to show to you that I could do whatever he wanted and not balk at anything."
"Is that so slut? So if he told you to open your mouth so he could piss in it, you would have allowed him too, and loved every moment of it?"
"Oh yes Mistress, anything to show my passion for you. Show my obedience."
"Would you have drunk his piss slut?"
"Yes, I probably would have."
"Do you wish he would have pissed in your mouth slut?"
"If it meant you would have been happy, then yes."
"Well that is quite the revelation slut. Why don't you tell me just exactly what you wanted your friend this morning to do?"
"Oh Mistress, I wish he would have pissed in my mouth this morning, and I wish I could have drunk his piss to show you how much I live to serve you."
"God you are just a dirty little slut."
Sage then stopped fucking my ass with her massive dildo, pulled it out my battered hole, and proceeded to walk over to the camera. She turned it off and brought both the camera and tripod back to the stage where I was still bent over with a gaping asshole. From between my legs I watched as she put the pieces away, took the strapon off, and then dressed. Picking up her bag she walked off the stage towards the exit before turning her head slightly and ordering me to follow. We walked to my classroom, and Sage instructed me to go stand behind my desk as she set her bag atop of it. From her bag she pulled out the dildo that had been recently used to fuck my ass, and removed it from the strap on harness. I noticed that it had a suction cup base which Sage put to use almost immediately by securing it to my desk chair.
"Suck that cock clean, while I set a few other things up as well."
"Yes Mistress."
I dropped down to my knees and took the rubber phallus into my mouth. It still had the warmth from my ass on it, but after a few moments it soon became coated with my saliva. Because of my position behind the desk, and task of sucking of the lengthy cock, I was unable to notice what else Sage was doing around my room. I could hear various sounds and moments, but nothing that indicated for sure what she was doing. After a while, she returned to me and ordered me to stop.
"That's good for now slut, go ahead and sit on it. Make sure you get it all the way in your ass so that your butt is resting on the chair."
I positioned myself in a squatting stance over the dildo, and lined up the bulbous tip with my tired out hole. Considering I had done a pretty good job of sucking the cock off, and I had just taking a good hard pounding from it earlier, the fake dick slid into my ass pretty smoothly. Without much resistance, I had the rubber snake buried inside of me, and was sitting stuffed full on my desk chair. Once I had succeeded at Sage's task, she reached into her bag and tossed me a piece of clothing.
"Put this dress on. Do not get off of that dildo. You are to dress while you remain sitting."
The dress was simply red jersey cotton that I easily pulled over my head and onto my body. Because I was sitting, the bottom portion of the dress just kind of pooled in my lap, as it was more form fitting than flared.
"Perfect," declared Sage. "Now you are to remain just like that for the remainder of the morning that is of course, unless you want your students to know that you are sitting on a large dildo affixed to your chair. During lunch I will make some adjustments for the afternoon classes, but you have to wait until then. For now, why don't you just sit and relax, and I will see you in class."
Sage grabbed her bag and left me sitting behind my desk. I was shocked, and sat in disbelief. She couldn't really expect me to keep the cock in my ass all morning while I taught class. Certainly she was just messing with me, but as the clock crept closer to the start of the school day, I began to realize that she indeed mean for me to remain ass stuffed in my chair. Thankfully, my desk gave me plenty of cover, and my chair had wheels so I would be able to move if absolutely necessary. However, the real test I knew would be the constant feeling of the thick cock embedded in my ass that would eventually become uncomfortable. It would be hours until lunch, and even then from the way it sounded Sage had no intention of me removing it. I would just have to persevere and power though, as I had no intention of failing Sage.
Eventually, the bell rang and my students began to file into my room. I was probably noticeably shaking from my secret, but I did manage to get them started on an assignment that allowed me to remain seated behind my desk. I couldn't believe I was in front of a classroom full of students while a large dildo was secretly embedded into the depths of my ass. It was an unreal sensation. Occasionally a student would come up to my desk to ask me a question, and I would pull in as close to my desk as possible to make sure my lower half was hidden. Not once did any of the students make notice of my situation, but some did comment on my behavior and ask if I was feeling okay. I responded in a manner to limit suspicion, and squash their inquiries. By the end of the first period, I felt comfortable that my students would be none the wiser of my secret, but I also already began to feel the ache from the pressure of the anal intruder.
I got through my next classes with just about the same amount ease as I had the first, and was interested to finding out what Sage's class would hold for me. The pain and ache of the dildo was certainly building, but I was also starting to grow accustomed to it and was able to push it out of my head at times. However, I knew that I would most likely not be able to do so once Sage's class started. She walked in just as the tardy bell rang, and took her seat without even looking over to me. I got her class started just as I had with the earlier ones, and soon the routine started again. About ten minutes into the class though, I received a text message from Sage.
"How is that cock in your ass slut?"
"It is very filling Mistress."
"It's a shame that it just has to sit inside of you. Usually things in your ass tend to go in and out. Don't you think it would be better if that cock was going in and out?"
"Oh yes Mistress, it would feel so much better."
"Then go ahead and sit up real quick and then back down."
Reading the message, I looked up at my students, and surveyed to see if anyone was looking at me. When I was satisfied that no one was looking, I slowly lifted myself up off my chair a few inches. My ass slid up the length of the dildo a few inches, but I soon retreated and sat back down; fully embedding it once again. My phone lit up with another message.
"How did that feel slut?"
"It felt good Mistress, but also strange and scary."
"The best things often feel strange, and seem scary. Do it again, but go higher this time."
Again I looked around the room before completing Sage's order. With the coast clear, I rose up again off the seat. The dildo felt amazing sliding out of my hole, but I was nervous of being seen. I knew last time I only went about an inch or two up, so this time I made sure to go higher. I decided to rise up to the level of my desk, which was a good five inches high; any higher and I would risk the dildo being seen. Once I reached the height of my desktop, I slowly sat back down. Again, as I returned the dildo to its full penetrative depths, my phone lit up.
"Very nice slut, but now I think you should ride it a little. You know bounce up and down a few times."
I immediately looked at Sage with pleading eyes once I read her instructions, but she did not look back at me. I knew I would do as she instructed, but I was also nervous of being noticed. Without taking too much time though, I began to push myself off the chair. I got a few inches up before sitting back down and repeating the process. Sage didn't inform me how many times I was to go up and down, so I continued my slow riding of the dildo until my phone blinked to life with a new message.
"Having fun slut? You can stop now, and remain still for the remainder of the period. I'll have more for you during lunch."
Reading the new message, I stopped the up and down moments, and sunk the dildo back into the depths of my ass. There was still about twenty minutes left until the bell would ring, and then I would be facing whatever Sage had in store for me during the lunch break. I did my best to keep my mind distracted with grading, but the constant pressure of the rubber intruder was a nagging reminder of my predicament. It was a long twenty minutes, but it soon came to an end and my class filed out once the dismissal bell rang. Sage of course remained behind and closed the door after a few moments. She returned to me and stood in front of my desk as she spoke.
"Go ahead and stand up slut, and then turn around and clean you friend with your mouth."
I nodded my understanding and stood up to dismount the rubber cock that had been buried in my ass for the entire morning so far. When I finally disengaged from the girthy member, my ass felt stretched and empty, and there was a dull ache that remained from the constant pressure of the event. I spun around and immediately dropped to my knees to take the now warm dildo into my mouth and began the process of sucking it off once again. Just as she had earlier, once I began my duty of blowing the fake cock, Sage began moving about my room. When she finally stopped and returned to me, she had me finish my blow job and turn to face her.
"Just to let you know, I set up spy cams earlier to capture your task of sitting on such a large dildo for the morning. They recorded everything from the moment you sat down on the cock, until the moment you got up and began to suck it clean. You may be happy to hear though that I will not be having you repeat your performance this afternoon. Instead, you are to just go about the rest of the day as normal, and then meet me at the Northside mall after school. I will be parked on the east side of the lot. I am going to be taking a half day so I can go home and edit the recordings. Once I complete them, I will send them to you so that you may post them on your little slut blog. Don't worry; I plan on blurring out your face. See you after school slut."
She then strolled out of my room, and I was left wondering what she had in store for me later that day. I couldn't ponder it for too long as soon the bell rang ending lunch, and I had to try desperately to focus on being a teacher.
To Be Continued...
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So the rest of my day went by in a blur, as I was constantly thinking about my morning encounters with Sage and Gerald, as well as what Sage had planned for me after school at the mall. I am amazed that I was even able to teach my last classes of the day. The autopilot of a teacher is a miraculous thing, as it got me to the end of the school day, and I was soon driving to the mall to meet Sage.
I texted that I was nearing the mall, and she responded indicating that I was to meet her in the parking lot of the JC Penny's. Within minutes I was there, and parked alongside of Sage's car; she waved me over to get into her car once I stooped. The crisp cool air breezed across my body and under the rather short flared dress as I exited my car and walked the short distance to get into hers.
"Hello my pet, I hope the rest of your school day was good, because I do believe you afternoon is about to get a lot more exciting soon. Go ahead and leave your keys in your car, you won't need them until later."
I exited her car, and quickly stepped over to my car to drop my keys inside; making sure that it was unlocked so I could retrieve them later. Returning to Sage, she began to lay out her plan for me.
"I am going to drive us over to the opposite side of the mall and park there. At that time, I will give you a bag containing items you will be changing into. You will take the bag and enter the mall, heading directly to the restrooms found just to the left of the entrance. Inside one of the stalls, you will open the bag and begin getting applying your new items to wear. Once you have gotten yourself changed, you will discard the dress you are currently wearing along with the bag in trash bin just outside the restroom corridor. Finally, you will proceed to walk
the length of the mall and exit to return your car parked here. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Good, then let's be on our way."
Sage then pulled out of the parking space, and drove us over to the exact opposite side of the mall, which was the main entrance to the shopping complex. As she re-parked, she reached behind my seat and grabbed a medium sized, brown paper bag. Handing the bag to me, she smiled and said, "Have fun slut."
I replied, "Thank you Mistress," before exiting her car and making way towards the entrance. It felt strange walking into the mall carrying the non-descript brown bag containing items I had no knowledge of. Fortunately it was a short walk from Sage's car to the entrance, and there were not too many people about. Inside, I quickly headed down the hall to the women's restroom, and prayed silently to myself that it would empty. To my dismay, there were two women standing at the sinks, and it looked as if two of the five stalls were occupied. Doing my best to push the nerves of others being around away, I entered the furthest vacant stall to the door. Within the stall I took a moment to sit and collect myself before continuing on with Sage's orders.
After, a few moments, and a few deep breathes, I opened up the bag I had carried in with me. The shock I felt from what was contained inside cannot be adequately explained in words. Knowing I was to wear whatever was inside, and then seeing the items, I nearly hyperventilated from fear. The bag contained a pink, pixie cut wig, a white, string tie bikini top, a white, patent leather collar, a pink lycra, micro mini skirt that looked to be no longer than seven inches in length, and a rubber butt plug with an attached bushy, foxtail. Wearing any one of the items in public would have been enough to make me uneasy, but I was going to have to wear all of them together and look the part of complete sex crazed loon. These items were better suited to wear to a rave rather than a public mall in which was in my own town no the less. The only thing I felt made the whole thing any easy to handle was the fact that at least the mall I was at, was located on the opposite end of town and was not the more popular mall for my students.
It took quite some time to really calm my nerves, and when I finally did I almost laughed aloud at myself. I realized that in the broad scope of everything I have done for Sage or with Sage, walking through a public mall, scantily dressed, wasn't nearly the most embarrassing or humiliating thing I have done. Once that registered in my mind, I lost all reluctance in completely the task at hand. I stood up, and got everything organized and laid out in front of me. The dress I was wearing came off and was put into the bag the other items had previously been residing. I started with the butt plug first as I figured it would just be easier to insert while I was naked. Using my own spit, I lubricated the bulbous toy, and then brought it to my tender hole. It slid into place easily; most likely thanks to the heavy battering my ass received earlier that morning.
With my bushy tail in place, I pulled on the tiny pink skirt. It stretched and hugged my hips, but did not do a good job of covering me up. From the front the hem line just covered my pussy, but in the back my butt cheeks were nearly half exposed. I would be giving quite the viewing of my ass as I walked. Adjusting the skirt as best I could for maximum coverage, I moved on to putting on the bikini top. In reality, it was just two small pieces of white fabric connected by some tiny stretchy string. The top had no lining, and when I got it into place my nipples were almost clearly visible beneath the tiny patches of fabric. Picking up the collar, I secured it around my neck before putting the bright pink wig on my head. Even though I was wearing clothes, I felt completely exposed in what I was wearing. The wig would most certainly catch the attention everyone, and once their attention was on me, it would be a certainty that I would not lose it.
I took a few moments in the stall to make a few adjustments and to wait for the restroom to clear out before I exited. In retrospect, that is a silly tactic, as I would be seen in moments anyway, so waiting for the restroom to empty was pointless. When coast did clear, I pensively walked out of the stall. As I did I felt the weight of the fox tail sway back and forth, causing the tiny skirt to rise up even more in the back. Before I exited the restroom to begin my trek through the mall, I stopped to look at myself in the mirrors. My reflection revealed the image of a scantily clad punk rock looking girl. The only relief I got from how I looked is that I figured if did happen to run into someone who knew me; it would be very hard for them to recognize me.
Taking one final calming breath, I reached for the door to exit, and as I did another woman was entering at the same time. She excused herself around me, but then froze to look back at me as she realized how I was dressed. I however did not stop, for I knew it was best for me to just power through the ordeal. As I passed the trash bin, I pitched in the bag containing what now seemed like a more appropriate dress, and then continued down the hallway towards the main area of the mall.
Once I turned the corner into main concourse, I knew I had no choice but to continue walking until I reached the other end. I decided best to walk a casually as possible, and not act as if anything was abnormal. Almost immediately people began to notice and started to gawk at me while taking double takes. I did my best to act as if I didn't notice and to keep my pace. As I walked the, the fox tail attached to the plug swayed so much, and I didn't dare look to see how it looked, or what it may be revealing. I only focused on getting to the finish line of my car.
Only moments into my journey, I began to notice a number of people begin to pull out their phones and cameras to begin capturing my humiliating walk. The idea that so many people were looking only caused me to flush with arousal. Added to that, was the unknown number of people who would be told about it, and shown the pictures and videos. I had no way of knowing who would see the pictures and videos, or where they would end up. I just had to assume that some of them would make their way to the internet.
By the time I was halfway through the mall, a small group of followers began to closely follow, and I even began to hear the murmurs of others stating I was a slut, or a whore. Again, my body flooded with the feeling of arousal and embarrassment. I had nowhere to hide from all of the prying eyes, and I knew that my only way out of the spotlight would be to reach my car. At that point I would just have to hope no one would follow me from there.
Nearing the end of the concourse and getting closer to the exit, I began to feel my wetness on my thighs, and could only wish it wasn't noticeable to the people staring me down. Reaching the door to exit into the parking lot, I realized no one had approached me and I wasn't sure if I was disappointed or relieved at this realization. Either way, I kept up my pace until I reached my parked car. I did not see Sage around, or her car, but as I got closer to mine I could see a note of some kind attached to my driver side window. Once I was close enough to make it out, I could that it was a note left by Sage, as the front of it had "For my SLUT" written out in black marker.
Just as I reached my car, I took my first look behind me to see if anyone had followed me out. I could see a few people looking in my direction from the doors, but no one had proceeded into the lot. Peeling the taped note off my window, I opened my door and sat down in the relative safety and private confines of my car. I took a moment to gather myself and collect my breath before I opened the note to read Sage's words.
"Well slut, if you are reading this, it must mean that you have completed your walk through the mall. Hopefully it wasn't met with too much hassle, and you were able to enjoy yourself. I want you to go home, and enjoy a nice night in by yourself. Of course I expect you to be naked, and to also update your blog with all the wonderful experiences you have had today. You'll find videos and pictures in your email that you can use to add visuals to your posting. As for tomorrow, I want you to be at school for our normal meeting time. Of course you are to be nude as per usual. Have a good night slut.
Sincerely,
Your Mistress
P.s. You may cum tonight, but only once
After reading the note, while I was initially disappointed that I wouldn't be seeing Sage tonight, I was happy that she had given me permission to get myself off. Putting the note down, I started my car and headed out of the lot and towards my home. It certainly felt strange driving as I was dressed, but I figured it was no different than the many times I had driven nude. Plus, I didn't notice any of the other drivers taking notice of me; well not as much as the people of the mall had.
Arriving home, I went inside and stripped out of the get up, and stashed it in my closet in case Sage wanted to make use of it again. I then booted up my computer before heading off to clean up, and eat. Feeling refreshed from my shower, and revitalized with a meal in my stomach, I focused my attention on updating my blog with the day's events. My email had a message from Sage that contained a couple of edited videos, and a few pictures from the morning meeting with Gerald, and Sage's use of me at school. I logged my account of the day, and everything I went through in a very detailed posting and uploaded the videos and pictures to occupancy the report. I reviewed everything for typos, as well as any identifying statements or visuals that would link the post to my true identity, before I published the new blog post.
When I finally completed the posting it was already pretty late, but that did not keep me from enjoy a good climatic finish to my night. I got into bed, and lay back as I got myself off remembering the day, and envisioning my future with Sage as my Mistress. The orgasm I had was like a firework finale to cap off a very sexual day, and seemed to continue on forever. Eventually, as with all things, it did come to an end, and I was completely spent. I don't even remember falling asleep. The next thing I know, I am waking up to the sound of my alarm. I don't think I moved the entire night as my legs were still partially splayed open, and my hand was resting on my stomach.
Waking up like that, I felt revitalized and ready to experience a new day serving Sage. I quickly showered, and grabbed a quick bite to eat, before heading out to meet Sage at school as was our routine. Just as the countless times in the past, I drove to my school nude, and then waited outside of the teachers' entrance for Sage to arrive. She showed up shortly after I did, and looked amazing as usual. She was wearing a pair of black leggings, and a scoop neck top with a tank underneath. The simplicity of her look was what made her so sexy in my eyes.
As she approached she grinned at me, while holding her bag over her shoulder. Unlike most other times, she had me kneel right where I stood rather than guide me inside. I took my position, and watched as she dropped her bag to the ground to go through it. From the bag she pulled out the collar and leash she had used with me before the break. Obediently I kneeled, as she fastened the collar around my neck and then clipped the leash to it. Picking her bag back up, she then proceeded to lead me around to the back side of the school.
I crawled behind her as she led the way to the back entrance of the school for the students' access to the sport fields. Sage stopped just outside of those doors, and set her bag down once again. She rummaged through it before producing a large plastic sports bottle without a lid. Handing it to me, she closed her bag back up, and spoke.
"So slut, I have been thinking long and hard about the confession you made yesterday morning. You know, the one about how you would have drank Gerald's piss if he asked to prove your devotion to me. Well, that got me to the idea that if you would have drank his, you certainly would drink mine. With that realization, I came up with the fun little task we are going to partake in now. You are going to hold that bottle in front of yourself slut, with your arms stretched out. I will then pull my pants down some, and proceed to squat over the bottle. Once I am in position, I will begin to release my need to pee that has been building since woke up this morning. It will be your job slut to make sure as much of my piss gets into the bottle as possible. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Good, then let us begin slut."
She turned to face away from me, and I stretched out my arms while holding the bottle in front of me. The bottle was securing in place between my two hands, and I watched as she peeled down her leggings to mid-thigh before hovering over my outstretched arms with her now exposed nether region. At first nothing happened, but after a few moments of silence a tickle began to flow from her privates. It started slowly, and then built up intensity. The initial flow missed the bottle, and splashed my arms and hands as well as the ground below. However, once her stream steadied I was able to adjust the bottle's position and capture the torrent of piss cascading down. The sound of her urine filling the plastic bottle was a break in the silence of the moment, and there was also a slight pungent smell that wafted towards my nostrils.
Soon, with the bottle nearly filled completely, Sage's stream began to come to a trickling stop, and I once again had to focus on moving the bottle to capture the last few drops. When she felt no more was to be expelled, she cocked her head back to me, and ordered me to lick her clean. Not even the notion that she had just urinated kept me from instantly complying with her command. The entire time I watched her pee, I was mesmerized by the pure perfect beauty of her pussy, and was hoping that she would allow me to taste it. I leaned forward and my tongue darted out to lick up the sweet nectar of her sex. The acidic, and bitter taste of her piss, only lingered for a moment before it was lapped away and replaced by her natural sweetness. However, before I could enjoy myself too much, Sage stood up away from me and pulled her pants back up. I was left kneeling, open mouthed, and holding a bottle of her piss. She reached for her bag once again, and retrieved the plastic lid to the bottle. Sage tossed it to me, and I screwed on. With the bottle capped, she took hold of it, along with my leash, and led the way to my classroom. Once inside, she set her stuff on my desk, unclipped my collar and leash, and then laid out her instructions for me as I knelt in front of her.
"Well slut, what I want you to do now is show me your gratitude by licking me to orgasm. I'm sure the preview taste you got earlier has made you pretty eager for more, and I am in need of some release."
Sage pulled her leggings down; this time to her knees, and I scooted up to present my face and mouth for her use. She was absolutely soaking wet, and I loved every second of my time with my face buried in her crotch. I felt her palm my head with one of her hands and then begin to speak as I kept up my elaborate tongue lashing of her slit.
"Oh yeah, that's my good little teacher slut. Lick my pussy like a good whore should. You are going to love drinking my piss slut, and I am going to love knowing you are doing so in front of your classes. Fuck yeah slut, just like that. Work that tongue you little dyke. I am expecting you to have that entire bottle finished by the time my class period is over. Oh god, I'm going to cum slut. I'm going to cum right now."
Both hands gripped my head, as she rode my face to a powerful orgasm and flooded my mouth with her juices. She shivered and shook for a few moments before releasing her grip and turning around.
"Use your slutty tongue on my ass now whore, as I lay out my plan for you."
Her ass was just a delectable as her pussy was, and I savored my time plunging my tongue into her back hole.
"You will make sure to drink just about all of my piss from that bottle before my class arrives, but leave some for when I show up as I plan to make your last few swallows a bit more fun. Also, you are to make sure that you only drink from the bottle when students are present. Do not drink from it between classes. God, slut your tongue feels wonderful. I wish I could have you eat out my ass all day. Unfortunately, now isn't that time, nor is it the place."
Sage then moved away and pulled her pants back up before continuing on.
"Tell me slut, what are you supposed to do between now and the time of my class?"
"I am to drink your piss from the bottle Mistress. I am to save some for your class, and am only to drink during class when students are present."
"Glad to know you were paying attention while I treated you; to my pussy and ass. Let's get you dressed for the day before school starts."
Sage grabbed her bag and pulled out a small, pink, polo style top and passed it to me. I took it and waited for her to hand me the rest of the outfit, but watched as Sage closed her bag and tossed it over her shoulder. When she noticed I hadn't dressed yet, she spoke.
"That's all you get today, so I recommend stay behind your desk today. I'll see you later slut, and enjoy your lovely beverage."
With a smile on her face, she turned and left my room. I quickly pulled the tight fitting polo shirt on, and was a bit nervous about my clothing situation. The shirt was very tight, and very short. It only barely reached my hips, so provided no cover for my lower half at all. Also, as Sage had not instructed I wear heels this morning, I was also shoeless. I would certainly have to make sure I stayed behind my desk today, and hope that no student tried to come around to ask questions. The only upside I figured would be that my state of nudity would be a helpful distraction to the fact that I was to drink a bottle full of piss as well. My commitment and strength was certainly going to be tested.



I hurriedly got things into place for the day, and took my seat behind my desk as I waited for the morning bell to ring. The bottle of Sage's urine sat atop the desk in front of me, and I just stared at it wondering if I would actually be able to drink its contents. Of course I would not know for sure what the taste would be like until my first class arrived, and I would only hope that it wouldn't be evident I was drinking pee. Thankfully, I noticed that the bottle Sage had decided to use was not a clear plastic bottle, so the color of the liquid within could not be seen. It would look to anyone else that I would just be drinking water or some other sports beverage. That notion calmed me some, but then I remember I was not wearing anything below my waist, and the sense of panic crept back into my head. However, before I dwell too much, the morning bell rang and my first class began to spill into my room.
Once they were all seated, and I got them started on the lesson for the day; which was a bit awkward considering I didn't come from behind my desk, I decided it best to begin drinking Sage's pee now rather than have to gulp it all down later. I unscrewed the lid, and brought the bottle to my lips. Scanning the room, I tilted it back and took a small sample swallow into my mouth. It was still relatively warm, and certainly had a bitter, pungent taste to it. I didn't find it upsetting or gross, and was actually surprised how easily I managed to swallow it down. I figured the reason for it was that I in some way realized that it was from Sage so it didn't put me off, and I knew that by drinking it I was pleasing her even though she was present to witness it. With my understanding of the situation, I happily took another larger sip before setting the bottle down on my desk. For the rest of the period, I took a sip from the bottle every five minutes or so, and with each one I became more accustomed to the taste of it, and began to swallow larger mouthfuls.
By the end of the period, I actually realized I would have to slow down a bit if I was to save some for when Sage arrived. Thankfully, my next classes went as smoothly as my first, and I managed to slow myself down when it came to drinking from the bottle so that I still had about three ounces left when Sage's class started. As has become her habit, Sage waited until further into the class to text me.
"How does my piss taste slut? Do you love it?"
"It actually tastes okay Mistress, and because it is yours I of course love it."
"I knew you would slut. Would you have ever thought that you would become a piss slut?"
"I never would have imagined I could become a piss slut Mistress, but you have a way of bringing out my true self."
"I'm glad you understand that slut. Do you still have some piss left in the bottle?"
"Yes Mistress. I have about 3 ounces left."
"That's great slut. I want to watch you take a drink from the bottle. Not all of it, just a little."
"Yes Mistress."
Following her order, I grabbed the bottle and twisted off the cap. Bringing it to my lips just as I had all morning, I took a small sip and swallow it down before returning the bottle to my desk. Almost immediately my phone lit up with a message from Sage.
"Very nice slut, now I want you to take another swig, but this time as you tilt it to your mouth you will deliberately spill whatever remains onto your shirt. I mean a good little piss slut always should have some piss on her."
Sage was definitely pushing the envelope with what I could get away with in class. It was one thing to secretly drink her piss in class, but it was a whole different thing to have it spill onto my only piece of clothing. It scared me more because, I was curious as to how my other students would react to seeing that my shirt got wet, and also I wondered if they would be able to smell that it was piss and not water. However, I knew that none of this mattered, because I had to do it for Sage. She would not be pleased if I balked at her instructions, and I would feel horrible if I upset her.
My decision was made, and I swiftly grabbed the bottle. In my effort to complete Sage's request, I fumbled the grip on the bottle, and actually managed to spill the rest of the piss onto my shirt. Even though I was going to do it anyway, the mere fact of accidentally spilling liquid on myself startled me and caused me to shriek. This of course grabbed the attention of my class who all looked up to see what had happened. I quickly relieved their curiosities by indicating I had just spilt my water on my shirt, and it was nothing to be alarmed about. They somewhat giggled and laughed before I managed to get them focused back on their work. When I looked down, I had a message from Sage.
"Very skillfully done slut. Now don't you feel even more like a real piss slut?"
"Thank you Mistress. Yes I do feel like a piss slut; especially sense I can smell it on me."
"Don't worry slut, I have you take the shirt off soon that is of course unless you want to take it off now?"
"Oh no Mistress, I can wait."
"That's what I figured slut, but you should count on a bit more piss play as well. Does that sound fun slut?"
"Anything with you is fun for me Mistress."
"That is what I like to hear from my little teacher piss slut. When this class let's out, and the last student walks out, I want you to immediately take off your shirt, and drop to your knees."
"Yes Mistress."
I looked to the clock, and noticed that there was only ten minutes left in class. However I knew from experience that those ten minutes would drag by slower than anything else. The more I sat there watching the clock, the more my arousal grew, and the more I desired to serve Sage. When the bell finally did ring, I almost had a fall start on taking my shirt off, as I very nearly begin to pull it off before my students even had a chance to get out of their seats. Thankfully, I managed to collect myself enough to wait until the last student made their way to the door. They hadn't even turned the corner, before my shirt was up and over my head. I draped it on my desk as I sunk to my knees behind it to wait for Sage.
She walked around to me moments later, and had the same grin on her face that she had that morning. I knew immediately something devilish was in store. Without her even opening up her mouth to speak, I knew I would be in for an interesting experience.
"So my little teacher piss slut enjoy her bottle of piss this morning?"
I nodded my head to indicate I had.
"Well maybe this piss slut would enjoy some more of my piss."
Again, I nodded my head.
"How would my little piss slut like to drink straight from the tap this time?"
"That would be wonderful Mistress," I replied.
"I'm glad to see your enthusiasm, but I must warn you that I haven't relieved myself since this morning and I had two large cups of coffee so it might be a bit bitterer this time. Do you still want my piss slut?"
Once again my head nodded to indicate I did.
"Of course you do, because you are thirsty piss slut. Now open your mouth wide and get ready for your refreshment."
Sage pulled her leggings down to mid-thigh again and angled her crotch to aim it at my mouth. She also moved a step closer so that her wonderfully cute pussy was only a half inch away from my face. I held my mouth wide open and waited for her to flood my gullet. Just like this morning, it started as a small tickle before increasing into a heavy yellow stream. My open mouth captured it all, and was soon almost filled with her piss. It was significantly warmer straight from the source, and I could also confirm that it was more bitter and pungent that it had been earlier.
Just as it was about to overflow my lips, Sage cut off her stream and ordered me to swallow. I closed my mouth, and took the entire mouthful in one gulp. Once the sour liquid passed down my throat and into my stomach, I opened up my mouth for more. Sage did not waste time, and quickly started the flow of piss again to fill my mouth. This time however, she did not stop before it overflowed my lips, and instead continued for a little longer to finish emptying her bladder. The result was that, the overflow cascade down my chin and onto my chest, before pooling on the floor below my knees. I swallowed my mouthful again once she stopped, and then without instruction leaned in and licked her slit clean. Sage gave me a pat on the head to indicate that she approved, before stepping back and pulling her pants back up.
I remained kneeling in front of her, covered in piss. She looked down to the floor and noticed the small pool of urine around my knees, and then ordered me to slurp it up with my mouth. I scooted myself back and bent down to press my lips into the pool, and suck it up. When I was satisfied that I had gotten all I could, I straightened back up on my knees to await further instructions from Sage. She began to rummage through her bag and pulled out a smaller plastic bag. I watched as she picked up my discarded top that had spilt pee on it, and placed it inside the small plastic bag. The look on my face must have shown my confusion, because after putting the small bag back into her bag she spoke to me.
"Don't worry piss slut, I am not going to make you spend the rest of the day naked. I wouldn't want to get you into any trouble. If you look in the bottom drawer of your desk, you will find stuffed into the back a balled up dress that I left there some time ago. I put it there as an emergency backup dress just in case, and considering you spilled piss on your other shirt, it is a good thing I did. You are to dress after I leave and teach the rest of the day as you normally would. However, I do recommend you keep your distance from the students as you smell of piss. I will be back here after school, and want you to be waiting for me as you are now. Have a good rest of your day slut."
Just as she usually did, she turned and exited my class leaving naked and scrambling to get redressed. Pulling open my desk drawer, I scavenged through it to locate the hidden dress. As Sage said it would be, stuffed in the deep corner of the drawer, was a balled up piece of fabric. I retrieved it from its hiding place, and shook it open to have a look at my cover. It was a wrinkled cotton dress that had a purple floral pattern. It looked absolutely hideous, and far from presentable. I looked at the tag to check the size, as it looked to be rather small, and read that it was a junior size medium. The construction of the dress, even if it was the right size would not have done much to cover me up, but being so small and wrinkle, I would have to do a damn good job of using my desk to cover up.
I slipped the dress over my head, and it only hung to just below my butt. The wrinkles didn't help as they caused the dress to bunch up in various places. As for the top, it was a basic tank style, but with a very deep scoop in the front and back. Even my smaller sized breasts were threatening to spill out. I couldn't freak out though, as this dress was certainly was better than the alternative of nothing. I would just have to manage and make it through the rest of the school day without bringing too much attention to myself.
As I continued to try unsuccessfully to smooth out some of the wrinkles in the dress, the bell rang and my next class soon began to file in. The after lunch classes flowed similarly to the morning classes. I got them started on the lesson, and did my best to remain as concealed behind my desk as possible. The only differences being I was no longer required to be drinking from a bottle filled with my Mistress' piss and at least I had some coverage on my lower half; no matter how minimal. Eventually, my classes did come to an end, and I sat patiently behind my desk as I watched the last of my students exit my room. Once the door was shut, I slipped out of my chair, pulled the dress off my body, and took up my position on my knees to await Sage's arrival.
It was an agonizingly long wait, and I felt that Sage might just have meant to make me wait for so long just to torture me some. The constant fear that someone other than Sage would enter my room and find me naked and kneeling, caused my body to tremble. With each passing minute my knees grew achier, and my pussy moistened with further arousal. I didn't dare touch myself, in concern that I might accidentally get myself off. The cool air of the school caused my body to quiver even more, and the formation of goose bumps to appear on my skin. Finally, after such a disparagingly extended interval of patience, my door opened and in walked my Mistress. She walked to me and my desk, setting her bag atop of it as she did. It was a different bag than the one she had earlier, but I had no time to think about as she began to speak to me.
"Don't you look like the cute little slut waiting so patiently for her Mistress? I hope you are eager to serve and show your continued devotion to me. Get your slutty ass up on top of your desk. Lay on your back with your head hanging off the end."
I said nothing, but immediately stood and climbed atop my desk to assume the position she requested. It took a bit of maneuvering, but I soon managed to get myself into the requested position. It felt a bit weird having my head dangle over the edge of the desk, but I did not make any indication to Sage that I was uncomfortable. However, because of my positioning, I couldn't see what Sage was actually doing, but could tell from the sounds I heard she was getting things from her new bag. When she did come back around and into my view, I wasn't surprised to see she had put on a strap-on harness and attached a large fake cock to it. What did surprise me though was the fact that the harness was all she was wearing.
"Well slut, I plan on having a bit of fun using you this afternoon. I realized earlier, that I haven't really given you a good deep throat fucking in a while, and decided what better time than now. This may not be the longest cock I have pushed into your slutty throat, but it should be close to the thickest. What I want you to do whore, is just remain laying there like that, and let me pummel your dirty throat with my cock. It is my hope that I can get you to take every thick inch, and in the process hear you make some very disgustingly retched sounds. At no point during this face fucking are you to touch your slutty little cunt, or are you to touch me. You will simply just be a hole for me to relentlessly fuck with my big fat cock. If this is understood, nod your head slut."
Of course being the obedient submissive I am, I nodded my head and without a bit of caution or hesitation Sage began to feed her mammoth manhood into my mouth. Immediately, she started to push it deeper into my mouth and throat; not wasting any time before starting the brutal face fucking. Soon the rubber tool was being buried and thrusted into my throat, and I had to do my best to relax my gag reflex as to not spew up the contents of my stomach. Sage was relentless from the start, and had a keen focus on slamming as much of her girth into my face as fast and as hard as she could.
Eventually she managed to get the entire length pushed into my throat, and her strokes became even more long and forceful. My eyes watered from the assault and strain, and just as she had hoped sounds of my struggled breathing and gagging began to emit out into the quiet room. Breathing was certainly a struggle, especially at times when Sage would hold the entire length of the rubber monster in my throat for extended moments. Saliva poured out of my mouth and dripped in sticky strands across my face. It pooled in my nose and eyes before cascading down my head and slapping the floor below with wet splashes. I could feel my neck was bulge out from the intrusion of the enormous dildo when Sage placed her hands around it and squeezed. She was absolutely following through on her description of what she told me she was going to do. I was being used as just a basic hole for her to plow her mighty phallus into. She showed no regard for me, and only seemed intent on continuing the assault until she tired.
I could feel my throat sore from the abusive thrusting it was taking, but I didn't feel put off by it as I knew it was pleasing my Mistress to behave so well. After a while though I could sense she was tiring, as she began to slow down with her strokes and hold the lengthy log in the depths of my throat for longer. For my part, I just allowed her to use me as she pleased; my mouth was a hole for her to have her way with.
Finally, she ended her assault of my throat, and pulled the now slippery snake of a cock from my face, and let it hang down in front of me while I did my best to re-capture my breath. My face was a wreck with the spit and mucus from the brutal bashing covering most of my eyes and nose. I looked as if I had just dunked my head into a vat of clear slime. Sage reached down to pick something up, and then handed it to me.
"Here use this to wipe up your face slut."
Still lying on my desk with my head dangling upside down, I took the piece of material she handed to me, and began to wipe away the sticky mess on my face. Once I was satisfied that I did a good enough job, I realized that the piece of fabric in my hands was the wrinkled dress I was wearing just moments ago. Now another item of clothing I had worn that day, had become saturated with a liquid. With my face now cleared I watched and waited for Sage's next command. She was breathing deeply from the amount of exertion she had just put out, but seemed content in just remaining quiet for the time being. I didn't dare move, even though I was certainly feeling the effects of all the blood pooling in my head. After a few moments, she finally began to unharness herself from the strap-on, and also began to instruct me of what I was to do for the remainder of the day.
"Well slut that was quite the workout, and I had a blast. I'm sure you didn't mind being used as a fuck hole considering most sluts live for such an experience. As for what is in store now, it looks like you dirtied another article of clothing and won't be able to wear it anymore. That's a shame considering I didn't bring any other change of clothes for you, and that was the emergency backup dress. I guess you will just have to hang out here until it is more appropriate for you to leave naked and get home. Of course I'm sure you have some school work to catch up on in the meantime. For now, what I want you to do is to go into your filing cabinet and pull out the folder that has those extremely naughty pictures of you it. You will go through them until you find one in which your identity isn't completely visible, but you are in a very naked and compromised position. After picking out an appropriate picture, you will then put it into this envelope, and address it to a random local business you find online. I will then take the envelope with me, and drop it off to be mailed. While you are completing this task, I will be getting myself ready to go, so do not make me wait around for you to finish. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
Sage just smiled and handed me the large document envelope. I took ahold of it and walked over to my filing cabinet. The file was easy to locate as I had moved it nearer the front of the drawer, and it was the only file that contained pictures. As I went through the collection of erotic pictures, I was again reminded of all the insanely naughty tasks I have done for my Mistress, and have let her do to me. I decided on a picture in which my face was covered with a blindfold, but I was otherwise completely naked. It was taken at my house, and I was kneeling on the floor of my living room with my hands clasped behind my head, and my mouth completely held wide open. I remembered that at the time of the picture, Sage had just begun to work with me on my deep throating skills, so I felt it was obviously the most applicable picture to choose considering the event that just unfolded minutes prior. With my selection, I slipped it into the envelope before returning to my desk to get online. A quick search of local businesses and I settled on a barber shop near the edge of town. I figured if anyone would appreciate a picture like this, it would be a barber shop. Hell, I even imagined them hanging it up for all to see.



After writing down the address on the envelope, I handed it over to Sage. She was standing in front of my desk waiting for me to finish, and when I gave her the envelope she just smiled and thanked me. As was her habit, Sage didn't say anything else as she simply just turned and walked away. I sat naked at my desk as she left me to be alone at school without any clothing.
As I sat there, I took a moment to evaluate my situation. I was naked at school after hours. I could get home, but would have to wait for a more discrete time to journey out of the safety of my classroom in the nude to my car. The best time to do so I figured would be any time after 6 p.m., as it would certainly be dark out, and the staff including custodians would most likely all have left as well. It would be the least risky for me to scamper about the school naked. My already damp pussy, swelled with just the thought of so much time at school completely naked.
I decided to get caught up on some grading as I waited for the time to pass. It felt weird working on school work in my classroom while completely naked. I had been naked in my room many times, all thanks to Sage, but usually it was in the sense of something sexual. I hadn't really had to do much in the way of professional work while nude, and it felt a bit strange while also liberating. Losing myself in the feeling and the work, I was somewhat startled when my phone chimed and I was brought back to what was actually going on. Refocusing myself, I read the message from Sage.
"Hello Slut; your picture has been sent off to the barber shop, I hope you are getting plenty of work done and are being a good little slut. Call me when you get home."
I half expected her message to contain a naughty task for me, or least indicate that I was allowed to play with myself. Unfortunately, it did not, and I had to do my best to refocus on my work while trying to push away the erotic thoughts of my servitude to Sage. Thankfully, I did have quite a bit of work to get caught up on, and it served as an excellent distraction to my predicament; except of course for the fact that I was naked and would often be reminded of it when my usually unexposed body parts would come into contact with a surface or feel the breeze of the air conditioner.
After hours of dutiful work, it was half past six, and I felt not only caught up with my work, but also a bit ahead with my lesson planning. Feeling good about my hard work, and happy to know it was a good time sneak out of school in the buff, I decided to call it a night. Powering down my computer, I grabbed my phone and keys before making my exit. I gingerly peered out of my door into the hall, and when I did not see or hear anyone about, I stepped out and began my nerve racking walk to my car. As I made way down the hall, I was startled when I heard some movement and hushed talking ahead of me. At first I pondered running back to my room, but my curiosity got the better of me as the sounds I was hearing reminded me of something intriguing and less scary.
I slowly crept closer to where the sounds were coming from; just ahead of me in one of the classrooms. The closer I got the more I could make out the sounds. They became more clearly moans and grunts, with the occasional gruff talking. Whatever was going on, it certainly didn't seem as if it was appropriate for school; and this was coming from a woman currently walking through the school nude at the command of her high school student Mistress. The sounds I heard were coming from Miss Bell's room, and as I stood just outside of the door I could clearly hear a woman moaning.
Out nothing but pure curiosity, I reached to try the door handle. To my surprise it was unlocked, so I slowly twisted it to open the door. I cracked the door just enough to peer inside the room to confirm my suspicions as to what was going on inside. What I saw was frankly more than I expected. Bent over her desk was Miss Bell, and she was completely nude just as I was while I peeked in on her. The cause of her moans was the large black man that was behind her thrusting his massive erection into her. At first I thought she may be in trouble, but then I heard them begin to talk back and forth while they continued to fuck.
"Does my little black cock slut, like getting her ass stuffed in her classroom?'
"Yes Daddy, I love it when you pound my ass with your huge black cock. Especially when you do it in my class."
"Are you just a slut for black cock? Willing to take any black cock that comes your way."
"Yes Daddy, I am just a black cock slut; it doesn't matter who, just as long as they have a black cock."
"Are you going to suck your ass off my cock, before I shoot my fat load all over you dumb white slut face?"
"Of course I'll suck your dick clean of my ass Daddy. I'll do anything for black cock."
Their conversation stopped, but the intense passionate fucking did not. I was shocked by what I heard, and who I heard it coming from. Miss Bell was the sweet redheaded teacher, who had recently been divorced and seemed tamer than a church mouse to me. However, from what I had witnessed, my assumptions were way off. Even though I wanted to stay to watch and listen some more, I knew that I was in no state to be lingering. I reluctantly pulled myself away from the extremely erotic scene, and continued making my way towards my car. As I walked, I knew I would be informing Sage, and I also wondered if I would be able to look at Miss Bell the same after how I just saw her. I could only wish I was allowed to masturbate, because I think I might have just at that moment.
A bit flustered, and a lot horny, I finally reached my car in the cover of darkness and quickly made my way back home. Once I arrived home, I called my Mistress Sage, and told her everything about my afternoon naked at school. She said she was intrigued by the news, and would be contemplating how she may proceed with the enticing information. As for me, she allowed me to play with myself before I slept, and indicated I meet her at school as per usual the next day. I spent the rest of my night envisioning the brief moment of unadulterated eroticism I witnessed which led to a very sleepless night and a very wanting orgasm. When I finally did drift off to sleep, I wondered if Sage may indeed pursue anything with Miss Bell and her unknown black acquaintance.
To be continued...
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After the way Jerome left me last time, it took me a bit too really comprehend why I enjoyed my time with him. He had once again used me and left me wanting. He humiliated me, and made me behave like a simple slut to be used. However, at no point did I not want to do as he requested or ordered. In fact I got off on giving myself over to him to use. I felt free and truly enjoyed the time I have submitted to my black master. It took only my journey out of the parking structure to come to this realization.
Once I was out on the street that the structure was on, I began to surmise where I was. He had left me in an office complex about three blocks away from the theater, and now I just needed to get back there to get my keys and car. This of course was going to be a little more humiliating than normal, as I was just wearing a basketball jersey, and reeked of sex and piss. However, going through the humiliation of walking to the theater to retrieve my keys was better than walking the long distance home and having to figure a way to enter my house without keys.
I just simply began walking back to the movie theater, and took the time to just live in the moment. It took me about 5 minutes to get to the ticket window, and without any pause I asked the girl working it if any keys had been turned in. She said that she would look in lost and found, and asked what kind of keys where they. I told her that they were my car keys and they had a noticeable keychain on them. I just couldn't bring myself to say what the keychain was. However, she must have understood because upon her return she had a huge grin on her face and she gave me a heavy look over before giving me my keys back. I simply smiled and thanked her before turning away towards my car.
In my car, I could tell the whole experience made me wet. As I drove home, I could only hope Jerome would have me acting like a real dirty slut, sooner rather than later. Even though I knew my actions and behavior was not appropriate for someone of my standing, the experience of it all kept fueling my fire. I was hooked like an addict.
The next day at school, I dressed a little less provocatively, but I still looked sexy. I could tell the gossip around school was about the message I wrote in the restroom the day before. It caused me to smirk knowing that everyone was wondering if what it said was true. Of course I knew it was and that just made me feel dirtier than ever. I decided to send Jerome a text letting him know what the buzz was. Unfortunately he did not return my message, and nor did I hear from him at all that day. I figured that it being Friday he may want to meet up.
That night at home alone, I spent the evening naked except for my collar, and reflecting on all the devious events. I kept looking at the pictures and videos he had captured of me, and my pussy was a constantly drenched. Let it be known that I feel asleep exhausted.
The morning after, I gathered myself and decided to run a few errands that I had let slide as I was acting like a cheap slut for the week. The errands helped keep me occupied, and kept me from wanting to go home and fuck myself silly. By the time I did get home, it was early afternoon and I still had no contact from Jerome. I felt a little upset and wondered if he was already bored with me. Thankfully, I was able to distract myself partly with dinner and a movie I rented, but by the end of the night the desire to be used was really present. It was another night with my rubber substitute rather than performing for my new black master. Waking up the next morning I had enough and I texted Jerome again.
"I really miss you, and want to have some fun."
Again there wasn't an immediate reply, but after three hours my phone chirped to life with a message.
"So the slut needs more?"
"Yes, this slut needs so much more. Please."
"What are you willing to do to get more?"
"Anything sir. I will do whatever it takes. I just need to see you."
"Well to get me interested in a dirty slut like you again, send me one of the photos I've taken of you sucking my dick."
I was in a state of pure erotic desire, and I responded without thinking. Quickly I pulled up a picture with my mouth wrapped around his wonderful tool, and sent it off to him.
"That was quick slut; you must really need me to use you."
"Oh god yes sir. Please use this slut."
"What if I told you I wanted to post that picture you just sent online? Would you like that slut?"
"Oh my, I don't know. It would be so dangerous, what if someone I knew saw it?"
"Don't worry about that bitch; you would love it if everyone knew what a dirty slut you are. Isn't that right slut?"
"Yes I would love it, but it would be so humiliating for someone I know to see it. The humiliation of it though turns me on."
"I bet slut, but I won't post it; yet. Maybe in the future, we will have to wait and see how you behave. Now get dressed in the shortest skirt you own and a tank top, I'll be over in a bit to pick you up. Oh and make sure to wear you slut collar."
I didn't respond, but instead ran to my closet to get the clothes requested. My shortest skirt was one I wore as part of an old college Halloween costume in which I dressed like a sexy librarian. It is black, and tight, and barely covered my ass. However, unlike in college I wouldn't be wearing cute little boy short panties under it; I would be wearing nothing. As for a tank top to go with it, I chose a simple white spaghetti strap top that showed the little cleavage I had, but also showed of my nipples through the thin fabric. Just for kicks I picked a pair of tall leather heels to go with my leather collar. For sure I was going to look like a total slut, but I didn't care as long as I got to play with Jerome again.
Over the next ten minutes, I patiently waited in my living room for him to show up. Finally I heard a car horn and got a text from him at almost the same time.
"I'm here, come on out slut. Don't forget to show respect to the car."
Like an eager teenager, I hurried out the door. As I walked to his car parked in front of my house, I made sure to sway some in an attempt to put on a sexy show for him. I at no point worried what my neighbors might think, I could only think about what laid ahead for me. Reaching his car, I did as expected and leaned over to kiss the hood. My ass was of course on full display to anyone who may have been looking; however I didn't deter and simply walk to the passenger side door and got in without even adjusting my skirt. Once I sat down he began to ask me questions as he drove away.
"That's a good slut. Okay so you said you wanted to have fun, what exactly does that mean? Tell me what you want and be detailed; make me intrigued to use you."
"Oh sir I want to please you. I want to feel your cock, and make you feel good."
"Is that it slut? You just want to feel me? That doesn't sound too exciting. You can do better slut. Or I'm sure I can have fun other ways. Hand me your phone."
Not really sure why he wanted my phone, I handed it over to him and sat in silence. What did he want me to do?
"Okay slut, here's the deal. You are going to tell exactly what you want and are willing to do to get me to use you, or I will find a random contact on your phone and send one of the many slutty pictures I have taken of you to them. How does that sound whore?"
The idea of him sending an extremely naughty photo to one of my contacts at random, spurred me on to unload my desires.
"Fuck, I want to feel your huge black cock. I want to fuck it with my mouth and feel it shoved deep inside my ass. I want you stretch out my holes with your massive hammer. I want to be your slut. I will do whatever I have to. I will let you strip me naked, and piss on me. I'll let you fuck my throat until I pass out, or stuff my ass full of whatever you desire. I am yours to use as you see fit sir."
"That's better slut, but just to make sure you know I am not bluffing I want you to pose for a picture right now."
I turned to face him some as we had come to a stop at a light. Smiling, I watched as he framed up a shot with my phone and captured me sitting in the passenger seat of his car dressed in very little.
"Good slut, now I'm going to send this picture to your mom, with the caption 'Hi Mom, I miss you. How do I look today?' However, if I don't think you are doing everything you can to please me; I will send her another picture with the caption, 'How do I look now mom?' That picture will be one of the many of you with my cock in your mouth. Do you understand slut?"
With nervous trepidation, I nodded my head and replied that I did. The idea of him sending that tame picture to my mother wasn't too much of a big deal, but it made me acutely aware of how easy it would be for him to send a naughty picture to her or any of my contacts. Though that idea scared me some, it also for some strange reason turned me own. I was actually aroused at the idea of my mother getting a picture sent to her from my phone of me sucking of a huge black cock and looking like a complete slut. I of course didn't really want that to happen, but it made me wet thinking about it.
"Good slut, now you can start showing me your worth by sucking my cock, but I will warn you though; I just got done playing basketball so it may be a bit sweaty and musty down there. Of course a silly slut like you won't care."
He was right, I didn't care. I quickly reached over and began pulling down the front elastic of his basketball shorts in search of my meaty black treasure. I felt the dampness of his underwear, but only long enough to pull them down as well. His cock was still soft, but it was also felt thick and powerful in my hands. With it in my grasp, I leaned over and allowed the wonderful slab of cock enter my wet mouth. It tasted a bit like sweat, but only for a moment. Once my mouth worked it over some, it was just pure bliss. He drove in silence as I worked to make him erect, and soon he was. I could sense he was focused on other things rather than the oral treatment I was provided, but rather than upset me, I used it as motivation to perform better.
Soon I felt the car come to a stop, and remain stopped as he put it into park. I had no idea where we were, nor could I see, but I just kept up my task as he had not told me otherwise. He did however reach over me and pull the hem of my skirt up and over my ass as we were now parked and I was on my knees in the seat. I was taking near his full length, and slobbering all over him for about ten minutes before he spoke again.
"You are doing a pretty good job slut, but I think you might need to be pushed a bit more. I'm going to take your clothes off now, but you are to keep sucking. To do this I will pull your skirt and tank top up over your head. My cock shouldn't be out of your mouth for more than a second."
I moaned my understanding and then began to feel him pull my skirt and shirt up towards my head. He bunched them together at my breasts before pulling them up and off the rest of the way. I did my best to keep his dick in my mouth, and it was only out for a split second when my clothes had to slip past my face. Once again, I was naked in his car and sucking his dick.
"Good slut. Now how about you suck on my balls some and just let my cock rest on your face. I think I might even get some video of it as well."
I didn't say a word, just let my mouth pop off of his long shaft and dipped my head further into his crotch to lap up his sack. His meaty pole rested on my left cheekbone and eye as I took each ball into my mouth and made sure to show them the same amount of attention I had his cock. Assuming he was filming my naughty behavior, I felt him begin to lift his shaft and let it drop back down onto my face. He did this over and over, as if he was getting a kick out of using my face as a dick rest while I gave his testicles a tongue bath. I felt so devilishly naughty and humiliated by the whole situation, but I knew I wouldn't stop unless he told me to. It helped also that the threat of a picture being sent was in the back of my mind. Sometime later he began to speak again.
"Hey slut, look up for a second. Did you know we were parked outside your ex-husband's house this whole time?"
Quickly my head snapped up, and I scanned where we were. Easily I was able to notice that we were parked on a street in a housing development, and instantly I realized we were indeed in front of my ex-husband's house; not directly, but across the street and one house down. I could see his house though, and the idea I was being such a slut so close to someone who no longer loved me made me feel somewhat charged up. I however was confused as to how Jerome knew where he lived.
"How?"
"I just found his address in your phone as I drove and mapped over to it. It isn't that difficult to figure out slut. Now, I think you need to prove your worth to me some more. You see that trash can across the street whore?"
"Yes."
"Take your stupid clothes and go throw them away inside of it. Who knows, maybe your ex will just happen to come out and see what a dumb trashy slut he divorced. Make it quick slut, or I might just leave you here and then send off a few pictures."
Not really having a choice in the matter, I took my clothes he held out to me. I took one quick look to see if anyone was around, and then opened the door to get out. No one seemed to be around so I made a beeline to the trash can. However, with the heels on, I couldn't move too quickly at risk of falling. In no time though I was at the can and was dropping my clothes within. Turning back, I made my way to the car while I looked back at my ex's house to see if he was out. It wasn't until I reached the car that I focused my attention back to Jerome.
"That was very good slut, you can suck my dick some more."
Again, I took my position pleasuring his massive member, this time though he spoke as I did.
"Did you ever suck your ex-husband's dick in his car slut?"
"Ungh ungh."
"So you only suck cock in cars if it is a man you hardly know and he has a huge black cock?"
"Mmph."
"You are some kind of slut. I have you naked, and sucking my dick in my car, while we are parked out in front of your bitch ex's house. You really are willing to prove your worth to me. I bet you wouldn't even care if I sent these slutty pictures. You might even want me to huh slut?"
I just kept sucking, ignoring his question. I couldn't trust myself to answer, as I knew deep down I probably did.
"Answer me slut, do you actually want me to send your slutty pictures to your contacts?"
Not wanting to upset him, I gave in and answered while I still had his cock lodged in my throat.
"Mmph."
"I knew it slut, but don't worry, I don't want to expose your true nature; at least not yet."
I then felt the car start up, and begin to pull away. Even though everything I was doing and all the things he said we're crazy, I never felt more alive or excited. Eventually the car slowed and came to another stop, but I did not. I continued to blow him as I listened to him speak.
"Well slut, I need to get something to drink, but my wallet is in the trunk, so I'll just use yours. Hand me your wallet so I can get in and get out."
Not even taking a moment to think about it, I let his cock slip out of my lips and reached down for my purse. I pulled out my wallet and handed it over to him. He grinned as he took it from me, and then got out of the car. At this point I took the time to look where we were. He had parked outside of a convenience store, and was actually parked near the front entrance. With this realization, I sunk down in my seat to hide. The windows of the car were tinted, but the front windshield was not and I would be clearly visible to anyone who might happen to walk by. Fortunately that did not happen before Jerome returned to the car.
"Here's your stuff slut. I figured you didn't really need the entire wallet, so I just pulled out your credit cards and id and I tossed the rest of it in the trash. Oh and I pulled out some cash so I can pick up something at our next stop. Now get back to sucking slut."
Even though I was a bit upset that he threw out my wallet, I didn't let it keep me from getting my mouth back on his wonderful pole. Again, I went about my duty, and he drove off stopping minutes later at new destination. This time he pulled his cock from my mouth before speaking.
"I just got to run in real quick and pick something up, I'll be right back."
He then just left me and ran inside. It was when I watched him walk into the store, I realized what kind of store it was; a pet store. I had no idea what we were doing at a pet store, but I did know that once again anyone could walk by and see me sitting naked in the car. However, I was once again fortunate as Jerome returned again without anyone else even pulling into the parking lot.
"Okay slut, now that the sun is starting to set, how about we go to the park?"
This time he didn't even need to tell me, I just simply leaned over and took his cock back into my mouth as he began to drive away. Just as the routine went, we soon came to another stop, and he had more instructions for me.
"Well slut, it is almost dark, and I thought I would treat you to a nice walk in the park for being such a good little dick sucker. However, I want to continue to see how much you can prove yourself to me, so I picked up a leash at the pet store. I am going to attach it to your petslut collar and you are going to follow behind me on all fours."
He then pulled a chain leash out of the bag he came back with from the pet store, and attached it to the ring on my collar. Next, he just opened his door and got out, tugging on the chain as he did for me to follow him out. I awkwardly crawled over the seats and out of the car. On my hands and knees, and naked in the parking lot of a semi deserted public park I watched as he shut the car door and locked it. He then began to lead me onto the trail that went through the park, as I tried my best to follow on my hands and knees. The rough surface of the gravel hurt my knees some, but soon we go onto the trail and the surface was a bit sandier. We walked for a while, all the time it got darker, and I kept wondering if we would run into anyone. However, we did not, and soon he had stopped leading me, and guided me off the trail over to a picnic area somewhat hidden by the tree line.
At the site, there was a table and that is where he stopped me before ordering I stand and bend over the edge of it. He then fed the leash between the planks of the table and tied it off again at my collar. I was effectively secured to the table, naked and vulnerable. I could feel his presence circle behind me, but was unable to look back and see what he was doing. Without warning I felt his cock push into my exposed cunt. I moaned as he sank his girth deep, and began the wonderful action of fucking me. Unlike other times, he remained quiet as he push and pulled his manhood in and out of me. I didn't say anything either, but instead moaned and squealed as his glorious cock pistoned inside of me. He fucked me steadily for about ten minutes, before he finally pulled out and erupted on my ass.
I however was left wanting more, as he had not given me to climax. Instead, he spewed his seed and then untied me from the table. Once freed, he ordered that I wipe up his cum so it wouldn't get on his seats. Using my hands, I scooped up his love juice, and fed myself the delectable nectar. When he was satisfied with my clean up, he grabbed a hold of the leash, indicated for me to drop back down on my hands and knees, and then walked us back to his car. He said nothing as we walked, and as we drove. It wasn't until we arrived back at my house that he finally spoke.



"Well slut, I hope that was the fun you were hoping to have tonight."
"Yes sir, it was everything and more."
"Of course it was slut, but unfortunately for you, the fun must come to end for tonight. I need to meet some of my buddies for drinks. Go back inside, and I will be in touch soon. However, you are not to cum until I tell you too. Can you be a good little slut, and wait?"
"Yes sir, I can wait to cum."
"Very good slut, no get out and don't forget to show my car respect."
"Thank you sir," I said as I exited his car. Still naked and collared, I walked to the front of his car and gave it a kiss before walking back to my house. The urge to release my arousal was greater than ever before, but I knew I would obey Jerome's order and not make myself cum until he told me too. Inside, I detached the leash from my collar and hung it from the key hook by my door before walking directly to my bedroom. I kicked off my heels, and carefully took off my collar; setting it on my bed tenderly. I decided what I needed most right then, other than an orgasm, was a nice long shower.
The shower felt great, and afterwards I felt refreshed. Even though it was still rather early in the night, I decided it best to go to bed. Walking nude over to my bed, I grabbed my collar, and applied it once again to my neck. I wanted to continue to feel as though I was Jerome's slut. I fell asleep that night happily knowing I was a well behaved slut.
The next day, Sunday, I decided to be lazy and just lounge around my house; naked of course. I had slept in some, and spent my time vegging out on my sofa watching television. Jerome did not contact me at all, and after a very relaxing day of doing nothing, I went to bed later that night just as I had the night before. This time however, my dreams were filled with images of Jerome's black cock, and the many degrading and humiliating tasks he has had me perform in order to serve his wonderful tool. A few times, I awoke in the middle of the night to find my hand clutching at my drenched sex, and I had to pull it away to keep myself from climaxing.
I awoke the next morning early, and desperately horny. So much so that, the outfit I chose to wear to school, was a bit more risqué than usual. It was a tight fitting green dress that hugged my body and curves. To add to the naughtiness of it, I of course, as was my habit now, chose to forgo underwear. I paired the dress with some modest black high heels. I looked the part of a women going out to enjoy the night, and not a women going to teach high school. On my drive to school, I wondered if Jerome would be in touch, or if I would be left to stew in my own arousal longer.
Thankfully, teaching allowed me to push those thoughts aside, at least until lunch. It was then while I sat at my desk eating, that I received an email on my work account from Jerome. The subject line read, "For my slut." I opened the email and inside was a short note from Jerome and an attachment to a word document.
"Slut, you are to print out the attachment and bring it home with you after school. You are not to do anything else with it. I will explain everything once you are home."
The note was intriguing, so I quickly opened the attachment to see what it was all about. As soon as it popped open, my jaw dropped open. It was titled "The Black Cock Slave Contract for White Females," and it went as follows:
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The Black Cock Slut Contract for White Females
I, _________________________________________________ agree to the following rules, and will adhere to them faithfully:
1. I will fuck ONLY the delicious, beautiful, Black Cock of my Owner, _________ whenever ordered, and how ever ordered to do so from now on.
2. I will suck my Owner's Black Cock whenever, and wherever I am ordered to do so. I will gladly allow whatever fluid that comes from my Owner's Black Cock to flow into, or onto my body.
3. I will NOT wear panties, except when it is necessary, such as around the time of my period, or when it is ABSOLUTELY essential for another LEGITIMATE reason. Such reasons will be very rare. When I do wear panties, they will be very sexy and tiny, such as lacy or very sheer thongs or G-strings
4. I will be nude in my house at all times, unless there is a very good and legitimate reason not to be, such as the presence of others who would vehemently object. To the greatest extent possible, nudism will become my lifestyle at home. I will also be totally nude when in the presence of my Owner unless otherwise stated.
5. I agree that, when sitting while in the presence of Black Males, I will keep my legs spread wide apart to indicate my availability.
6. I will wear the absolute sexiest clothing with which I can get away with, depending on the circumstances. When at work, I will wear the sexiest clothing allowed by my employer, for example. When at a restaurant, out shopping, visiting friends or family, at school or college, at sporting events, going to movies, out clubbing or dancing, etc., I will wear revealing short skirts or dresses. I will rarely wear pants and never wear jeans. When I do wear pants, they MUST be tight and show camel toe. My normal clothing, however, will be sexy short skirts (or dresses), and sexy, revealing tops.
7. I agree that my Owner will have ultimate control of what I wear, and when I wear it. My Owner also may, at any time, dispose of my clothing.
8. I will keep my cunt cleanly and smoothly shaved at all times (no hair whatsoever). I will also keep my body in pristine form for my Owner.
9. I will use only graphic words such as "fuck" (not "sex" or "making love" ), "cunt" (not "vagina" or "pussy"), "cock" (when describing Black Cocks), "asshole" (not "anus" or "butt," such as when saying "Fuck my asshole.") These are examples only. Such graphic terms should be used at all times rather than the mild terms.
10. I will watch INTERRACIAL porn often, and refuse to watch any porn that contains non-Black Cocks fucking white women.
11. I will keep my body free of any additional blemishes, such as tattoos or other markings, EXCEPT if my Owner decides I should have a tattoo. Example of possible tattoos would be ones that say "Black Cocks Only," or "Black Cock Slut." Also a Queen of Spades tattoo may also be permitted.
12. Any bikini that I must wear, such as to a party or public pool where total nudity is not permissible, MUST be extremely brief and revealing. Very sheer G-strings are the best.
13. I will always allow my Owner to take pictures of me in any situation, and will also allow my Owner to film me in any situation.
14. Any and all pictures/videos taken of me by my Owner will be owned by him, and he may use the pictures/videos in any nature he sees fit.
15. I will suck and fuck Black Males eagerly and will enthusiastically service my Owner's Black Friends, school mates or business associates as directed.
16. I will inform any Black Male I suck or fuck that I have signed this Black Cock Slut Contract and will present him with a copy on demand.
17. If I for any reason fail to meet the criteria of this Black Cock Slut contract, or I desire to no longer adhere to the contract, I will be required to pay $10,000 to my Owner.
18. In the case this Black Cock Slut contract is terminated, and I do not pay the termination fee stated above, my Owner may use and distribute the pictures/videos in his possession in order to receive financial gain or in any way he sees fit.
19. None of the above indicates that I will engage in any activity that may be illegal in my area.
Signed: Date:
To become a Registered Black Cock Slut, also complete this info:
Print Name:
Print Street Address:
Print City, State, Zip Code:
Cell Phone #: Age:
E-mail Address:
Occupation:
Occupation Address:
City, State, Zip Code:
Occupation Telephone #:
Supervisor's Name:
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
I couldn't believe what I had just read. Did he expect me to sign this contract? I assumed so, but could never be certain when it came to Jerome. After re-reading the document though, I actually wasn't too put off by it. I had pretty much already behaving as the contract stated, and didn't really see anything about it that sounded off putting. Of course some of the verbiage was a bit scary when it came to consequences of not upholding to the contract, but I felt it was really just there to be more official. Plus, I considered if he did want me to sign it, that it might mean he wasn't losing interest in me and I would get to enjoy him and his gifts more often. After debating with myself for a little bit, I was all for signing the contract if that was what he wanted. Without delay, I clicked print on my computer, and put the document into a manila folder on my desk.
The rest of my afternoon was a total wash. I was in a blur of mixed feelings and excitement. All I could think about was the erotically detailed contract on my desk, and knowing that in all likelihood, I would be signing it and presenting it to Jerome. The mere idea that I would be signing a written document that detailed my sexual service to a black man was causing me to leak with arousal for the remainder of the school day.
Eventually, the final bell rang, and the students were dismissed. I had to hang around for a bit longer to get things in order for the week, but I only stayed as long as seemed appropriate before retrieving the contract off my desk and hurrying off to my car. It took all my effort not to excessively speed home, but I did seem to get home in record time. I was a little disappointed when I didn't see Jerome's car; I guess I was expecting him to be waiting for me, but I reminded myself that wasn't really his style as he tended to make me wait for him. I went inside, set the contract on my coffee table with my purse, and went to freshen up some in the bathroom. When I returned, I noticed my phone had a message and it was from Jerome.
"I'm heading over to your house now slut. I expect you to be waiting for me in nothing but heels and your collar. You will wait on your knees in front of the door, with your hands clasped behind you, and the contract laid out in front of you."
I instantly peel off my dress, and run off to my room to retrieve my collar. Returning to my living room, I take my place on my knees after fastening the collar around my neck. I set the contract in front of me on the floor, and then wait for his arrival. It is an agonizingly long wait, but I do not falter or break position. I simply remain kneeling and quiet for him to show up. After an eternity, my door opens and he walks in with a beaming smile on his face. I see that he is holding some sort of bag, and is dressed in slacks and a button down shirt with a tie. He says nothing as he enters, and closes the door behind him. Walking past me he sets the bag down on the coffee table and retrieves my phone. Returning to stand in front of me, he holds up my phone before he finally begins to speak.
"Hello again slut, how are you doing today?"
"Hello Daddy, I am doing well. I am eager to please you."
"Of course you are slut, but what is lying in front of you?"
"It is the 'Black Cock Slut Contract for White Females' Daddy."
"Oh I see. Have you read it over and seen what it says?"
"Yes Daddy I have."
"Why don't you go ahead and read it again slut; this time do it aloud while I film it."
"Yes Daddy."
So I lifted up the document, and began to read it aloud. I felt very naughty reading it, and my body shook with the idea of possibly signing it myself. Also, the fact that he was filming me reading the contract added to my feeling of humiliation. When I finished reading the contract he began to ask me further questions.
"Well slut, are you planning on signing this contract?"
"Yes Daddy, I believe I am."
"Who will be listed as your owner Slut?"
"Oh Daddy, I was hoping you would be. That would make me so happy."
"I'll be your owner slut, go ahead and get a pen so we can make it official."
I scampered off to retrieve a pen, and made a quick return to my position on my knees in front of the contract on the floor. Before Jerome indicated I was to go ahead and sign, I watched as he went over to the bag he had brought with him and opened it up. From the bag he pulled out a stamp, and a ledger book. I looked to him with curiosity.
"Oh you didn't know I am a certified Notary Public? I told I was going to make this thing official, so what better way than to notarize it. Now if you would go ahead and fill in the information you need to provide and then sign it where it states to sign."
I said nothing, but rather I leaned down to the contract and began to fill it in. I had to write my full name at the top in the space provided, and then all of the info below the signature line; my name, phone number, address, email, age, occupation information, and supervisor's name. Once I completed all the required fields, Jerome signaled for me to hand him the pen, and I watched as he wrote in his name where it indicated Owner before returning the pen to me. He then told me I was to sign and date on the line. Upon my completion of the task, he took over and made the process as legitimate as possible by going through the process of notarizing the contract. By all intents and purposes, the contact was now a legally binding document. Jerome collected the legal contract off the floor and handed it to me. He also went off and retrieved my driver's license that he also handed to me before instructing me some more.
"Okay slut it is official. There is now a legal document that states what you are. Why don't you hold it up along with your license, and tell the camera who and what you are?"
"Hello, my name is Addison Bell, and I am legally a Black Cock Slut."
"Perfect," he replied before he finished the video, and then had me pose for a few pictures while holding the contract and my license.
To be continued...



        Cynthia's Submission Ch. 22

        Cynthia and Miss Bell get drinks.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cynthias-submission-ch-22

Title: Cynthia's Submission Ch. 22

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: Cynthia and Miss Bell get drinks.

Tags: school, wine, lesbian, pussy, nude, tasks, teacher, black cock, submissive, master

Series: Cynthia's Submission


Thank you for reading my stories, and I am sorry if the wait between chapters is longer than you would like. I am doing my best, and promise to keep writing them as long as the response to them is positive. As always, rating and commenting on the stories are greatly appreciated, and if you would like to make suggestions as to possible scenarios you like to see my characters attempt, please fire them at me
Also, this story may not include quite the amount of sexual interaction as some of the previous stories in the series as it is hopefully more effectively set things up for spicier future chapters. This is meant to set up future crossover of characters from my Lesson Plan series and this one. If you have not read my Lesson Plan series, you may want to check them out, but it is necessary to continue enjoying this series. Also, those of you are faithful readers of all my stories, you may have notice that there is just a bit of crossover already with my Lesson Plan series, and the "Getting Caught Up" one off I wrote. Please enjoy.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
After the coincidental witnessing of a fellow teacher getting a good ass fucking from an unknown black man a few weeks ago, the vivid image would not leave my memory bank. As it seemed, could Sage get the thought out of her head as she would consistently bring it up during our many meetings together since. I got the sense that she was trying to figure a way in which either she could get me and Miss Bell together, or have me be used in a similar fashion by a black man. To be honest, either scenario did a great job of getting me absolutely horny when thinking about them. However, for now it was all just fantasy, and I was very much still getting more than I could handle from Sage.
Over the last few weeks, our relationship had continued as it had; with me serving her in any manner she felt fit. I spent much of my time nude and in her service; getting fucked and used. More and more she was getting riskier with her tasks for me at school, and with each one I continued down my path of submission. She made sure to keep things fresh and never routine. Sometimes I was to be her puppy slut, and at other times she added back in piss play. The only constant was that I was hers to do with as she pleased. However, with the new knowledge of Miss Bell in her mind it became more and more evident that she was scheming something that involved her.
Often times when she would be fucking me with a strap on, it would be black and she would ask me if I felt like Miss Bell getting pounded by a thick black cock. I of course would moan back indicating that I did, and the image of Miss Bell bent over her desk would flood back to the forefront of my mind. Other times, she would ask me if I thought Miss Bell would like getting her pussy licked, often when I was licking hers. All of her questions and suggestions about Miss Bell only made me begin to desire something to happen, or for Sage to set some in motion with the other teacher. I wasn't sure how or when she would, but I did know she was planning something.
It was on a Friday morning, just after Sage had finished fucking my ass with a huge strap on, that she finally initiated what would be step one of a plan for me and Miss Bell. I was getting dressed in a very minimal sundress she had provided me for the school day, when she almost nonchalantly indicated to me that I was to ask Miss Bell out for drinks that night. The order caught me somewhat off guard, and I asked her what I should give as for a reason for inviting her out to drinks. Sage told me I could manage to figure something out, but that I was to do my best to make sure Miss Bell accepted my invitation. I nodded my understanding, and upon receiving it, Sage exited my room.
Miss Bell, Addison, and I were friendly. We talked occasionally whenever we would pass in the halls or see each other in lounge. I wouldn't say we were close, as we never talked outside of school, but we were certainly friendly. This of course meant it would be a bit strange for me to ask her out of the blue to meet up for drinks. I would have to give her some reason as to why, and hope she would take the bait. The best way I decided was to actively seek her out throughout the day, and initiate conversation all while dropping hints about going out. I started right away by heading over to her classroom before first period was to start. I figured I would come up with a simple excuse like needed paper or something to validate my impromptu popping in of her room. From there I would begin the subtle laying of hints for needing to get drinks after school. As I approached her class, I took a moment to collect my thoughts outside of her door before going in.
"Good morning Addison, I was hoping you could help me out. Oh don't you look very sexy today?"
Miss Bell was wearing a very pretty wrap around dress, green in color that accented her red hair. She was also wearing a pair of matching green heels to compliment the dress. She was facing away from me when I entered, writing on her white board, so I got a good view of her rear end which looked nearly perfect and if I was not mistaken very much panty line free. When I greeted her she turned to respond.
"Oh hey, thank you; a girl can try right? What can a help you with?"
"I just realized I am out of paper, and I need to print some things out for my first period class. I was hoping you may have some I could use."
"Of course, let me get it for you."
I watched as she moved over to her desk and retrieved the paper. While she was doing so I started the small chat in which I hoped would lay the groundwork for her accepting my offer to get drinks later.
"It has just been that kind of week I guess. You know the kind that when it is over you could use a good stiff drink or two?"
"Don't I know it? I feel like most weeks are a stiff drink kind of week. The life of a teacher, am I right?"
"Yeah I guess so, but I think this week may be deserving more than any other. Anyway, thank you for the paper; I must get those documents printed. See you later Miss Bell."
"No problem and just remember it is Friday. You have the whole weekend to recover from the week."
I laughed a friendly laughed and waved as I exited her room. The interaction was casual, but was all part of my plan. If I was going to get her out for drinks, I would have to play it just right. Back in my own room, I set the paper I borrowed from Miss Bell on my desk, and then got things ready for class. The bell rang and I was soon wrapped up in teaching to worry too much about Miss Bell or Sage. However, once I was able to get my students started on their assignment, I retreated to my desk and initiated the next step in my plan. I pulled open the school email program on my computer and set to sending Addison an email thanking her again for her kindness earlier. What I sent off went as follows:
"Hey, I just wanted to thank you again for lending me that paper this morning; you really saved my butt. It really has been quite the demanding week, but like you said TGIF. TGIF? Hey doesn't that place have a bar? There's a thought. Anyways, thanks again. If you ever need anything in return, I would happily oblige."
Again, I was hoping for the subtleness of it to have the impact of getting her to start thinking about drinks after a long day at school. It was a slow build up, but one I felt would be very effective.
Between second and third periods, I made my way to the teacher's lounge, knowing I would have to pass by Miss Bell's room to do so. I wanted to add water to the seed I planted in her head about getting drinks, and I figured a quick fly by comment or conversation would do just that. She was standing by her door greeting her students as they came into class when I approached her.
"There is my morning savior. Again, I must thank you."
"No problem, I know how it is sometimes. Some days things get crazy."
"Yeah, but like you said, at least it is Friday. Not for nothing, I am really thinking about treating myself to some drinks after school. If you're interested, I could always use some company."
"Oh I don't know, it does sound fun. I will have to see how the rest of my day goes."
"Okay, no big deal; I'll check back with you later then."
I proceeded to the lounge after my brief conversation with Miss Bell, and felt pretty confident that she would be joining me for drinks after school; Sage will be proud of me. Speaking of which, my next classes went off without a hitch, and soon it was time for Sage's class. After only moments into the class she texted me to ask about Miss Bell. I indicated that I believed things seemed likely for her joining me for drinks. Sage seemed pleased to hear so, and then transitioned into more intimate texting.
"I want you to slip your arms out of the shoulder straps of your dress right now slut. It shouldn't slip down as you are sitting and it is tight enough on top."
"Yes Mistress."
Considering my mind had been on Miss Bell most of the morning, I hadn't taken the appropriate time to mentally prepare for Sage's possible lunchtime activities. I glanced around the room at my engaged and working students before I slowly began to slip my arms out of the thin straps of the dress. It felt so daring to be doing so during school, and I wondered how much further she would have me go before the period ended. She was right of course about the dress no slipping down. Because I was sitting and the top portion of the dress was tighter, it didn't fall down. However, I figured it was just preparation to allow for it to come off quicker and easier. I remained in my seat behind my desk, just waiting for the next set of instructions. Ten minutes later, my phone lit up, and I no longer had to wait.
"Okay slut, class is nearly done so why don't you go ahead and pull your dress down some? Pull it just to the edge of your nipples; really show off what little cleavage you have."
"Yes Mistress."
Tentatively, I tugged down on my dress to reveal more of my chest. I don't have large breasts, but with my dress pulled down so low, I was threatening to spill out of it. I was living dangerously, but none of my students other than Sage seemed to take notice. My only hope was that with only ten minutes left in class, Sage would not have me proceed to take it any lower until after the dismissal bell. However, with just a minute left in class, and all my students packed up and ready to go, Sage texted me once more.
"When the bell rings you are to stand up, but your dress will 'accidentally' get pulled down. If you don't make a big scene, I'm sure no one will notice your tits flopping out."
I didn't respond, but instead looked to Sage who of course was not even paying attention to me. Pulling my dress down while my class was still present, even if they would be leaving, was a very risky play. However, I knew it wouldn't be so risky that I wouldn't do it and upset my Mistress. I quickly prepared myself for the accident by bunch up a length of the dress under the heels of my shoes. That way when I would go to stand the dress would only go with me so far, and then be restricted and pulled down. Because I was rushed to get prepared before the bell rang, I wasn't able to figure a good amount to tuck under my heels. I had to just guess at an appropriate amount.
The bell rang, and as it finished I began to stand just like my students. Just as I planned I was only able to stand up so far before the dress became taut with resistance. I was only halfway standing when the slack of my dress was pulled tight, and I knew standing all the way up would lead to becoming exposed. This of course was Sage's order, so I continued to stand straight and the dress pulled down my body exposing my chest in a flash. What I wasn't prepared for though was that my dress continued to get pulled down and over my ass which meant once I was standing upright the dress had no other option but to fall to the floor. In an instant I was standing naked in my classroom. I of course recoiled at the exposure, and sunk back down to cover myself. A few of my students noticed my predicament, but because it happened so fast, they didn't seem to know what to do or say. They just stood staring blankly at me for a moment.
One of them broke the silence by asking if I was okay, and I meekly replied that I was fine and that it seemed my dress got snagged. They seemed to buy it, but didn't make a move to leave so I indicated that it would be best if they left so I could correct mishap. This urging kicked their minds in gear, and they each apologized before leaving me to attend to myself in the room. Once alone, I instinctively reached to pull on my dress, but then stopped as I realized Sage never mentioned that I was to redress. So, I sat back and waited to see if Sage would return. Fortunately, it wasn't more than two minutes later that Sage came back into my room.
"Very well done slut; it looked like a total accident that you got completely nude in class. I'm sure that nobody will believe the students who saw you, but that won't keep them from telling everyone. Now come over here and stand by your door."
I quickly rose to my feet and scampered over to Sage to stand where indicated. She turned me so I was facing my door, and then began to slip her fingers into my nearly always aroused pussy. She started with one finger at first while she asked me questions.
"So, do you really think Miss Bell wants to join you for drinks?"
"Yes Mistress, I think she does, but she may need a bit more convincing."
"If she goes out with you, do you think you can get her to talk about her black fuck partner?"
She inserted a second finger as I began to respond, "Ungh, I might be able to Mistress. Do you want me too?"
"Yes, I think that would be great if she opened up to you. If it helps, I want you to be open and honest with her as well. You can explain how you have been naughty at school too. Just maybe leave out the bit about me being a student. What do you think slut? Can you do that?"
"Yes Mistress."
As she asked her next question, she also slipped in another finger into my dripping box. "Well you tell her about how you love being naked at school?"
"Yes Mistress."
"How about how you just love perform naughty tasks for your mistress at school?"
"Yes Mistress, I'll tell her that."
"Tell who slut?"
"I'll tell Miss Bell how I love performing naughty tasks for you at school Mistress."
Another finger and another question. "What if Miss Bell asks what type of tasks you perform, what will you tell her then?"
Almost in a pant I reply, "I'll tell Miss Bell how I enjoy going down on you in my classroom."
"That's good slut. What if she then becomes interested to the point that she wants you to go down on her, would you do that slut?"
"Oh yes Mistress."
Pumping her hand faster she asks, "So you want to go down on Miss Bell and taste her little pussy?"
"Yes Mistress, oh god yes."
Without warning Sage pulled her hand away from my sex, and left me quivering on the verge of an orgasm. She then moved over to my desk and picked up my dress before speaking to me again.
"Well slut, I hope for your sake Miss Bell does agree to go out with you tonight, and that it leads to more, because that will be the only way you get to orgasm this weekend. Go ahead and get redressed, and make sure to text me once you know for sure if she is in or out. I am going to go home and won't be back for any afterschool fun. Hopefully, you will get your fill with Miss Bell."
Sage left while I pulled my dress back on, and I already had my gears churning as to how to make sure Miss Bell came out with me. Looking to the clock, I saw that there was still ten minutes left for lunch so I decided to head back to the teacher's lounge to hopefully bump into Miss Bell again. I wanted it to be a fly by meeting, and not look as if I was pestering her. Popping into the lounge, I scanned the room but did not see her sitting and eating with any of the other teachers. I decided to freshen myself up in the ladies room, and just so happened to nearly run into Miss Bell as she was coming out. We both laughed at our almost crash, and then exchanged pleasantries as we passed. I quickly used the facilities and washed up some before leaving to head back to my room. On my way back I passed Miss Bell once again in the hall, and she surprised me with the conversation she started up.
"Hey Ms. Watts, I have been thinking about your suggestion earlier, and was wondering if it was still on the table?"
"Oh you mean about drinks. Yeah, I'm always up for some good company while out. So does that mean you are in?"
"Yes, I'm in. I just had to clear my schedule is all, but I think it would be fun. Where do you want to meet?"
"How about we meet at that new wine bar on main, at let's say 7?"
"Okay that sounds perfect, I will see you there."
"Great, I'll be looking forward to it. See you later."
Ending our conversation, I hurried back to my room to text Sage the good news. As I typed my message, I could feel my damp pussy become even slicker from the mere idea of going out with Miss Bell. Sage replied promptly telling me that was great news, and that she would call me later with further instructions. She also stated that I was to go straight home after school. I was as giddy as a schoolgirl with the wonderful thoughts and ideas of what the night held flowing through my head. I only wished I could make the clock move faster so I wouldn't have to wait so long.
My last classes of the day seemed to drag by as things often do when you are eagerly waiting to do something else. I kept checking the clock as if it would just miraculously start spinning faster and I could at least end my school day. It was almost more than I could bear, having to wait so long for my day to be done. Thankfully, the final dismissal bell rang out, and I was at long last able to at least take my waiting to the comforts of my own home; where at which I could be naked and think about the endless possibilities of my night. When I did arrive home, I wasted no time stripping off the sundress I was wearing, and was very soon nude in my bedroom. It was at that point in which I realized I still had quite a bit of a wait on my hands. Delightedly however, Sage called me just after my arrival and had some interesting instructions for me and my evening.
"I assume you're home now slut."
"Yes Mistress, I am home."
"Good, because you have just about five hours until your evening out with Miss Bell, and I want you to get yourself put together just right. The first thing you are to do is order in some food so that you won't have to worry about eating while out. Of course you will receive the food from the delivery person while naked. Once you have finished eating, you are to take a nice hot shower; making sure to shave all hair from the neck down. You will then prepare your ass for the night. I want you to insert your pink plug once you are out of the shower; it will be a constant reminder of what a submissive slut you are while you are out with a colleague. As for what I want you to wear, it will be a dress. In fact it will be a very nice dress, and very sexy. In your closet you have a pink fit and flare dress that I bought for you awhile back; I think it would be perfect for tonight. You will pair the dress with a pair of your black stiletto heels, the higher the better. Of course I do not want you wearing any kind of underwear at all tonight so your wardrobe will be just the dress and heels. Also, you will only bring a small black clutch with you to hold your I.D., credit card, and phone. You will not need your keys, as you will request an UBER car to and from the bar. As for makeup, just do a simple job; nothing too whorish. Is this all understood my slut?"



"Yes Mistress."
"Excellent, for tonight it your task to see if can get your mouth on Miss Bell's pussy. I want you looking as irresistible as possible. Remember, I expect you to bring up her fuck session with the black guy, and to be forthright with info about your naughtiness as well. If Miss Bell is the type of woman I expect her to be, you should have no problem getting her to allow you to munch her cookie. Who knows, it may even escalate to even further debauchery. Of course, I expect you to let me know how your night goes as soon as you can. Am I clear slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
"I know you will do me proud slut. I will be expecting your texts later. Take your time to properly prepare slut. Later."
"Bye Mistress."
If I wasn't already teetering on the edge of downright ravenous arousal, I was after that phone conversation with my Mistress. She made it abundantly clear that she expected me to hook up with Miss Bell, and to be honest I was hoping for myself that I would be able to make that happen. Figuring I better focus on getting ready as Sage had detailed, or I would risk the chance of just playing with myself for the entire evening, I dialed up a local pizza shop to order delivery. I was told it would be about thirty minutes, so I decided to lay out what I was to wear while I waited. The dress instructed I wear, was in fact a very pretty and sexual dress. It had a fitted top, and a flared out skirt portion. The top portion had a high neckline in a halter style, but was backless. As for the lower half, it certainly was a flared skirt, and quite short at that. Just standing in it I would have to be careful what would be showing. Also, the fact that it was a rich pink color would be sure to get the attention of others.
I chose a pair of ankle strap leather heels, with a 5 inch high heel. They would pair perfectly with the small leather clutch I was to bring, and accent the rich pink of the dress. Without a doubt I would looked dolled up, especially as I was planning on a natural look for my makeup, with just a pop of color on my lips. I had a luscious pink colored lipstick that would be just perfect.
Just as I was laying out the last item of my outfit, the pink butt plug, my doorbell rang. My pizza had arrived, so I quickly walked over to answer the door. Even though I was naked, I was too excited about the possibilities the night held for me to be nervous about showing off to a delivery boy. He on the other hand, was shocked beyond belief when I casually opened the door to accept the pizza from him in my birthday suit. Thankfully, I knew a twenty would cover the food, and give him a good tip, so I didn't have to make him speak. That would have required him picking his jaw up off the floor. I thanked him after handing him the cash, and then closed the door to eat. I'm sure the sound of the door shutting finally knocked him out of his daze and he was able to return to work, just with a little more rigidity than before.
I forced myself to take my time to eat, and managed to have three slices before I box up the rest to put into my fridge for leftovers. Satisfied that I had eaten, I went into my bathroom to start the shower, and began to gather up some supplies. This shower was going to be somewhat of an event, as I wanted to make sure I was clean as possible, and smelt wonderfully. I pulled out my fancy soaps, and made sure to put on a new razor blade to get the closest shave I could. All in all, I spent about forty five minutes under the wonderful hot streams of the shower, as I pampered myself. Quickly drying with a towel, I took extra time and care to apply very fragrant lotion onto every square inch of my body. I wanted my skin to feel as smooth as silk, and smell as good as a new spring day. Once I was satisfied, I walked naked into my bedroom, and began the process of inserted the rubber pug into my ass. It was medium sized plug, and I had to use a good amount of lube to allow it to easily slide home. Once it was in, I felt insatiably horny, and my pussy threatened to gush its arousal onto my thighs. I looked to the clock and saw that I still had a couple of hours until my night would begin, so I decided to remain nude while I fixed up the little bit of hair I had, and applied my makeup.
When I finished, looking at myself in the mirror, I looked like a stunning college babe that was ready to take on the world. I was very impressed with just how sexual I looked, not even considering the fact that I was naked. I just felt I gave of the aura of sexuality, and I hoped I was right as I wanted that to be how Miss Bell perceived me as well. Skipping over to my bed I picked up the dress and slipped it on. It fit me just like it should, and because it was backless and very short, a lot of my smooth skin was on display. Next, I strapped on the sexy heels before checking myself out in the mirror again. What stood looking back at me, was a vixen of a sex cat. I twirled around to look at myself at all sides, and was happy when the flare of my dress rose up to expose my shaved slit. Feeling even naughtier, I turned to face away from the mirror, and then bent at the waist. What I could see in the mirror was the skirt of my dress would rise up and clearly expose my wet pussy, and plugged up ass. The night was unquestionably going to be a fun one.
I took the remainder of my time to put together the things I was to take with me in the clutch, and also requested an UBER car to come and pick me up. As I waited for my ride, I was nervously bouncing around my house like a giddy school girl on prom night. Finally, after my long wait, and comprehensive preparation it was time to leave. I strolled out of my house with all the confidence of the world, and knew immediately that my driver was out of his mind checking me out. Getting into the back seat I greeted him hello, and he drove off to the destination. I could see him constantly adjust his mirror to better look at me, and I just smiled as I pretended not to notice. When we arrived after the short trip, he surprised me by getting out and opening my door. I knew what he hoped to see, so I didn't disappoint, and may have even surprised him back when I got out of the car making sure to spread my legs open giving him an unobstructed view up my dress. His eyes bugged out, and when he tried to speak after I thanked him for the ride, he could do nothing else but stammer like a blubbering buffoon.
Walking into the wine bar, the few people near the door took notice of me right away, but as this was a classier place, they soon went back to whatever they had been doing before. I was a little early, so I decided to cozy up to a spot at the bar to wait for Miss Bell. A server came up to me and handed me a wine list once I settled in, and I ordered a reasonably priced red to drink while I waited. When my drink arrived, I began to scan the room and take note of who was around. I did not recognize anyone, and I was hopeful that would stay the case as the night went on. I didn't want the chance of being interrupted during my time with Miss Bell to impact the plan to get frisky with her. If that was to happen, I felt my best chance would be if we were able to enjoy ourselves, and have a few drinks without distractions.
I was halfway done with my first glass of wine when Miss Bell arrived just after seven. She quickly spotted me at the bar, and came over to greet me. I watched as she walked over towards me, and was thrilled to see that she too decided to get dolled up. She was wearing a simple red, bodycon style tank dress that only came down to her upper thighs. A lot of her skin was on display, and from how form fitting her dress was, I could tell she wasn't wearing a bra. Her heels almost matched the ones I was wearing, except they were more a sandal style. If I hadn't already been into the idea of hooking up with her, I would have from the way she was dressed.
Hopping off my stool, I greeted her with a hug, and commented on how gorgeous she looked. She thanked me, and replied with a similar compliment on my appearance. We both took up seats on the bar stools, and she was quickly looking over the wine list to get her drink. When she could make up her mind, she decided to just have whatever I was having, at which I told her that she would need to catch up as I was almost done with my first. We both laughed, and she stated that it shouldn't be an issue after the day she had. This piqued my interest, so I asked about it just ask the server brought over her wine.
"Everything seemed fine earlier; did something happen after I last spoke to you?"
"Oh nothing really, just the usual teacher headaches; nothing I haven't dealt with before. It just that since you mentioned getting drinks, I felt like I was just noticing every little thing. I guess I just wanted a chance to cut loose with you."
"I see Miss Bell wanted to have a little fun tonight. Is that why you got dressed up all sexy like?"
"Sometimes a girl just needs to show off am I right? You look like you know what I am talking about, you are practically sex personified the way you are dressed. I love it."
Why thank you. I am glad you approve. To be honest I was a little nervous about what you would think. I'm glad to see that you are digging it."
Our casual conversation continued over another glass of wine. We talked shop, and about the students we hated, and the ones we adored. (I may have dropped Sage's name as one of my "favorite" students.) Basically we were just gossiping and drinking; it was quite liberating to so. When we got our third glass of the night, I noticed a small booth in the corner open up, and I suggested we snatch it up. It was kind of tucked away from everyone else, and had the feeling of being more private. Addison agreed, and we made our way over to it. Once we sat down, I tried to begin steering the conversation into a more sexual direction.
"So Addison, tell me, how has the single life been treating you? Been with any hot guys lately?"
"I could ask you the same question, but it's been rather surprisingly good. At first, right after my divorce, I was having a rough time, but now I've been let's say enjoying myself."
"Oh, you don't say. Please do go on; give me some juicy details."
"Let's just say my sex life is certainly been very active lately."
"You naughty minx. I love it. Isn't the single life the best?"
"Here, here; to the single lady life."
We cheersed our glasses, and both took a healthy gulp. I caught the attention of a server and gestured that we would like another round even though we still had half a glass each. Addison smiled coyly at me when I did so.
"Are you sure we should have another, after all we need to be able to drive home."
"You said it yourself; you wanted to have fun tonight. There is always UBER to give us a ride, and plus I might also being trying to get you drunk so you will tell me some juicy stories of active sex life."
"I see. Who is the naughty minx now?"
"I guessed we both are. To being naughty minxes."
Again we cheersed, and this time managed to empty our glasses. Just as we did, our new ones arrived. It was at that moment that I also decided it was time to push things even further. I could feel the effects of the three glasses of wine, so I was sure she could as well. It seemed to me the most opportune time to just be straight with her, and she where it led.
"So Addison, I have to come clean with you. Confess if you will."
"Ah, very mysterious, please do continue."
"Well the other day I stayed late at school, and I just so happened to have witnessed a moment of your active sex life."
I watched her face grow worried, as she listened and drew a sip from her glass.
"How so?"
"I was leaving and walking past your room when I heard some noises coming from it. Unsure what it was, I decided to poke my head in to investigate."
Again she took another sip of wine, but said nothing else.
"Let me just say it was very hot, and very arousing what I saw."
"Really? What exactly did you see?"
"Just your sexy little self, having sex with a very handsome black man."
"Oh my god, I can't believe you saw that. I am so embarrassed."
Placing my hand on her knee I replied, "Don't be; like I said it was very arousing. In fact I haven't stopped picturing when I'm alone with myself. You have nothing to be ashamed of; you are a single woman with needs."
She took a longer sip from her glass before she spoke again.
"You haven't told anyone have you?"
"Ha, are you kidding me? Why would I do that? If I told on you, I would have to tell on myself for the same behavior."
This caught her off guard some, as her eyes widened in disbelief.
"What? You mean you done it at school too."
"I've done 'it' and a lot more."
Her mouth gaped open, but she said nothing else. We instead sat in silence for a while, drinking our wine, and trying to figure out what to say. A server came over and asked if we needed anything, and we both ordered another glass. It wasn't until our new drinks arrived that our silence was broken. Miss Bell seemed to want further information about what "a lot more" meant.
"Okay, so it seems we both have our secrets when it comes to our personal lives and the school grounds, and I can deal with that. You don't seem to be appalled what you saw, and from the sound of it, may even be a bit more experience in inappropriate school time behavior. What exactly did you mean when you said you have done a lot more at school?"
It was my turn to be a bit apprehensive, but the glasses of wine helped allow me not to clam up and I was able to respond.
"Well, if I'm being honest, I have a mistress/sub relationship with another woman. She has had me perform a variety tasks both at and away from school."
"Are you a lesbian?"
"I wouldn't classify myself as a lesbian. I certainly enjoy my mistress, but I do also love men as well. You could say that I am open to experiences."
"Okay, I can understand that, but what I would like to hear about is these tasks your mistress has you perform. What are they all about?"
Addison began to smile as she questioned me, and I got the sense that she was indeed intrigued by our conversation and that maybe the effects of the wine were having the effect of loosening her up. I figured I would give her a few general tasks Sage has had me perform to see how she reacted.
"Well, she has had me arrive at school naked on multiple occasions, be panty less and braless while at school, she has made me pleasure her, and has pleasured me at school. Basically, I am hers to do with as she desires. Is that weird?"
"No, not at all. Actually, and this might be the wine talking, but I think it sounds pretty hot. So you do whatever she says?"
"Yes. I get such a thrill out of giving myself over to her. In fact, at school today, everything I was wearing and not wearing for that matter was given to me by my mistress."
"Really? Were you wearing underwear today?"
"No, I wasn't wearing underwear today at school, and I still don't have any on."
"Wow! I don't know what to say."
"Oh I'm sure. I heard what you and your friend were saying to each other the other day. From the sound of it, you are all about being his, how did you say it, 'black cock slut'."
Her face reddened at my disclosure, and I could see she was a bit embarrassed. I didn't want to upset her, so instead I took on the role of asking questions.
"So, if I may ask, are you really what you said? Or was that just the heat of the moment?"
She took a moment and a sip of her wine before responding.
"Both. When I am with him, it is just so passionate, and I lose all sense of myself. It's been like that since we met. He even has had me sign a contract in which it states I am his..."
She trailed off, but I pushed her to continue.
"His what?"
Nervously, and quietly, she replied, "his black cock slut."
Chuckling, I replied, "Well would you look at us, just a couple of submissive teachers that get pleasure out of performing for our dominants. Who would have thought it?"
With both our secret lives out in the open, and quite a bit of social lubricant from the wine, we were able to begin openly talking about our kinky sex lives as submissives, and trade off stories back and forth. In a way, I think it was freeing to both of us to be able to confess our behaviors to someone, and let out our inner thoughts on the things we have done. It was a very cathartic experience. After about twenty minutes we were both tipsy, and open laughing at ourselves while also commending each other on our abilities to serve. It was at this point, that I figured it would be most opportune to ask her over to my place while hinting at something more.
"So this has been great, but I was thinking it could be even for fun if we took this over to my house. That way the wine is cheaper, and we would be able to cut loose even more. What do you say?"
"I think that is a great idea, because I certainly want to hear more of the juicy details you have to share."
"Great, then I'll get us a car, and we can get out of here."
We settled up our tab, and I requested another UBER for the ride home. I had the feeling we were most certainly going to be having more fun.
To be continued...
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Addison and I were like giddy little school girls as we were riding to my house in the car I called for us. We were in just the right state of inebriation that our guards were down, but would never have been able to safely drive. From the moment we got into the car, I could tell that Miss Bell was up for some fun, and so it was no surprise to me when she leaned over to me in the back seat and whispered a naughty question into my ear.
"Are you really going commando under your dress?"
I replied nonchalantly, "yes."
"Show me," was her response.
Not one to be a poor sport, and always willing to obey a beautiful woman, I turned in my seat to face her and then casually pulled up the hem of my dress to display my smooth pussy. I only gave her a quick glance though before I turned the tables on her. I leaned in to whisper a question of my own.
"Not that I have shown you mine, won't you show me yours?"
She said nothing, but instead turned to face me and did as I had; pulled up her dress. To my delight she too was without panties, and was also tantalizingly shaved smooth. I gave her a big smile after she pushed her dress back down, and she returned it with a devilish grin.
"It looks like we have another thing in common," I stated, "Who would of thought?"
We both giggled at that, and I could see the driver looking back at us trying his hardest to pay attention to both the road and the two sexy women in his back seat. Unfortunately for him however we soon arrived at my house, and we promptly exited the vehicle; thanking him as we both skipped off to my door. I guided Addison in to my kitchen, and immediately offered her another glass of wine. I didn't want her to lose her buzz as I was really hoping for a crazy fun night. She of course happily accepted, and sat at my bar top island while she watched me get the wine and glasses. While I was getting things together, she stopped me to ask about something she had seen on my fridge.
"Is that you in the picture? The one with the grades."
I looked to my fridge to see what she was referencing, and was startled a bit when I saw the picture in question. It had been there for so long that I had almost forgotten is was there. It was a picture from the start of my servitude with Sage, in which she had graded me on my behavior and performance. The grades were written in black marker on both of my butt cheeks, and in the picture I was on my hands and knees atop my desk posing for the picture. Blushing I replied that it was indeed me.
"So did your mistress take that picture, and was it taken at school?"
"Yes, and yes. It was a few months ago when our relationship was just starting. She graded me on my behavior and performance. The picture is my report card I guess you could say."
Even though we had shared a few stories at the bar, and even showed off a little on the car ride over, her seeing that picture was certainly embarrassing as it was very much exposing of my sexual behavior. Addison however seemed to take it in stride, and even joked with me about it.
"Well it looks like it is something to be proud of; a straight A student."
"Yeah, well I have always been a good student and eager learner," I replied as I handed her a glass of wine.
"Is that so? I wonder what exactly did you have to do to earn such marks."
Figuring there was no reason to lie, I simply responded with the truth.
"Well, to earn my behavior grade, my mistress had me strip down to just my heels during my lunch period while my classroom door was open and then she took my clothes with her when she left. She did return though five minutes before lunch was done to give me my grade and my clothes back."
Addison not seemingly too shocked by my story replied and pushed for more info, "Well that certainly sounds daring. I can only wonder what earned you the A plus for performance."
"For my performance grade, my mistress met me in my room after school let out, had me strip naked, and then eat her out to orgasm in under two minutes. As you can see be the A plus, I did quite well."
With her eyebrows lifting to show a sign of be impressed, Addison continued to direct her questions to learn more about me.
"Oh, I see you are a bit proud of your performance. I wonder if it is indeed worthy of such high marks."
Her statement got me curious so I responded with a leading statement of my own.
"I am certainly proud of my performance, and if you are at all questioning my ability, I would be willing to prove it to you."
Miss Bell took a moment to drink from her glass as she thought over my proposal. I could tell the gears in her head were turning in wonder and curiosity. Eventually, she did respond, and did so in a very authoritative manner; in her teacher voice.
"Okay little miss cocky, if you are willing to be graded on your merits, then I would more than happily test you. Of course, I will expect your utmost attention to my directions, and strict adherence to tasks assigned. Is this understood Miss Watts?"
Taken back a bit by her strict demeanor, I took a moment to collect myself, and also take a swig of wine. As I knew my goal, per Sage's urging, was to get sexual with Miss Bell, I did not expect her to take such a leading role. Maybe she just picked up on my submissive tendencies, and decided she wanted to take control. Whatever the case, I had no problems seeing where it would lead to. So I responded in a very submissive and sultry school girl kind of way.
"Of course Miss Bell; you are the instructor, and I am your willing pupil. Please, tell me how I can earn high marks Miss Bell? I will do anything to prove that I am indeed a good student."
Miss Bell grinned as she listened to me, and then spoke very sternly, "You can start by presenting yourself to your teacher. Take off your dress and let me get a good look at what you have to offer."
"Yes Miss Bell," I replied setting my glass of wine down, and then I pulled the dress I was wearing off. Addison wasn't surprised by my nakedness as I had already told her before that I wasn't wearing panties, but she did seem to appreciate and take note of me being shaved smooth. She had me spin and twist so she could look me all over, but it was when she had me bend over that she got a nice surprise.
"Oh, what do we have here Miss Watts? It looks as though you are plugged; is that what I am seeing?"
A slight blush radiated over my body as I replied, "Yes Miss Bell, I am wearing a butt plug."
"Why do you have a butt plug in Miss Watts?"
"I am wearing a butt plug because my mistress ordered me to wear one tonight while I was out with you. She wanted me to be constantly aroused as I hung out with you."
"I see, so you enjoy the feeling of having your ass filled?"
Even though we had shared so much this evening, I still felt slightly embarrassed answering the question honestly.
"Yes."
"That is good to know Miss Watts. I might just have to see how true that is when it comes time to grade you on your performance, but for now I need to focus on your behavior grade. You have complied very well so far, but to earn a high mark I want to push you a bit further. Does your mistress often have you wear a collar and leash?"
Again, my body blushed with embarrassment, but I replied truthfully, "Yes she does."
"That's what I figured. Do you have a collar and leash here?"
"Yes."
"Very good. If you may, would you be so kind as to retrieve them for me?"
"Right away Miss Bell."
I scurried off to my bedroom to retrieve the requested items. While I was doing so, I began to wonder what she intended to do with them, and what she meant by pushing me a bit further. It sounded devilishly erotic to me, but I would only find out if I continued to follow her directions. Almost giddily, I returned with the items to find her in the living room waiting for me. She had her glass of wine in her hands, as well as mine. Upon my entering the room she spoke.
"I'll take those while you finish your wine."
Her hand reached out to hand me my glass, and then took ahold of the collar and leash. She watched me intently as I gulped down the remaining wine in my glass, and once I had finished she spoke again.
"Very good Miss Watts, now let's get your collar and leash on, as I want to take you on a walk."
She proceeded to apply the collar around my neck, and attach the leash to the ring on the collar. Without being asked, I instinctively dropped to my hands and knees as I figured that was how she expected to take me for a walk. She smiled at my positioning, and then began to lead me around the living room with the leash while holding her wine. We stopped after one complete lap around the living room, and were in front of my front door when she began to speak once again.
"So far you have behaved very well Miss Watts, and have taken to my tasks without trouble. However, as I stated earlier, I want to push you further to see just how willing you are to behave and earn a good grade. So with that in mind, let us continue our walk outside, and take a casual stroll through your neighborhood. Do you think you can handle that Miss Watts?"
For whatever reason, I didn't balk at her idea. My submissive side was out in full force and I was willing to allow my co-worker to control me how she felt necessary. The one thing I was thankful for was that it was quite late at night, so my embarrassing nude walk while being led on a leash would most likely go unseen by my neighbors. My response to her question indicated as much.
"Yes Miss Bell, I believe I can. I would love for you to take me on a walk around the neighborhood. I want to earn the best possible behavior grade I can. I guess I am just a teacher's pet in that sense."
My double entendre was not lost on Addison as she smirked at me before reaching out to open the door. She stepped confidently out into the cool night air, and I followed behind her just as confidently. The air felt amazing on my bare skin, and it may have been the alcohol, but I felt a strong euphoric feeling raging through me as she led us down to the sidewalk and began to head away from my house. With each step we took further away, the more aroused I became, and the more I wondered just how long our walk would be. I wasn't concerned, but I was hoping to work on my performance grade sooner rather than later and could only imagine what Addison had planned for that.
"Isn't it a nice night for a walk? I don't think I do this enough; take late night strolls to enjoy the cool night air. I can only imagine what it is like for you. Maybe I will let my black owner know about it, and that way I might get to experience it."
Addison just sort of rambled on as she led me further and further away from my home. Occasionally she would stop and take a drink from her glass that she carried with her, but mostly she just led us on our around the neighborhood. Eventually though she did stop all together under a street light. She pulled out her phone from the top of her dress, and explained why we had stopped.
"I think this would be a great place to take a few souvenir photos of our night walk. Go ahead pose over there under the light."
I crawled over to the spot she indicated, and then while remaining on my hands and knees, posed for her as she took a picture with her phone and held the leash.
"Good, now stand up and put your hands on your hips."
Again, I took her direction and assumed the pose as she captured it with her phone. She took a couple more pictures before she grabbed ahold of the leash and began to lead us back towards my house. On our journey back she allowed me to walk normally, but asked me a series of questions to uncover more about my relationship with my mistress.
"So, have you ever done anything like this for your Mistress," she asked.
"Yes. She has often had me perform outside in the nude," I replied.
"Give me an example of something that was really daring."
"Well, one time she had me walk home from a nearby park wearing only a pair of heels and with my hands cuffed behind me. Oh, and it was early evening when I did that as well."
"Wow that sounds extremely daring. Does she often take pictures of you being submissive like I did earlier?"
"Yes she does. It is actually a regular occurrence when I am with her. She always either taking pictures of me, or recording me submitting to her and doing her bidding."
"Really? Doesn't it scare that she has all of that evidence of you behaving so naughtily? Aren't you afraid she will show it to others?"
"Not really. I trust her to act in my best interest, and I know she enjoys capturing my behavior on camera so that we can both have a digital record my naughtiness to reference from time to time. But, the risk of her showing others, or others finding the images or videos, sometimes is added into the tasks and experiences."
"I see, so do you trust me? I mean I now have very damning pictures of you. How do you know I won't show them off to everyone at school?"
"I don't know that, but I do trust you. I mean you have divulged quite a bit about your sexual proclivities, so I'm sure there may be things out there that would be interesting to others as well."
"That is true, and you are right to trust me. I would never do anything to risk exposing your secret life outside of school; which just so happens to also take place often in school."
"Thank you."
"You're welcome, but let's step back a bit. I want to know more about how the risk of others seeing the pictures is added into the tasks your mistress has had you complete. Give me an example."
"Okay, well there was one time in which she dropped me off at a strip mall, and had me perform different tasks at the different stores in the strip. Each task not only included me behaving in some naughty way, but also leaving behind a picture of myself in a compromising situation for someone to find. None of the pictures showed my identity completely, but each had some aspect of my identity visible; my mouth, me posing in front of a landmark, or me posing inside my classroom. Another example would be just recently my mistress had me mail an image of myself naked and kneeling to a local barber shop. The only thing concealing my identity was a blindfold."
"I must say, that is very daring and extremely erotic. Aren't you nervous that others may be able to put it together who you are, or just simply that people you don't know have seen you naked?"
"Maybe I was in the beginning, but now it is no big deal because I know that my mistress gets enjoyment out of it and that is all that matters to me. Plus, I have a blog in which I post similar images and videos along with descriptions of the events all the time. I'm sure many people have now seen me in very compromising positions, but that only adds to the thrill of it all."
"You will certainly have to give me the link to your blog, but that will have to wait since we are back at your house and I need to grade you on your behavior and administer your performance assessment."
We had walked for quite a while, but the whole time we were out, no one noticed us and I had an excellent time. As we reentered my house, Miss Bell removed the leash before handing me her glass to take into the kitchen. Upon my return to the living room she instructed I get atop my coffee table and present myself as I had in my picture on the fridge so she could give me a grade. I took my position, and saw that she had found a large permanent black marker and was ready to give me my mark. Just as Sage had many months earlier, Miss Bell began to write onto my butt cheek. When she finished, she indicated that she had rewarded me with an "A+" in behavior, as I was such a perfect little teacher's pet. Once I was graded on my behavior, she had me get down and began to explain what I would be doing for my performance grade.
"Okay, since you behaved so well I figured I would grade your performance in the same vain as your mistress had. I am going to let you go down on me, and it will be your job to get me off in less than two minutes. I must warn you though; you will be the first woman who has ever gone down on me so it may be a bit weird for me. "
Miss Bell then took a seat on my couch, and bunch up her dress to display her very pretty pussy. Once she was positioned, I dropped back down to my hands and knees, and crawled over to her; speaking once I reached her.
"May I begin Miss Bell?"
Her reply was simple, "You may."
My face dove in, and I began the wonderful yet completely unreal experience of eating out a colleague of mine, that until this night I hadn't ever hung out with outside of school events. None of that matter however, as I wanted to my best work to ensure I received another high mark from her. I was determined to get her off as fast as possible. No trick of the tongue was left out; I was pulling no punches to guarantee she orgasmed in less than two minutes. It didn't matter to me that I was the first woman to taste her sweet lower lips, I knew from experience that none of that matter as long as an experienced tongue was at work.
To my surprise and delight, not more than thirty seconds after touching my lips to hers, Miss Bell exploded with a powerful climax. Her body shook and quivered with the blissful feelings of her orgasm, and I continued to gingerly lick her until she finally could take no more and had to push my face away. Because of the suddenness of it, I sensed that she had been building it up all night, if not longer. I sat back on my heels and watched as she came down from her euphoric high. She slowly sunk into my couch like a puddle of joy, as I sat smiling from ear to ear with delight for my accomplishment and for knowing that I was able to make her feel so good.
Her recovery from the orgasm seemed to take longer than the process of achieving it, but once she was finally settled she opened her eyes and smiled back at me. I said nothing, but instead reached out to hand her the marker, and then turned around to present my ass to her for my final grade of the evening. She emphatically wrote out "A+" on my empty cheek before reaching down and sliding a finger into my dripping snatch.
For the rest of the night we spent our time enjoying one another, and experiencing the passion of our new found form of stress relief for teachers. It was a wild night, and one I don't think I would have ever thought possible. If it wasn't for Sage, there would be no way any of the events of the night would have occurred, and for that I am thankful. Sage has opened up my world to endless possibilities and experiences; all of which I am so proud to be able to meet.
Miss Bell stayed until the early hours of the morning, once we were both exhausted. I called her an UBER car to get her home, and even gave her a change of clothes to wear so she didn't feel like she would have to do the walk of shame. When we said our goodbyes, we both expressed that we didn't want the events of the night to change anything between us, and that we didn't want things to get weird. I was hopeful that we would be able to hold true to our wants, as I didn't mind possibly having an encounter very similar in the future.
Once she left, I dutifully called up Sage to recount the evening to her. She was very happy to hear my story, and was pleased that I was able to uncover more info about Miss Bell and her black lover. She also reminded me to blog about the night, and if I could, add some of the pictures; at least of my grades. I told her I would most certainly do so, but that I would need to sleep first. Sage agreed, and also told me that I would have the remainder of the weekend to myself. She would however expect me at school on Monday at our normal meeting time. Having a free weekend would be nice, but I still felt the urge to serve my Mistress even when she wasn't around so I knew I would be pushing myself to behave accordingly.
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My name is Wendy, and this is the story of how I stepped out on my marriage, and fell hard for a black man. Let me start by first giving some background about myself. I am a 40 year old mother and wife. Currently I am still married, going on 19 years, to a wonderful husband who is unaware of my promiscuity. My daughter is 18 years old, and a senior in high school, which upon reflection may be the reason I got into my current situation.
I was thinking about how sad it will be to see my daughter go off to college and become a full fledged adult, and that caused me to begin thinking about my young adult life before having a family. I began thinking about the things I use to do, and the things I always wanted to do but never got the chance too. When I was younger, and heck even now until recently, I have always been a little hesitant to seek out adventure. It is because of this personality trait, that as I reflected on my past, I started to wonder if I had missed out; if I had really had a good time when I had the chance.
This thought processes fogged my head for days and days. I had no idea how to shake it, or to get over the idea that I missed out on youthful experiences. I wanted to go back and push myself to try new things, and meet different people. However, being realistic, I knew that was not possible. I was a housewife, and stay at home mom; there was nothing I could see that would allow me to change that. Unexpectedly though, the universe seemed to step in and help me reshape my life.
It happened during an impromptu visiting of my bank. I had misplaced my debit card, and was looking to get a new one. After waiting for a banker to assist me, I shook hands with the man that would change my life forever. His name was Jerome, and I immediately came to the conclusion that he is the most gorgeous black man I had ever seen. He is tall and muscular, has a shaved bald head, and a smile that can light up a room while at the same time melt the heart of any woman.
As he assisted me with my problem, I was constantly flustered being around him. I have no way of explaining it, but he just seemed to exude an aura of power and control. I felt very defenseless around him, and almost in a weird way servile to him. I kept apologizing to him for the fact that I was forgetful enough to misplace my debit, and he just assured me that it wasn't an issue and that he would take care of me. The way he said he would take care of me hinted at something deeper than just with my card, but also all of me.
I'm sure that to anyone looking on from the outside it would have just been a simple interaction between a customer and a bank representative, but to me it was an electric moment. However, Jerome was the perfect gentleman, and dutiful worker. He took care of my issue, and handed me a replacement card after just a few minutes from when he first shook my hand. It felt silly being so impacted by such a short meeting, but I couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to it than just a simple banking transaction.
The weight of the encounter stayed with me, and I kept trying to process why I was reading so into a brief encounter. It wasn't until I stopped off a local coffee shop to get a latte that I realized I was wrong about Jerome and his signals. As I pulled my new debit card out to pay for my drink, I noticed that it had something stuck to the back side of it. What I found was a small sticky note with a phone number and the message, "Call Me" written on it. Instantly I knew it was from Jerome; he was the only other person to have touched the card. My stomach flipped with excitement, and then fluttered with anxiety as to what to do with the number.
I wasn't usually the type of woman that got flirted with or hit on so openly. Standing at five feet tall, and having a slightly curvy body, most often I am looked past by men. I have what many men in my past have called a cute look. My hair, auburn brown, is about chin length and slightly wavy. My breasts are an average size, 32B, and my curves are flattering; especially my butt. Basically, I'm your typical short, cute, mom. Not the type that men come flocking too, so in a way, Jerome giving me his number was very much so a pleasant boost to my self confidence. However, it also made me feel guilty, as I was married.
I love my husband, and he loves me. He works weekdays and the occasional weekend, but is very attentive and caring. Of course, the spark of our marriage has died down over the years, but we do still try and please one another. I would never have thought of cheating on him, but with Jerome's number in my hand, the idea to cut loose and experience something new popped into my head. The fog of regret lifted, and I didn't want the opportunity to seek whatever adventure his number had for me slip away. I went back and forth about whether to call him or not as I drove home, but once I stepped inside my house and was in my comfortable, predictable life, I made the decision to throw caution to the wind and see what would happen if I called.
He answered after the first ring, and I almost hung up. But after he said hello for the second time, I timidly answered his hello and spoke to him. I indicated that I was the woman from earlier that he had helped with the debit car and had given his number to. He chuckled and said he knew who I was and was happy that I called. I asked why he had given me his number, and he just stated that I seemed to be lost and thought I might enjoy getting to know him. I almost sensed that he read me and could tell I was looking for adventure. Since I was, I decided to not back off, but instead continue moving forward down this unknown path.
I nervously asked, "I think I would enjoy getting to know you more. When can we get together to talk?"
"Well, I'm off from the bank tomorrow, so how does getting lunch sound," he replied.
I took a moment to think before responding, "Uhhh, yeah that would be good. Where should we meet at?"
"I know of a place that is great. You will love it. I'll text you the address and we can meet at let's say 10," was his reply.
My response was a little unsure, "Okay. Yeah that will work for me. Should I dress any particular way? Is it a nice place or casual?"
He answered confidently, "Oh it is just casual. Wear a simple dress and you will be fine."
"Okay, I can do that. I'll see you tomorrow then," I answered back.
"Cool, see you then. Bye," he finished.
"Bye."
I hung up the phone and was in disbelief with myself that I just set up a lunch date with a man I don't even know. Never would I have ever thought that I would have done something like that. However, as I stood in my kitchen replaying the conversation, and going over the plan to meet, I could feel that I was becoming aroused. My body warmed and began to tingle with giddy excitement. The rest of the night I was a cheerful little housewife. I prepared dinner, and did all my other tasks around the house with a joyous spring in my step. I just couldn't stop thinking about the lunch date.
My husband and daughter seemed unaware of my gleeful spirit once they both got home, and after dinner they both retreated to their own spaces. My daughter to her room for the rest of the night, and my husband to ours to shower. I cleaned up, and then checked in with my husband who was just getting out of the shower. He told me that he felt really tired, and was thinking of calling it an early night. I told him I wanted to stay up to watch some of my shows, but that it was fine by me if he wanted to go to bed. He kissed me, and then finished getting dressed before getting settled into bed. I washed up in the restroom before heading back into the living room to watch my shows.
As I sat on the couch alone, watching the t.v., my mind began to wander. I kept thinking about Jerome, and how handsome he was. I still couldn't believe I had set up a secret lunch date with him; someone I barely knew. The more I thought about it though, the more I couldn't wait to meet with him. He was such a handsome man, and looked to keep himself in good shape. I started to fantasize about what his body looked like, and how it would feel to touch him. Those visions quickly progressed into a curiosity of what his naked body looked like, and how well he may be endowed. Once those thoughts were in my head, I had to do something about them, so I reached for my phone and began to search for pictures of naked black men, pictures of naked black cock, pictures of big black cock, and finally pictures of black cock white women.
What I saw and viewed was breathtaking, and extremely erotic. I never looked at such images before, but at that moment I couldn't pull myself away from them. I wanted more; I needed more. Soon my hand snaked into my panties, and I was then playing with myself as I looked at countless images of thick black cocks being used on white women. I began to imagine myself as them, and the black cocks in the pictures belonging to Jerome. Once that stream of thought entered into my head it was too much, and I immediately erupted in a powerful orgasm. I shocked and panted like a possessed woman on the couch until I finally came down from the euphoric high.
Regaining my composure, I looked around in an almost frightened state to make sure neither my husband nor my daughter had walked in on me. When I was satisfied that I was still alone, I began to bask in the afterglow of what had just occurred. I had just actively searched and then masturbated to the images of black men fucking white women. Not only that, but I envisioned myself in the place of the women in the pictures, and that it was a man I briefly met once who was giving me his black cock. If I wasn't already excited about the lunch, I was after that couch time adventure. With a big smile on my face, I washed up at the kitchen sink before heading to bed to sleep. My dreams were filled with images of black cock that night.
The next morning I had breakfast with my family and then saw both my husband and daughter off as they went to work and school respectfully. I then cleaned up the dirty plates and table left from breakfast while I failingly tried to keep from looking at the clock every ten seconds. I was like an eager girl on prom night waiting for her date to come and pick her up, but in my case I was waiting to go see a handsome black man for lunch.
Once everything was cleaned, it was about time for me to began getting ready so I went off to shower and began making sure I was ready for the lunch. In the shower I made sure to shave any stray hairs on my body, and to tidy up my neat landing strip above my sex. I applied good smelling lotion all over my naked skin, and then made sure to do my makeup; nothing heavy or crazy, just presentable. I dried my hair and let it fall in its natural wavy curls, as I like the way it made me look sporty. From my closet I pulled out a simple blue sundress that had a pretty floral pattern on it, and I slid it on over my head. I paired the dress with a basic pair of leather sandals, and then grabbed my purse and phone before heading out to my car. It wasn't until I sat down on my leather driver seat that I realized I had completely forgotten about underwear. In my buzz to get ready, I spaced putting on a bra or panties. I thought about running back inside to correct my error, but then stopped myself as I figured that maybe it was just my subconscious mind telling me to be adventurous. To be honest, it felt liberating to go without underwear. Never before would I have even thought about leaving the house without at least panties, but doing so at that moment it felt right.
I got the address for the restaurant punched into my navigation, and then headed on my way to meet Jerome. It was a restaurant I had not heard of before, and was located on the far side of town. I was thankful for that, as it meant less of a chance for someone I knew seeing me out with another man. After a short drive I arrived, and parked. The restaurant was a sports bar like place and didn't seem to be too busy. It was just ten o'clock, so when I went inside I looked to see if Jerome was already there. When I scanned the room, I was pleasantly surprised to see that he was. He was seated at a both in the corner, and saw me once I walked in. He waved me over, and greeted me with a big hug, as if we were long time friends. Disengaging from the hug, he smiled at me his beaming smile, and showed me to my seat across from him.
"I hope you don't mind, but I ordered you a drink already. It's a margarita; this place makes a mean one," he said as I slid into my seat.
A little caught off guard, I meekly replied, "Oh, thanks. Yeah, it looks good."
He laughed, and then started small talk as we waited for our waiter to bring menus. Mostly we talked about get to know you stuff; where are you from, what do you do for a living, and how big is your dick. Okay, maybe I didn't ask him that, but it certainly was on my mind the entire time. I can say though, that he was able to make me feel comfortable throughout the early conversation, and by the time the waiter arrived he may have even thought we were long time friends the way we were conversated.
It was after the waiter left with our menus that our talk began to turn more onto the naughty path. Slowly at first, as these things often go I assume, but very deliberately. Jerome asked me about my marriage, and whether I was happy or not. I indicated that I was, but that I was feeling a bit bored with my life. He asked me to explain, and I went into the whole thing with my daughter going away fueling thoughts in my head about how I never sought adventure when I was younger. He smiled at this, and then asked if I was seeking adventure now. I replied that I wanted too, but I just couldn't figure out how. At that moment, the waiter came back and checked in on us, and Jerome indicated we would both like another margarita.
When I looked at him quizzically he replied, "Sometimes alcohol can help free a person to become more adventurous."
At which I responded half in jest, "Is that right? Are you sure you aren't just trying to get me drunk?"
"Oh no, merely trying to help you experience life and its many options," he confidently answered.
I said nothing, but instead took a drink from my still half full first margarita. I had a sense that my afternoon was indeed heading towards that of the visions from my fantasy the night before, and I wasn't quite sure if I would be able to go along with it or not. If I was going to go with the flow, I knew Jerome was right; liquor would be a great liberator of my mind.
"So am I right to assume that coming out with me to lunch, was a step for you towards being adventurous," he asked.
I shyly nodded my head to indicate that he was correct in his assumption.
He kept up the investigative questioning by asking, "Is it because I'm a stranger? Or is it because I'm black? Or is it because you are married that you feel you are being adventurous?"
Glancing away from him I answered, "All of it."
Just then our drinks and our food arrived, and the questioning on the matter stopped momentarily. We allowed the waiter and the food runner to place our food and drinks before us, and then we began to eat. It was quiet between us as we ate, until finally Jerome broke the ice.
"I may be way off here, but I believe that you desperately want to have an experience to remember with me. One you would never tell your husband, or friends about. An experience so adventurous that it would make up for all the cautiousness of your youth and past. If this isn't want you want let me know now, or we can finish our meal and then go and have that experience."
Honestly, I was a little caught off guard by the forwardness of his statement, and I took a moment to sit quietly as I let it sink in. I knew deep down that what he had said was true, but the battle of whether or not I could actually go through with something like that raged in my head. Looking down to my lap to try and collect myself I remembered that I was without panties, and that was what triggered my decision. With all of the confidence I could muster, I looked back up at him and gave my answer.
"Yes, I want to have an experience of a lifetime with you. I want to give myself over to you and let the unknown adventure of life guide me."
A grin appeared on his face as he responded to my declaration, "Well then, I think we should finish up here, and not waste anytime getting you what you desire."
Jerome then signaled to the waiter that he wanted the check, and I tipped my new margarita back to add a little more liquid encouragement. We paid and then walked out of the restaurant with Jerome leading the way while holding my hand. Outside, he asked me which car was mine before walking us over to it. He pulled me into him and gave me a deep and passionate kiss, of which I reciprocated after a moment of shock. Breaking the kiss, he asked for my keys, and indicated that he would drive us over to his place. Like a bubbly little schoolgirl, I handed over my keys and then hurried around to get in on the other side of the car.
He started the car, but before he pulled out of the parking lot, her leaned over and pulled me in for another kiss; this time letting his hand wander down and grip a hold of my butt through the dress. He broke off the kiss again, much to my dismay, and then pulled out of the parking lot. At the first light we had to stop at, he turned and asked me a very forward question.
"What kind of panties to you have on?"
I blushed at the question, not only from the forwardness of it, but also from the fact that I knew I wasn't wearing any. Looking back at him, I answered honestly, "I don't have any on."
Another grin appeared on his face before he responded, "So the shy wife and mother, has a naughty secret. I like it, but I want you to prove it. Show me."
I blushed again, but rather than try and back away from the request, I instead slowly lifted up the hem of my dress to reveal my neatly shaved sex. Jerome seemed to approve as he smiled upon the reveal, and even responded with a very erotic comment.
"That is one fine looking pussy babe. I can't wait to get to know it better."
My blush grew to cover my body, and I trembled with anticipation and arousal. With the whole exchange, I wasn't aware where we were, but when I looked up we had stopped outside of a house. Jerome indicated that we had arrived at his place, and then after getting out of the car, he led me inside. Once inside he planted another wonderful kiss on my lips, letting his tongue probe my mouth. Unlike the previous two kisses, this once continued for awhile, and Jerome began to explore my body with his hands. He gripped my ass, and my hips; pulling my tight into him. One hand move up to cup and fondle my breast through the fabric of my dress. I moaned in response, and it incited him to continue his manhandling.
Soon his hands were back at my ass, but know they were pulling up my dress to expose the flesh of my plump cheeks. He kneaded them like dough in a bakery before pulling the dress further up my body. It bunched over my hips, and got caught up under my breasts. He however didn't stop there, as he simply tugged the dress up and over them and then continued to pull it up to my face and neck. Our kiss was momentarily disengaged as he pulled the dress off my body and threw it to the floor to bunch up in the corner by the door. I was now naked before this god of a black man, as he then resumed his passionate lip attack on me. His hands continued to roam and explore my now nude body, while I moaned with every touch.



We continued like this for a few more moments until he pushed me away and asked me to help him with his pants. With shaky hands, I reached out and began to unfastened his belt and then the button to his jeans. I lowered the zipper and started to push them down his legs. As I worked, he had removed his shirt, and was working on getting his shoes off so he could step out of the jeans. He then stood before me in only a pair of briefs which contained the bulge of what looked to be a very massive dick. I nervously looked up at him, and he indicated for me to continue. A buzz ran through my body as I gripped the waistband of his underwear, and slowly began to peel them down his legs. The further they went, more of his magnificent black tool became exposed until it finally sprung loose from the confines of the tight briefs, and bobbed up and down in front of me. When it did, I gasped and instinctively let go of his underwear. He pushed them the rest of the way off and kicked them aside, while I stood and stared in shock.
"Go ahead, touch it," he said breaking me from my daze.
Hesitatingly I reached out and took ahold of the hulking unit before me. It felt heavy and warm in my hand, and because of its size I needed to use both hands to really be able to sufficiently manipulate it. I stroked his smooth shaft and just let the girth and weight of him fill my hands. After a bit more exploring with my hands, I felt him rest his hand on my shoulder, and began to press me down. My knees gave in naturally and I was now on my knees with his colossal cock looking at me back in the face. Without any further urging, I opened wide and began to take the sizable shaft into my mouth.
We hadn't even been inside for more than a few minutes and I was already naked, on my knees, and sucking his black cock; we had only made a few steps inside to boot. I felt so fiendishly slutty, but not in a bad way. The feeling of letting myself experience such a crazy moment so far out of my normal, predictable life invigorated me, and filled me with the passion to push myself further. I found myself devouring his manhood like all the pornstars I had watched the night before. Sloppily bobbing on his meaty pole, and not caring what it looked like; only caring that I was living in the moment, and was pleasing the black adonis in front of me. He let me continue my oral assault on him, while he began to massage my breast with one hand and grip onto my hair with the other. He also began to speak to me as I performed my naughty tasks.
"Oh yeah that's it. Just like that. Suck that dick babe."
As I got more into it, his comments became more vulgar and derogatory. I didn't mind, and in fact I loved hearing him speak to my in such a manner. His words spurred me on to push myself further and take on the outrageousness of the experience head on.
"Fuck yeah, take my black cock. Show me how much you love my big black cock. You barely know me and already you are taking my dick like a slut. Is that what you are babe? Are you a slut?"
Momentarily he pushed me off of his hefty stick to allow me to answer his question. I was in such a wild and nasty state. I lost my normal self, and was only concerned with the then and now, so I answered the only way I could.
"Yes, I am your slut," was my reply as I then pounced back onto his magic stick with my mouth. From that point, Jerome held nothing back as he spoke down to me while I continued my dutiful job.
"Just what I thought when I first met you; a slut willing to please black cock. I bet you couldn't stop picturing yourself sucking my big black cock, or letting me fuck you silly. You're like most married white women, just dying to be used by a thick black cock. Use your left hand to stroke me slut. I want to see your wedding ring while I watch you suck my cock."
Doing as I was told, I brought my left hand up to grip his shaft, and though I should have been embarrassed to be reminded of my marriage, the sight of my ringed finger gripping his black cock ignited even more ravenous passion from me. It reminded me of how simple and unadventurous my life was, and I was taking that moment to change things. Jerome salacious comments only added to the experience.
"Oh yeah, black cock is all you want now. Your white dicked husband can't compete. You are my slut, and you love my black cock now. You are hooked. Show me how much you love my cock slut; stuff in your face."
The degrading statements were all the urging I needed to try and push as much of his massive member into my throat as I could. His girth and length made it so I could only manage to embed half of it, but that didn't stop me from trying to get more while I continued to give the filthiest, and sloppiest blow job of my life. I was gagging, and drooling all over his tremendous trunk of a cock, and he seemed to love every moment of it just as much as I was.
"That's it slut, gag on my cock. I want you to choke on my big black dick, as you show me just how much you love it. You are my slut now, and I am going to make sure you get all the black cock you can handle."
He began to rock his hips to meet my bobbing face, and his grip on my hair became rougher. I sensed he may be close to finishing, so I doubled my efforts and let him began manipulating me more and more. The sounds that were coming from my mouth were that of a seedy porno, and if we had been filming our encounter I'm sure it would have looked like one too.
"Oh shit slut. I'm gonna cum soon. When I do, I am gonna mark you as my slut and shoot it all over you. Just what a slut like you loves, a face full of black cum."
The thought of letting him cum on my face was so erotic and naughty. I had never before let anyone, including my husband, do that, but the idea of Jerome, a black man, doing so was something I just couldn't pass up. This was my new adventurous life, and I wanted to be his. To be his married, white slut to use. After a few more pumps, he pulled his saliva streaked hunk of meat from my face and began to pump his fist along his shaft.
"Tell me what you want slut," he said as I knelt before him watching him stroke his length.
"Oh, I want you to cum on my baby. Cum on my face. Make me your slut, and shoot your cum all over me," was my desperate response.
"Ah shit, here it comes slut," he grunted out.
Spurting out from the bulbous tip of his cock was volley after volley of thick and heavy cum arching and landing on my waiting face. I had never known a man to spew out so much, but as I knelt there and received his gift I was happy for the volume he ejected onto me. I was proud to know that I caused him to erupt so much. When he finally began to stop, he bent the tip to my lips and had me lick off the last little dribble of cum. Streaks of his goo coated my face, and I felt as though my entire head was plastered with it. The warmth of his seed felt good against my pale skin, and we both just remained silent momentarily as we basked in the afterglow of the experience. It was Jerome who finally broke the silence, and though his tone was more subdued, he still spoke in a dominant manner.
"That was great. You really took to it, and I can tell you enjoyed it as well."
I smiled at his statement, and replied, "Yes, it was wonderful. I loved everything about it. I loved being your slut."
His smiled return as he responded, "Well you certainly are a good slut, and looking at you covered in my cum makes me wish I had time to use you some more. Unfortunately, I need to meet up with some people in a bit. I do however want to do this again."
Finding our time together was ending for the day I was a little dejected at the thought, but was happy to hear he did want to see me again. I replied to him to indicate that I felt the same way.
"Yeah, I probably should be getting home as well, I want you to know that I would love to do this again soon. Hell, if I could, I would do it over and over."
Jerome laughed a little before he spoke back, "I think I have unlocked quite the slut in you. Which makes me wonder; do you want to continue with this experience of being my slut? My married, white slut. I mean not just when we meet again, but from now and through our next get together."
Riding high from what I just experienced, I was intrigued to find out what he meant. I knew I didn't want to just go back to my boring, predictable life, and I knew I felt more alive than ever when I let myself go with him so I answered accordingly.
"Yes I would, but what do you have in mind?"
"Well for starters you need to clean that cum off your face before you go home, and I think what better way for a slut to do so, than with the the only piece of clothing she has with her," Jerome stated as he reached down and retrieved my dress.
He wanted me to wipe my face clean of his cum with my own dress. It was the only thing I had to wear when I was to leave his house, and if I did as he suggested it would be smeared with cum. The idea of walking out into the public with cum all over my dress was so slutty. The old Wendy would have never thought about doing something like that, but now I was the new Wendy; the married, white slut of a handsome black man, and the new Wendy did not hesitate. I grabbed my dress from his hands, and brought it immediately to my face. I dragged it across my face in search of every speck of cum; I wanted my dress to be a mess with his cum just as my face was. If I wasn't to wear his cum home on my face, I was happy to wear it home on my dress. Jerome watched me perform as a slut for him, and as I finished my clean up he spoke.
"I think we are going to have a lot of fun you and me. I've got to get cleaned up myself, so go ahead and get dressed. I'm sorry to end this so abruptly, but text me later tonight so we can set up our next meeting. Oh, and when you do, make sure to send a nice nude pic as well that way I can save it as your contact photo in my phone. Talk to you later my slut."
He turned and left me to get my dress on my own as he went to go shower. I felt so cheap leaving his house in my state, but the feeling wasn't negative. I basked in it, and couldn't wait to experience it again. As I drove home, I began to envision what kind of picture I would send him. I didn't think whether or not I should send a naked picture to him, but how best to take and pose for the picture. I was lost in my role as his slut, and I was loving every second of it.
When I arrived home, I had a few hours before either my daughter or my husband would be home so I showered and then decided to take the photo he had requested. On my drive home, I had decided it would be best if I took it using my digital camera rather than my phone. That way I could set it up, put it on a timer, and then all I would have to do is send it to my phone as an email before sending it off to Jerome. My little photoshoot didn't take long, as I had already planned out everything. I posed myself in a kneeling position facing the camera head on. My knees were spread open to show my pussy, and I opened my mouth in a sultry moan. I wanted to be on my knees in the picture to represent my servitude as his slut. I took three or four pictures before I got one I was happy with and it was soon on my phone waiting to be texted over to Jerome.
I figured I would wait until later that night to send it and begin my text chat with Jerome. My husband would more than likely be tired from his day at work, and want to call it an early night. My daughter being the teenager she was, would spend the evening after dinner in her room which meant I would be all alone in the living room to be allowed to privately text Jerome. Both of them came home a little later, and both indicated that I seemed more cheerful than usual. If they only knew why. The evening went just as I figured it would, and after a few hours and a home cooked meal, I found myself alone on the couch sending off the picture to Jerome. His reply to it came almost immediately.
Jerome: Very sexy slut. I love it.
Me: Thank you. I knew you would.
Jerome: So, does my little married slut miss me?
Me: Oh god yes.
Jerome: Are you alone?
Me: Yes. My husband went to bed early, and my daughter is in her room.
Jerome: What are you wearing?
Me: A long sleep shirt, and some panties.
Jerome: Take off the panties, and send me a picture of you holding them above your bare snatch.
Me: Okay.
Without a moment of thought I stripped off my panties, and then held them in my hand above my now exposed sex. I quickly snapped the picture and texted it to Jerome.
Jerome: Well done slut. Very obedient.
Me: Thank you.
Jerome: Are you wet for me?
Me: Yes. I have been since lunch.
Jerome: Do you want my black cock?
Me: Yes. Oh god yes.
Jerome: How bad slut?
Me: So bad. I want it so bad.
Jerome: How do you want my cock?
Me: I will take it anyway I can. I just need it.
Jerome: Would you take it in your mouth again?
Me: Yes!
Jerome: In your cunt?
Me: Please! Yes!
Jerome: How bout your ass? Would you take my big black cock in your ass?
Even though I had never tried anal sex in my life, and the thought of his gargantuan cock pushing into my rear scared me, I answered back honestly.
Me: Oh my god, I think I would.
Jerome: Of course you would. Because you are a white slut you loves black cock.
Me: I really am. You have shown me that I am.
Jerome: Come over Thursday morning. I am going to use you like the slut you are.
Me: Yes. I will be there. What time?
Jerome: Right after your husband and daughter leave the house.
Me: No problem.
Jerome: Good. Wear nothing but a coat.
Me: Anything you want.
Jerome: That's right slut. Anything I want.
Me: You've got me so turned on right now. I wish you were here.
Jerome: That's good slut, you should be turned on right now. But I don't want you to orgasm until we meet Thursday. I want you primed and ready.
Me: Oh god, I hope I can hold off.
Jerome: You better slut, or you will not get this dick.
Me: Okay, I will manage. Can I ask about condoms?
Jerome: What about them?
Me: Can you wear them when you have me? I am not on the pill, and I don't want to get pregnant.
Jerome: I don't really like wearing condoms.
Me: Oh please. My husband has had a vasectomy, and it would be hell if I were to get pregnant.
Jerome: Okay, but you will have to make it worth it for me.
Me: I will, I promise.
Jerome: Fine, you can pick up condoms on your way over. Now have a good night sleep, and I will see you soon.
Me: Good night.
Our next meeting was set, and the only issue I had was that it was a day and a half away. I would have to wait all of Wednesday before I could get my hands, as well as other parts of me on Jerome and his magnificent black cock. His caveat of not wanting me pleasure myself was going to be tough, especially since I had been touching myself all through our text conversation and was on the edge of a wonderful climax. I decided to retreat to bed, as it would keep me from wandering my fingers, and also allow me to sleep some and bring Thursday closer without having to agonizingly think about the wait.
I decided against putting my panties back on when I went to bed, and after dreaming of the wonders that Thursday may bring I awoke the next morning deciding to keep them off even while I prepared breakfast for my family. It was thrilling to do my normal duties, but to do so without my panties. So much so that I spent the entirety of the day without underwear on, and managed to even run a few errands pantiless while daringly wearing a skirt. My mind kept drifting to Jerome and our meet up, so I had to keep myself occupied and busy to prevent any chance of playing with myself. Even so, I could feel the wet arousal of my pussy throughout the day tempting me; aching to be touched and explored. I however managed to sustain, as I wanted it to be Jerome to quell the desire.
My husband and daughter both arrived home later in the afternoon, and the evening was spent the way it usually was. We ate dinner, conversated a little, and then we split off to our separate rooms to finish the night. I decided to hit the sack early with my husband as I was so anxious for tomorrow morning, I just wanted it to be there already. Again I chose to sleep without panties under my sleep shirt, and was actually surprised that my husband did not notice. My dreams were once again filled with nasty debauchery filled images of me and Jerome. In the morning when I woke, I was in such an aroused state I could swear the aroma was wafting off of me. However, as breakfast went, neither my daughter nor my husband mentioned anything, and they were soon on their ways.
Finally, I was able to meet up with Jerome. I hurriedly showered, and did my hair and makeup. Because I didn't have to worry about clothing other than a coat, I was able to be out the door and on my way no more than ten minutes after my family left. The feeling of riding around in public in nothing but a coat was a wonderful and erotic experience, and it only heightened my arousal level. Then I remembered I had to still get condoms, and the idea of not only buying condoms, but doing so while only wearing coat was almost enough to make me cum in my seat. Somehow I managed to keep my composure, and drive to a drug store; making sure it wasn't one I frequented. After parking, I took a deep breath to steady my nerves, and then made the trek inside.
The bright lights of the store felt excessive, and I had the sense that everyone was looking at me and knew I was naked under my coat. Of course that wasn't the case, as I was the only customer in the store at that time. Not letting my irrational self get the better of myself, I steered myself in the direction of the condoms. Knowing Jerome was certainly packing some major meat, I selected the Magnum sized box of condoms. As I walked to the counter to purchase them, I felt so slutty. Not only was I only wearing a coat out in public, but it was just after eight in the morning on a weekday and I was buying a box or extra large condoms. The college aged cashier gave me a curious look, but said nothing. I paid for the condoms, and was out the door in moments.
It was a short drive to get to Jerome's place, and once I pulled out front I had to keep myself from sprinting to the door out of eagerness. I knocked, and he answered. He was wearing a simple white tank top, and a pair of athletic shorts, but even in a sack he would have looked amazing. Showing me inside, he stopped me at just about the same spot I had been two days earlier, and he asked for my coat. Without a second thought I opened my coat, revealing my nakedness beneath, and handed it over to him. Jerome took it and hung it on a hook by the front door before returning to stand before me.
"Knell slut," he ordered.
I dropped immediately to my knees and awaited further instruction. He stood still in front of me for a moment before he reached down and began to pull the tank top off of his torso. His sculpted chest came into view, and I may have let out a quiet moan upon seeing it. If I did, he took no notice, as he then pushed his shorts down to reveal his splendid cock. He wasn't erect, but even so it was still enormous and foreboding to look at. Taking ahold of his semi flaccid member, he took a step closer and began to rub the girthy appendage across my face. I did not move, or say anything; I just allowed him to use me as he saw fit. Eventually, he presented the head of his growing snake to my lips.
"Suck slut," he ordered.
Again, I took no time to think; I just reacted and took his cock into my mouth to perform as instructed. As I had days earlier, I bobbed on his pole hoping in vain that I was providing him with as much pleasure as I was getting. He looked down on me as I did, and a grin formed on his face from what I could only assume was a sense of achievement. It made me even more focused on my task then I had been if that was possible. However, after only a few short minutes, he stopped me.



"Stand up slut," was his new order.
Though disappointed I could no longer enjoy the presence of his cock in my mouth, I was eager to find out what was to come next.
"If you got condoms slut, go get them and then lay on your back across that ottoman," he instructed.
With a bounce in my step, I retrieved the package of condoms from my coat pocket, and returned to him. Taking my position, I watched as he ripped open the box, pulled out one condom, and then proceeded to roll it done his rigid stake of flesh. He dropped to his knees, and positioned himself between my legs. Hooking both of my legs over his shoulders, he paused.
"Tell me what you want slut," he asked.
I replied eagerly, "I want you to fuck me."
"Fuck you with what slut," he questioned.
"I want you to fuck me with with your huge black cock," was my answer.
Agonizingly he asked me, "Where do you want it slut?"
Again my reply was eager, and wanting, "I want you to fuck my pussy with your huge black cock."
"Your married pussy," he asked.
"Oh god yes! Fuck me in my married white pussy! Stuff me full of your black cock," I screamed in response.
He smiled, and then instructed, "Guide me in with your left hand. I want to see your wedding ring as I sink my cock into you slutty, married cunt."
My hand jutted down to grab ahold of his length, and I held it steady as he leaned it into me. The way he made me speak, and plead caused me to be even more insatiable. I should have been snapped back to reality by the mere mention of my marriage, but instead it pushed me to behave even more slutty, and wantonly. The head of his cock slowly began to penetrate my throbbingly aroused pussy, and slip deeper into my depths. With each inch that slid into me, I felt so amazingly stretched and full. I never knew I could have a cock of his size, and that it would feel so marvelous. He was reaching places my husband would never be able to, and that was signified by the fact that my ring sparkled in the light as my hand still held onto more of his cock yet to find its way inside of me. Finally, after a slow and torturous entry, Jerome had bottomed out and I felt more full than I had ever felt in my life.
"Now I'm going to fuck you slut. Really show you what a black cock can do to a married white slut like yourself," he stated as he began to pull back.
With my legs over his shoulders, he plowed into me hard and fast. I felt as though he was burrowing a path into me with the hammering thrusts of his hips. The entire time I was in a state of bliss, and was moaning and groaning sounds of pleasure that I had never let out before. His steady rhythm soon brought me to the edge of an orgasm.
"Oh god yes! I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum! Fuck me, I'm going to cum," I screamed over and over.
"Yes slut, cum on my cock. Cum all over my black cock," he responded.
That's all it took, and immediately a wave of pleasure crashed down onto my body. I began to spasm and shake from the intensity of it. My eyes rolled back, and I could hear myself screaming in passion. The climactic high lasted for minutes, causing me to begin gasping for breath, but Jerome did not let up one bit. He continued his systematic pounding of my pussy through my orgasm, and into the next one. It was smaller, but in my state still wrecking.
As I came down from my second orgasm, I then heard Jerome began panting, and his pace became more erratic. Letting out a powerful grunt, and slamming his cock all the way into me, I knew he too was cumming. He let his weight sink onto my legs as he spewed his load. At that moment I felt neglected the opportunity to take his almost certainly massive load. I knew that for practical reasons he needed to wear a condom, but in my slutty state I wished I could have felt him splashing and coating my insides.
He took a moment to gather his breath and clear his head before straightening back up. His cock was still embedded inside of me, and still felt as strong and powerful as ever. I looked up at him a gaze of amazement and affection as he slowly retreated his member. I felt so empty when he finally pulled completely out, and wished he would just push himself back in and have me again.
"I hate fucking with condoms on," he said as he pulled the piece of latex from his spent cock.
Feeling regretful, I replied, "I'm sorry."
He responded gruffly and a bit curiously, "Give me you wedding ring slut."
I wasn't sure why he wanted it, but I didn't want to upset him any further so I quickly pulled my ring from my finger and handed it to him.
"Since you I can't fuck you bareback because of your husband, then I think it only fitting that your sign of devotion and marriage to him be treated in a manner applicable to our relationship," he said.
I then watched as he held up the used condom full of his cum, and dropped my wedding ring inside. He then then tied off the end in a knot and laid it across my stomach. The mere act of him desecrating my wedding ring as he had, spurred my arousal to a new height, and I wanted him to take me again. I spoke up to let him know how I felt.
"I'm am so very sorry that I am making you wear condoms when you fuck me. You are absolutely right, it is is fitting that my ring be plunged into you sacred cum. I want to please you so badly, and and I want you to fuck my married white pussy again with that huge black cock of yours. Please, fuck me again," I pleaded.
A smile formed on his lips as he replied, "I am certainly going to fuck you again, but since I don't feel like putting on another condom, and you don't want me cumming in you yet, I think I'll take your ass."
A shocked looked passed over my face, and he laughed at my reaction. I had never before experienced anything remotely close to anal sex, and now it seemed I was about to be introduced to it by a thick black cock.
"Yes, uh okay. Whatever you want, I just need you to use me some more," I meekly replied.
His reply was somewhat reassuring, "That's what I thought slut, but don't worry, I'll take it slow; at first. Now flip over."
I obediently flipped myself over onto my hands and knees, letting the condom with my wedding ring inside fall to the table below. He walked away momentarily, only to return with a bottle of some sort of oil. I felt the cool splash of the liquid fall at the top of my butt, and drizzle down towards my virgin hole. His fingers began to work the oil into my skin and massage my ring. Diligently, he began to press his finger inside of me, and lubricate my rectum. He had just one finger inside, and it already felt I was being split open. Thankfully though he took his time and let me adjust as he worked. Eventually, he pushed a second finger inside of my tight opening. I had to readjust, and relax as he began to saw them in and out of me.
When he was satisfied that I was thoroughly prepared, he withdrew his fingers and and positioned his cock at my entrance. Miraculously he was still rock hard, and ready to begin the process of taking my anal virginity. Slowly and methodically, he began to feed my tight ass more of his long, thick cock. I could feel myself being split open, but the pain only added to my pleasure and I moan to indicate that I wanted to continue. It was such a strange and new experience, and I was happy getting the chance to experience it. Old Kim would not have thought in a million years that she would love the way a black cock in her ass would feel, but new Kim was enjoying every second, and every inch.
After a steady few seconds, I finally felt Jerome's pelvis press up against my ass. I was in disbelief. I couldn't believe I had taken his entire length; it made me feel proud. He left himself fully embedded in my ass for a moment to allow me to adjust to his size, which I did while moaning the whole time.
"Does my married, white slut love that her ass is full of black cock," he asked while he waited.
"Oh god yes," was my honest and simple answer.
He continued his questioning as I adjusted to his girth, "You are now a three hole slut for my black cock. You will let me fuck you anytime, and anywhere. Isn't that right slut?"
"Yes. I am yours to use. You can fuck me in any hole, anytime, and anywhere. I'm your slut," I replied.
With that, he started to pull back and begin the process of fucking my ass. It started off as a slow in and out, but soon picked up to a full on fucking. I was grunting and screaming in both pain and pleasure. He was riding me like a bull in heat; stuffing his fat slab of meat harder and harder into my tight ass. Eventually the pain of it all drifted away, and I began to just live in the moment of it all; taking my brutal ass pounding like a true slut. Jerome for his part gave me a very thorough pounding. He was unrelenting, and seemed to be trying to obliterate me with each thrust.
We were at it for a long while before he finally gave one final thrust, and began to fire his seed into my abused ass. I somehow managed to continue to support myself on my arms full the entire ordeal, and when he began to pull his empty shaft from my battered hole I whimpered. Not out of pain, but out of longing. When his cock was completely pulled out of my devirginized rear hole, I felt so open and wrecked. My feeling was confirmed when Jerome spoke.
"Look at that slut, I left your ass gaping and begging for more."
I simply replied, "thank you."
"You know what? I should put that in there so you don't lose it," he stated.
I was curious at what he meant, but then I saw him reach for the discarded condom holding my wedding ring, and bring it to my ass. He then began to slip it inside my now slowly closing hole.
"Perfect, now you don't have to worry about leaving it behind," he stated.
I reached back with one of my hands, and felt just the knotted end of the condom sticking out of my asshole. I felt so dirty and disgraced, but I loved it. Jerome had used me wholly and completely, and I let him do it. As I basked in my feeling of sluttiness, I felt his presence leave from behind me. Cocking my head back, I looked to see him grabbing my coat from the hook and walking back to me.
"I need to get ready to work a afternoon shift at the bank, so here's your coat it has been fun," he indicated.
I responded somewhat puzzled, "Oh, ah, yeah. It has been fun. Thank you."
As I stood to take the coat from him, he said, "Oh, and leave the condom in until you get home. You can text me later tonight."
My reply was short and quick as I slipped my coat back on, "I will."
Jerome then walked away to his room, and I was left to see myself out again. I walked outside and to my car, and the dirty, used feeling of what just happened washed over me. I had just let him fuck me and disgrace me, and yet I loved every second of it. I even allowed him to put a used condom containing my wedding ring in my ass, and promised to leave it in until I got back home. My body felt completely spent from the intense workout Jerome had put me through. There was a dull ache in my ass from the immense stretching, and brutality of the fucking it received; sitting down in my car certainly had to be done tenderly. In spite of all of that, and even though I should have felt like shit and like trash, I actually felt accomplished and proud. I just had an experience that wasn't ordinary, and wasn't predictable. I let a man take pleasure from me in a very raw form, and it felt extraordinary. I wanted to experience it over and over again. My only wish was that I wouldn't have to wait too long to do so.
As I drove home and let the feeling of the experience engulf me, I found my hand working its way into my coat to begin rubbing my still dripping pussy. I had a new dirty slut mentality, and I wanted to let it express itself. Needing more, I unfastened my coat, and pulled it open. My entire nude form was visible to anyone who would happen to look into my car, and I didn't care one bit. I was a dirty slut, and wanted to show the world. My hand continued to play with my puffy and sore pussy, and I drew ever closer to another orgasm. It was as I parked in my driveway that I exploded into a crescendo of passion; two fingers stuffed deep inside of me, and my head titled back gasping for air.
When I came down, I immediately realized where I was, and I hurried to put myself back together and get inside. Fortunately, I didn't see any of my neighbors around, so I felt confident that my slutty side went unnoticed. Back inside the safety of my home I hurried to my bedroom, discarding my coat on the bed, before moving into the restroom. I bent over facing the full length mirror on the wall, to see what it looked like to have a tied off condom protruding from my butt. Seeing the knotted rubber end sticking out promptly caused a flush to come over my body as it looked so unreal. It felt almost out of body for me to see it; as if I was looking at a common whore, but realizing I was that whore. Reaching back, I tentatively began to pull on the knotted end to release the rest of the trapped item.
It slowly began to creep out of me, and sensation of it sliding out felt so foreign. When it finally pulled free completely, I watched as the cum filled end containing my ring fell and swung from my fingertips. I then looked back to my puckered puffy hole, and saw a stream of Jerome's semen begin to slowly creep out and drip to the floor below. In a surprising move, I took my other hand and let a finger scoop up a bit of the leaking cum from my ass, and then brought it to my mouth. I sucked my finger clean to taste what Jerome had left with me. It tasted warm and bitter, but it flooded my head with the memory of the encounter. I was a nasty slut, and I loved it. Feeding of my erotic energy, I stood up and began to unknot the condom. With it reopened, I brought it to my lips and tilted upwards to allow the contents to slide into my open mouth. The sticky cum, and my ring filled my mouth, and I basked in the delight of it. I did my best to suck the ring clean, before swallowing the load down, and pushing the ring out of my mouth to be put back on my finger. It still had a bit of stickiness to it, but I figured it would be a wonderful reminder of my time with Jerome.
To be continued...
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The rest of my day went like any other normal day. I cleaned myself up, did the chores for the day, and began preparing dinner. The only difference was, I did everything while remaining completely naked. It so much more naughty for me to be naked and do my normal housekeeping duties. In my mind I was doing it for Jerome, and I wanted to please him with my ability to be his slut. I know that is crazy considering he wasn't their, but in my mind he was, and I was performing for him. I couldn't get him out of my mind, and I couldn't stop thinking about how he made me feel. He treated me just like a simple slut, but I loved it and burned for more.
Unfortunately, as it got closer to the time my family was to get home, I had to get dressed, and slip back into normal Wendy mode. Just like most evenings, we ate dinner and my husband and daughter chatted about their respective days. I would chime in and ask questions, but mostly I was in my own head thinking about Jerome fucking my ass, or me sucking his wonderful black cock. My preoccupation must have been apparent because both my husband and daughter asked me if I was alright as it seemed I had something on my mind. I assured them I was fine, and just felt a bit tired from a day of housework. They accepted my excuse, and let me know to take it easy.
After dinner we all watched television together before calling it a night. I went to bed with my husband, who indicated he was extremely tired. I told him I would read for a bit before going to sleep. It only took him a few minutes to fall into a deep sleep, at which I set my book down and picked up my phone. Excitedly I sent off a text to Jerome as he had requested. I sat and waited for a response back, and as I did I could feel a heat building in my crotch. After an agonizingly three minutes, my phone lit up with a reply.
Jerome: Hello slut, how is your night going?
Me: It has been going well, but I have been distracted with thoughts of you.
Jerome: What kind of thoughts slut?
Me: Thoughts of your big black cock, and you using me.
Jerome: So you enjoyed how I used you today?
Me: Yes. Very much.
Jerome: Where are you right now?
Me: I am in bed. My husband is sleeping next to me.
Jerome: What are you wearing?
Me: A simple pajama set. Nothing sexy. I'm sorry. :(
Jerome: Get naked, and then send me a picture of you naked in bed with your sleeping husband.
Me: Oh my god, okay. One second.
His order was so naughty and daring, but I couldn't deny him. I quickly, but as silently as possible peeled off my pajamas and panties. I then pulled the sheets covering me back to reveal my nakedness. With my arm extended out, I attempted to take a picture of myself and my husband sleeping next to me. He was turned away from me sleeping on his side, so he wouldn't really be seen in the picture. Once I captured the shot, I sent it off to Jerome with the message, "your naughty slut."
Jerome: Very good. I like knowing that you are being my slut while your husband is completely unaware.
Me: It turns me on to do so too.
Jerome: I want you to take another picture. This time I want you with your ass up in the air and your left hand pulling open you ass. I want to see how your asshole is doing after I tore it up earlier. Also, I want to be able to see your ring to show off what a married white slut you are.
Me: Right away.
My pussy flooded as I read his message. I knew it was super daring and slutty for me to do, but I wanted to please him. I took up the position with my ass in the air, and used my left hand to hold open one of my ass cheeks. Using my other arm I angled my phone to snap the image. It was difficult to do, but I managed after some adjustments. The new picture was soon sent to Jerome with the message, "It feels so empty." My wedding ring sparkled a bit in the picture as it reflected the light from the lamp on my night stand. I was such a naughty white wife for my black lover.
Jerome: I can fill that ass again this weekend.
Me: I don't know if I can this weekend. My husband doesn't work, and my daughter has a cheer competition on Saturday. Can we meet up Monday?
Jerome: Well shit, I guess, but you are not allowed to cum until Monday.
Me: Okay, I can do that.
Jerome: I'll take the day off of work. Come over at the same time you did today. Wear only one of your husband's work shirts. Nothing else. Not even shoes.
Me: Okay. No problem. Is there anything else?
Jerome: Just make sure to be dolled up. I am planning on taking some pictures this time.
Me: Oh my gosh. Okay.
Jerome: Well I guess I should get to bed, I am going to have to work tomorrow if I am to take Monday off. I'll be in touch.
Me: Okay, good night.
After our text message exchange I was wildly turned on, and I only wished I could have done something about it. Unfortunately, I made a promise to Jerome and I didn't intend on breaking it. So I instead decided to just slip back into my pajamas, nunus my panties, and try my darndest to fall asleep. I knew that the rest of my week and weekend would be going by at a snail's pace as I would be desperately waiting for Monday.
The next morning I decided to sleep in, and let my husband and daughter see themselves out. When I heard the tell tale sound of the front door closing, I knew they left and I decided to get out of bed. The first thing I did was strip completely naked. I felt in some way that being nude was in service to Jerome even though he had no idea and never indicated that I do so. It just felt naughty, and when I felt naughty I thought of Jerome. So I spent the majority of Friday to myself naked, and in a constant state of arousal. I didn't get redressed until minutes before my family was due home.
Again we spent a quiet evening in, having dinner and watching some shows. My daughter went out after dinner with her friends, and my husband and I decided to stay up and watch a movie. That was the plan, until he fell asleep thirty minutes in. I woke him up and told him to go to bed. He apologized for passing out, but I told him it wasn't a big deal. I decided to wait up for my daughter to get home. She was to be home by eleven, as I she had an early Cheer meet the following morning. As I waited for her, I casually browsed my phone looking for images of hung black men using white women. This of course only built up my arousal, as I couldn't get myself off as a promise to Jerome.
When my daughter did come home, I decided it best to go to bed rather than stay up and keep myself all hot and bothered. I reminded her of what time she needed to wake up, and what time we needed to leave to make it to her cheer meet on time before I sauntered off to my room. I slept, as was becoming customary, without any panties on and in just a long sleep shirt. It felt very naughty to do so, and my dreams were filled with lustful visions.
The next morning went as planned, and I soon found myself out at with my daughter at her cheer meet. It was early, but I loved my daughter, and enjoyed being there to support her and her cheer team. Of course I did think that some of the cheer uniforms I was seeing, both from the other teams and the ones my daughter's team were wearing, seemed to be very skimpy. I put it off to my generation scoffing at the fashion choices of the younger generation.
The meet was at the local high school and had teams in from all around to compete. I was only interested in seeing my daughter perform with her team, but I had nothing else to do in between time so I found myself just sitting in the bleachers mindlessly watching the other teams. It was after the second or third team that I got a very pleasant surprise; a text from Jerome.
Jerome: What's my married white slut up to today?
Me: She is sitting at her daughter's cheer meet, watching the other teams.
Jerome: Oh yeah, I forgot you mentioned that. What are you wearing?
Me: I am afraid nothing too sexy. I am in jeans and a tshirt.
Jerome: What kind of panties you wearing?
He really just got to it with his text messages, and if I wasn't so horny, I may have been a little put off by it. I guess it was his straightforward approach that really gets me going.
Me: A black cotton thong.
Jerome: I want to see.
Me: How?
Jerome: Go to the restroom, and take a picture of them on. Then take a picture of them off and in your hand. Leave them off for the rest of the day.
Me: Okay, but give me a few minutes.
Jerome: Take your time slut.
Putting my phone back into my purse, I looked around to see if I had time to go to the restroom before my daughter's team was up. I didn't see them waiting on the side, so I figured I had at least another ten minutes until they were to perform. With as much composure as I could manage, I made my way down the bleachers, and headed towards the restrooms. Once inside, I was struck with an unexpected obstacle. The restroom was filled with cheerleaders. Some were getting ready to go out and perform, some were using the facilities, and others were just chatting. Thankfully there was an open stall, and I quickly snagged; locking myself inside. I took a moment to steady myself as I felt so nervous behaving in such a manner while so many people were about.
In a sense of resolve, I stood up and unfastened my jeans. Pushing them down to my knees I turned and took picture of my backside to show that I was indeed wearing a thong. With that picture taken, I sat down on the bowl and sent it to Jerome before I moved on with the next one. I wasn't entirely sure how I was going to get my panties off without really being blatant to anyone that would happen to be looking at my legs under the stall door. I would have to take off my jeans completely before I could take off the thong. Knowing no other way to handle it, I simply just went about the process as if it was entirely normal. With all the motion outside it was hard to tell if anyone notice or was even paying attention, but I figured it didn't matter and soon had the thong panties in my hand. A quick snap with my phone's camera, and I was sending off another picture to Jerome. As I was pulling my jeans back on, I received a reply back from him.
Jerome: Well done, but I was thinking that you should also take off your bra. Send me a pic of your bare tits too.
Me: Consider it done.
Without a moment of thought, I unfastened my bra and slipped it expertly off without taking off my shirt. Stashing it with my panties in my purse, I then pulled up my shirt to capture my exposed chest and send the image to Jerome. As I pulled my shirt back down, I noticed that my nipples were rock hard, and because I had chosen to wear such a lightweight and light colored shirt, they were almost completely noticeable. Though I was nervous about going out like that, I figured it wasn't nearly as bad as I thought, and reminded myself that if I acted like it was normal no one else would have a reason to say other wise.
Returning to the bleachers I took my seat, and waited for my daughter's team to perform. On my walk back, I did notice quite a bit of second glances at my chest as people were certainly taking notice of my nipples. I felt so slutty. I was out in public without underwear on, and I did so at the request of the black man I was fucking behind my husband's back. Furthermore, I did so without hesitation, and was actually overly aroused from doing so. My how I have changed in such a short period of time.
My daughter's team eventually did their performance and actually scored well enough to place in the top five. I was so proud of her and her team. She was happy too, and asked if it was okay with me if she got a ride home with a friend so she could stay over her house for the night. I had no problem with that, and told her so. Calling my husband I informed him that our daughter was going to be staying at a friend's house, and that I was going to stop and get stuff for dinner on the way home.
As I got to the store, I felt so sexy walking around with my pointy nipples pressing out of my shirt, and feeling the seam of my jeans rubbing against my uncovered pussy. I could see the other shoppers looking at me and gawking, but I didn't care; I was loving it. Every item I picked out I made sure to take my time and compare it to other options; preferably either on the bottom or top shelf. In produce section, I picked out only long and girthy vegetables, even going as far as to rub some of them seductively. I was putting on a show for the world, and was on cloud nine while doing so. By the time I returned to my car to unload the groceries I bought, I could swear I was creating a wet spot in the crotch of my tight jeans. I was so overly aroused.
Back home, I unloaded the groceries before retreated to take a shower. I needed to try and calm myself as I was so worked up. My husband was too caught up in some sports match to even notice my state, and I didn't have to hide my bralessness from him. In the shower, I soaked under the cool cascade of the water, and made sure not to touch myself as I wasn't entirely sure I would be able to restrain myself enough to not get off. I did however, make sure to clean up my bikini area with a razor, and even with that I got carried away. In one simple stroke of the blade, I removed my simple tiny landing strip, and left my sex completely bare of any hair. It felt so smooth and so naughty. Not trusting myself, I quickly got out of the shower and dried off.
I dressed somewhat conservatively in a pair of leggings and a camisole top, but of course I went without either panties or a bra. I then went about the process of making dinner from myself and my husband. He was still involved in the game on the television, so I busied myself making a soup, and a side of cornbread. The work of making dinner help keep me from thinking too much about Jerome, but each time I picked up one of the girthy vegetables I purchased, I instantly imagined him and his massive cock. God, I had become such a slut.
Eventually, I completed making the soup, and the game my husband was watching came to an end, so we both sat down to eat. We talked a little about our days, and I told him about our daughter's cheer performance. When we finished, we decided to pick out a movie to watch and snuggled up together on the couch. With my daughter out, I could sense that my husband wanted to get sexual. He was rubbing me, and grabbing me in his way of indicating his intentions. While I was super horny, I knew I made a promise to Jerome that I wouldn't get off until I saw him on Monday. I figured that included at the result of my husband's stimulation as well, which in the state I was in was entirely possible. Not wanting to risk it, and also not really comfortable with my husband seeing that I had shaved my pussy bare, I decided the best plan was for me to give him a blow job.
I probably don't give him blow jobs as often as he would like, but whenever I do he always is appreciative. Also, I know that he often is unable to go for a round two after a blow job and they often mean the end of the sexual activity for the night. Armed with that knowledge, I slipped my hand into the waistband of his shorts, and began to fondle his growing manhood. He began to kiss my neck, and I could already feel his arousal nearing its heights. When I felt that he was as erect as he was going to get, I pulled my hand free to help pull down his shorts. Once his penis was exposed, I leaned down and engulfed it in my mouth. He simply let me take point, and leaned back into the couch with his head titled back in pleasure.
With his cock in my mouth, it was hard for me not to compare it to Jerome's. My husband's package is probably just six inches long, and no thicker than a couple of my own fingers, and before I met Jerome I had no complaints. However, now that I was comparing it to Jerome's monster, my husband seemed so tiny and insignificant. What also became apparent quickly was the matter of stamina. I was only working on my husband for about a minute before he began to jerk his hips and spasm. I pulled my mouth off and jerk him to completion onto his own stomach. Compared to Jerome, even the amount of cum he shot was lacking, but he seemed happy and even thanked me once he recovered. I just smiled and kissed him before he got up to go wash himself off in the restroom. I sat on the couch thinking about how Jerome had pretty much ruined me for my husband. I would no longer be able to think about sex in the same way as I had. At least I had Jerome.
As predicted, after my husband came, he seemed to lose steam and energy which led to us soon retreated to bed. He drifted off probably five minutes after getting into it, and I was left horny and wanting. I grabbed my phone and typed out a message to Jerome.
Me: I am so horny. I need your black cock.
However, he did not reply back. I began to browse the web some more, once again looking at tantalizing images of black men pounding white women. When I realized that I couldn't do anything but build up my already high level of horniness, I reluctantly put my phone down and attempted to fall asleep. It took me some time to drift off as all I could think about was Jerome and his thick cock. Monday could not get here soon enough.
The next morning, I awoke to my husband kissing my forehead. He was leaving to go play golf with his friends as he usually does on Sundays. I wished him good luck and then reached for my phone; still no response back from Jerome. Still feeling desperately horny, I texted my daughter to see when I should expect her home. She replied informing me that she was going to hang out at the mall and then see a movie, but would back home for dinner. With both my husband and daughter out of the house for most of the day, I decided to take advantage of my privacy and be naked for the day. Giddy with the idea, I immediately jumped out of bed and got cleaned up. In no time I was in my kitchen, stark naked and making myself a bite to eat.
Taking my food to the living room, I decided to take some time to veg out on the couch. However, it wasn't long until I got the desire to pull up naughty interracial images on my phone. I began getting myself all worked up again as I looked at pictures of huge black cocks being pushed into the asses of tiny white women. It made me long to have Jerome doing just that. I was wrapped up in the size of the cocks, and how stretched out the women had to be to accommodate them. It was in that moment of fantasy and awe, that I remembered the veggies I had bought the day before. In particular, a couple of the very thick cucumbers. In a moment of aroused inspiration, I sprinted off to the kitchen to fetch one of them. I took the thick veggie and my phone with me to my bathroom. Throwing open cabinets, I located a jar of coconut oil that would be perfect for lubrication.
I stationed myself in front of the full length mirror on the wall, and began to slather the oil into my crevice. When I was happy that I had thoroughly slickened myself, I let two fingers slip inside and begun the process of stretching myself in preparation for the larger cucumber. I added a bit more oil, and another finger before I was satisfied with my progress, and reached for the cucumber. It was nearly as thick as Jerome, but just a little shorter in length. With a steady hand I brought it to my slippery hole, and began to apply pressure with it. At first it had no give, but eventually I felt my ass began to relax and open for the green intruder. I felt just as I had when Jerome first penetrated me on Thursday. It was a sort of dull pain that took my breathe away, but would eventually recede and give way to a feeling of fullness.



I kept steady at it, and slowly continued to inch the massive vegetable into my own ass. I felt so delectably dirty and slutty doing such a task, and wondered what Jerome would think if he could see me. That thought caused me to grin and flush. Once I got the cucumber half way in, I reached for my phone and angled myself to capture a picture. I wanted to see what it looked like to have my ass stretched open around something so thick. Looking at the image, I was shocked at just how slutty I looked. It was as if I was a trained porn star stuffing her ass full; I loved it. Inspired by the picture, I pushed on the cucumber and let it sink deeper into me. With it nearly completely inside of me, I pulled back slowly. The full feeling was present and I knew I had become accommodated to it. With deliberate motions, I began to fuck myself with the green vegetable, and the sensation of it sliding back and forth was amazing. I had my phone still in my other hand so I switched to capture video; I knew I wouldn't be able to keep it going for long without risk of climaxing, and I wanted to make sure I record the moment to view later.
After only a couple of minutes, I began to feel the sign of a pending orgasm making its way through my body. Reluctantly, I stopped myself from going over the edge, and slowly removed the cucumber. When it was completely out, I felt so empty and so open. I quickly snapped another picture to see just how gaped open I was. Reviewing the image, it looked as if a small sinkhole had formed in place of my asshole. I reached back to feel, and was surprised to feel how stretched open I was. However, it soon began to readjust, and constrict back to normal. I laid on the cool tile floor of my bathroom for a moment reflecting. I couldn't believe how far I had slipped down the rabbit hole of kinky behavior in such a short period of time. I was a new woman, and couldn't imagine ever letting myself go back to the old predictable me. It was only dirty, and degrading sex for me from that point on.
Eventually, I got myself back up and returned to the couch to veg out in the nude. I smiled to myself, as that phrase had new meanings to me now. For a few peaceful hours, I just relaxed on the couch watching t.v. and occasionally thinking erotically naughty thoughts. I did not act on any of those thoughts however, as I knew if I did, I would more than likely explode in orgasmic bliss. My promise to Jerome would not be broken. I made lunch, and did a few clean up tasks around the house before my husband called to inform me he was on his way home. In a somewhat pout, I retreated to my bedroom to put on clothes. I did however decide to not put on underwear. I wanted to still be a little naughty.
My husband got home shortly after he called, and greeted him from the couch before he went off to shower. I was in a weird state; I was desperately horny, but knew I could do nothing about it, and I hopelessly wished it would just be Monday already. When my husband returned from the shower, I think he picked up on my mood as he asked if everything was alright. I told him I was fine, but I think I was maybe coming down with something. He seemed to accept my lie, and even showed concern for me by offering to make dinner. I thanked him, and told him that would be great. As he went off into the kitchen, my phone buzzed with a received text messaged.
Jerome: Is the married white slut still desperately horny for my big black cock?
Me: Oh my god, yes!
Jerome: Well you will have to wait until Monday, but this should hold you over until then.
Right after receiving his last message it was followed with a picture. It was of his gloriously erect cock. My jaw dropped in awe, and my pussy immediately flooded with arousal.
Me: Oh my! I love it! Thank you!
Jerome: It's all yours Monday. Tell me where and how you want it.
Me: I want it everywhere, in every hole. I want you to use me like the dirty married white slut I am.
Jerome: That's what I like to hear slut. See you Monday bright and early.
I looked at his dick pic again and blushed with excitement for Monday. I just had to get through one night with my family, and I would then be able to give myself over to his powerful cock. There was no doubt about it, I was in heat for his black meat. My thoughts of the potential debauchery of Monday were interrupted with the arrival home of my daughter. I was thrown violently back into my normal day to day life, and I had to bear through it for just a few hours more. Don't get me wrong, I absolutely love my family, but at that moment I was in urgent need of being used by Jerome and his sublime sex organ.
Dinner, and the rest of the evening for that matter seemed to slowly creep by. I did my best to stay engaged in the conversations at the table, but I kept finding myself drifting mentally to images of Jerome's black cock. Once dinner was complete and everything cleaned, I let both my daughter and husband know that I was going to go to bed early as I wasn't feeling myself. They both understood, and agreed that rest might very well be best. In fact the real reason I retreated to bed so early is that, I wanted to fall asleep, and allow the last hours of my wait drift by without me having to agonize in the wait. It took some time for me to eventually fall asleep, and I was awoken when my husband came to bed, but all in all I was able to sleep the night through.
I awoke the next morning feeling refreshed and renewed. Monday had finally arrived and I was anxious, but also excited. As was the routine, I made breakfast for everyone, and wished them on there way as they left for the day. Once they were both gone, I nearly sprinted back to my bedroom to begin getting ready. I showered, shaved, and did myself up. I paid particular attention to my hair and makeup as Jerome requested that I make sure I was dolled up for pictures. Once I was happy with how I looked, I went to my husband's side of the closet and pulled out one of his button down work shirts. He was larger than me, and his shirt did a good job of covering me up. It hung to just below my butt in the back, but in the front because of the buttons, it opened up to almost show off my bare bits. It was very exciting knowing I was going over to my black lover's house in only one of my husband's shirts to get used as a slut.
With a pep in my step I walked to my car which I realized was parked outside of the garage. I would have to step out in just the shirt and hope none of my neighbors would notice. It was a risk I was willing to take however, and without fear I made the trek, and soon slipped into my vehicle bubbling with excitement. I was a buzz as I drove to Jerome's, and I could feel my sex moisten the closer I got. When I finally arrived and parked outside of his house, I had to actively keep myself from running to his front door. Instead I walked barefooted up to his door, and knock confidently to announce my arrival. He opened the door moments later, and greeted with a devilish grin as he guided me inside. He was shirtless, and only wearing a pair of loose fitting basketball shorts. I couldn't help but devour his sculpted body with my hungry eyes.
Inside I walked to just about the same spot as I had the previous two meetings and waited from him to speak. He shut the door behind us, and then walked around to stand in front of me. He said nothing, just stood and looked at me as I waited for his command. His hand came up to the top button of my shirt and began to unfasten it. He continued down the row of buttons until all were undone. My shirt fell open in the front and showed off my smoothly shaved sex. He grinned upon seeing it, and then reached with both hands to push the shirt off of my shoulders. It fell down my arms and pooled on the floor at my feet. Still he said nothing as he stepped back and took a seat on his coach. As he sat he pulled his shorts off and freed his hardening tool. It stood semi erect from his lap; taunting me. All of a sudden his look turned to a more serious demeanor, and he spoke.
"Crawl to me."
I did not falter at his command, dropping first to my knees and then my hands. In the diminutive state I crawled like a pet to him. It was only a short crawl, but it had the impact of putting me in my place and solidifying our roles. I stopped as I reached him, and sat back on my heels just in front of him.
"Put my cock in your mouth, and show me what a married white slut like yourself can do," he ordered.
Saying nothing, I leaned forward and took his stiff and rigid cock into my open mouth. Using my left hand, as I knew he would enjoy seeing my wedding ring, I stroked his smooth shaft as my tongue and mouth began to envelope his manhood. It had been three days since I last had his dick in my mouth, and the way I was slobbering on it showed. My head bobbed like a buoy in the sea, and my fist pumped up and down as if I was shaking a spray can. I was in a frenzied state, and it took one of his powerful hands resting on my head to cause me to calm and slow down. I could sense that with his touch, he was indicating that he wanted to take his time with me. That was fine by me, as any time with Jerome and his glorious cock was a good time for me.
I was deep in my efforts of orally pleasuring his wonderful tool, when he pushed on my forehead and motioned for me to attend to his balls. Dutifully, I snaked my tongue out and began to lap up his full sack. It felt so raunchy of me to be licking his testicles so eagerly, and that was only heightened as he allowed his shaft to rest on my face as I worked. He must have liked what he saw as he reached to the arm of the couch to grab his phone. In an instant he began to take pictures of me, as I obediently worked his balls with my mouth. I'm sure I looked very slutty.
When he grew tired of me licking his sack, he had me refocus my efforts back to his prick. He also, I assumed, continued to take pictures of me while I devoured his black snake. Eventually, I sensed that he was no longer just taking pictures, and was instead recording me giving him a blow job. The reason I was able to tell he was recording, was because while he still focused his phone on me, he began to talk and ask questions.
"Yeah that's it slut, show me how much you love my big black cock in your married white mouth. How much to you love my cock slut?"
Taking my mouth momentarily off of his powerful tool, I responded, "I love your beautiful black cock so much. I need it all the time."
He continued his questioning with, "Does your husband know how much you love my black cock?"
I took a moment to bob up and down on his shaft a few times before I answered, "no, he has no idea how much I love your black cock."
"So you are a cheating white slut who just needs my black cock," he questioned.
Again I took a moment to suck on him some more and then replied simply, "Yes."
Even though I felt ashamed for truly being a cheating slut, it wasn't enough of a feeling to overpower my lust for the wonderful experience of enjoying Jerome's fat black dick. I was in a new mind set, and no longer cared about my previous outside life; I was cutting loose and doing what I didn't risk doing when I was younger. It was great. As I was mentally processing my feelings, Jerome seemed ready to progress the action, and pushed me off of his cock once again before spouting out another order.
"Okay slut, it's time to stuff that tight white cunt of yours. Go get a condom if you must."
He pointed over to the coffee table where in a bowl laid the condoms I had bought days before. I scurried on my knees to grab one and turned back to Jerome who was now standing.
"Put it on me slut," he said referring to the condom.
I ripped open the package, and brought the protective piece of latex to the tip of his cock; unrolling it down his shaft with my hand. When it was in place he reached down and pulled me up to my feet by my armpit and spun me around to face away from him. He then bent me at my waist with a firm shove on my upper back, and without warning began to stuff his fat member inside of my gushing pussy. I moaned out in passionate pleasure. It felt so wonderful to be stretched by his glorious hunk of meat, and knowing he never stopped recording. I quickly began to urge him to use me, and fuck me harder.
"I would slut, but if I am to keep this condom from breaking, I can't go too hard," he replied back to my eager urgings.
Desperately I moaned back, "Please, just fuck me. I need you to use me, and use me hard. Make me your slut."
His reply seemed deliberate and calculated, "I would if I wasn't wearing this damn rubber. If you want me to make you my slut, I'm going to have to take it off."
Only focused on the experience, and being in the moment, I cried out, "Yes please fuck me. I don't care, just fuck me hard."
He took his time to ask me for clarification, "Do you want me to fuck your married pussy without a condom on slut?"
"Yes! If it means you will fuck me like a slut, yes take the fucking condom off," I screamed out in madness.
"You put it on, you take it off," he responded coolly as he pull all the way back and out of me.
I quickly reached back before he stopped me, and insisted I use my left hand, and peeled off the condom from his rigidness. When it was off, he instructed I was to hold it in my hand as he fucked me to remind myself that he was bare inside of me. He then pushed his way back inside of my sloppy sex, and began to hammer away. As promised, his thrusts were harder and faster now that the condom was off. It was amazing the pleasure I got from him slamming his hard length into me, and like he said it would, everytime I looked at my hand clutching the condom I was reminded of his bare cock. It fueled my lust for him, even though I knew it was wrong that he was fucking me unprotected. I could easily get pregnant, but I didn't care as long as he kept pounding away. I could feel my pent up orgasm on the verge of exploding, and my moans must have made Jerome aware of it too, as he groaned into my ear to cum for him. That was all it took, and I was soon screaming aloud with the sounds of a crashing climax come down all over my body. If he hadn't been holding onto my hips while he continued to drive his stake into me, I would have certainly fallen to the floor. While I came down from my high, Jerome just continued his assault on my dripping pussy. He also began to speak to me in his common vulgar ways.
"That's it slut, cum on my cock."
"Show me what a true married white slut you are."
"Such a nasty slut, letting me fuck you bareback."
"I bet you wish I would cum in your cunt, and knock you up."
"Is that what you want slut, you want me to drop my fat black load in your white pussy?"
The more he spoke, the more aroused I became, but I did manage a weak, "no" to answer his question.
He jumped on my response, and rebuttled, "don't lie to me slut, I know you want my nut in you. Just admit it slut."
Again I weakly countered, "no."
"You do slut; it would be so hot for you to take my seed, and get pregnant with my baby," he continued.
"Oh god no. Please don't cum in me," I worriedly responded.
Not backing down, he quipped, "fill you up with my cum, that's what you want right?"
"I can't, not right now," was my feeble reply.
He immediately caught on to my faltering reply and responded in turn by saying, "I knew you wanted my cum in your married pussy slut. You are just my cum dump slut who needs her white pussy filled with black seed. Beg me to cum slut."
Not knowing how to respond, as I knew I couldn't have him spill his sticky seed in my unprotected pussy, but I also desperately wanted him to cum and be the vessel in which he came in or on. With that battle in my head I weakly countered by saying, "Oh baby, I want your cum, but not in my pussy; not this time. Cum in my mouth or on my face. I'll let you have my ass again, but please don't come in my pussy this time."
"Well slut, since you asked so nicely I won't cum in your pussy this time. Next time though, I will have you begging me to fill your womb with my nut," was his reply to my pleading.
He then pulled suddenly out of me, and spun me around. With a firm push on my shoulders, I fell t my knees before him and watched as he fisted his meat in my face. His hand pumped up and down, while he continued to hold his phone in his other hand to record the scene. Eventually, his hand stopped and held his throbbing member as he directed shot after shot of his viscous cum at my waiting face. As expected my face was coated heavily with his warm and sticky ejaculatem, and I could not have been more happy about it. When he was finally spent, he presented the tip of his cock to my lips, and I eagerly kissed and licked away the last little bit of cum he had to offer. Satisfied that I had clean away the last of his seed, he sat back down and looked at me as I looked back through one eye as the offer was practically glued shut with his cum.
"God, you look like a real slut with my cum all over your face like that. Do you like having my cum on your face," he asked.
My response was quick and honest, "Yes. It makes me feel so naughty, but in a good way."
"Yeah I bet; like a naughty cheating wife, in need of black cock and cum. Since you love your facial slut, I will give you two options. You can either leave it on your face and drive home like that, or you can use your husband's shirt to wipe it away and drive home naked. It's your choice," he stated calmly and succinctly.
I had to think it over some, as both options had their risks. If I left the cum on my face, it would be apparent to anyone driving near me what was on my face, and it would also make driving difficult as I could only really open one eye. However, the risk of driving home naked, and being seen completely nude in public was scary. I did however find myself getting more excited at the idea of being so exposed in public, so that is the option I chose, "I'll wipe it off with the shirt."
He didn't make a move to help, but instead titled his head in the direction of the discarded shirt. I turned and crawled over to it, before lifting it to my face and meticulously using it to wipe off the cum. When I finished, I could still feel the sticky texture on my skin, but knew that is was just the residue of the heavy sperm that was embedded in my skin. I turned back to look at Jerome, and I saw him standing pulling his pants back on. My face must have shown my confusion and disappointment because he quickly spoke.
"I know I said we could have a day of fucking, but I think I lost my desire after you made me pull out. I'm gonna go play some ball with my boys, so you can see you way out."
I said nothing, but knelt in place feeling dejected. I couldn't believe he was done with me already; I wanted more, to be his slut and be used. He left the room, and I slowly got up to my feet. As I held the cum covered shirt in my hand, and retrieved my car keys as I exited his house. Even though it was still relatively early in the morning, I was still concerned about being seen outside naked, so I sprinted to my car and quickly pulled away. I was thankful for my windows being tinted as that allowed some coverage to my nude state. As I drove home, my feelings of being hurt from Jerome not using me more began to fade as I started to become more aroused from the fact that I was driving in public completely naked. By the time I was back home, and pulling into my garage, I was absolutely soaking wet with excitement.
Once inside, I was able to calm myself some, and decided on taking a nice cold shower. I needed to but the brakes on my desperate arousal, and also clean myself of the moment of passion I had with Jerome. After my much needed shower, I slipped on a pair of workout shorts and a simple tank top to just lounge around the house in. I checked my phone and was actually surprised to see I had a message from Jerome. He was asking me for my email address so he could send the pictures and video he took of me earlier. As I typed in my email address as a reply, my arousal was back in full effect as I wondering what the pictures and video would look like. I quickly headed to the den to log onto the family computer and await the arrival of Jerome's email. It arrived in my inbox a few minutes later, and I eagerly clicked it open. As stated, he had attached the pictures and video to it, but had also included a brief message.



"You will meet me Thursday morning. I will text you later tonight to confirm as well as with further details."
His message intrigued me, and also made me giddy. He was still interested in using me, and having me perform for him. I could only imagine what he had planned. However, I didn't let myself get hung up on the possibilities of the Thursday meeting, as I wanted to look at the attachments. I loaded up the pictures first and was shocked and excited to see just how slutty I looked. The first images showed me with my face buried in his lap, licking his balls while his cock rest on my face. The contrast of his dark meat on my white skin was very erotic. They progressed to show me taking his massive stick into my stretched mouth, and I looked like a snake trying to swallow down a large meal. The pictures certainly revitalized my horniness level, and when I played the video I could keep myself from immediately touching myself. I found myself in awe as I watched his huge cock disappear into my hole, and actually began hoping that in the video I gave in to his desire to allow him to unload his cum into my pussy. I exploded in another explosive orgasm just as I watched Jerome fire off his semen all over my face in the video.
I was literally a mess; both physically and emotionally. How could I have become so overcome with passion and lust for Jerome in such a short period of time. It seems unfathomable, but now that I was on that path, I only wanted to proceed further down it. There was no turning back, or veering off; I was a slut for black cock.
To be continued...
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The rest of my day went as normal; husband and daughter came home, I made dinner, and we did our usual nightly things until we all went off to our own rooms to go to bed. My husband, tired as he usually was during the workweek, fell asleep rather quickly, leaving me sitting up browsing my phone. I just was unable to sleep, as I had thought of my relationship with Jerome on my mind. So I used my phone to research more about the type of relationship I had with him, and found quite a bit of info about married white woman falling for strong black lovers. Some of it was fantasy, but also some seemed legit. Either way, I was into it all, and soon was finding I was getting extremely aroused again. It was at this time that Jerome texted me as he indicated he would earlier in the email.
Jerome: "Hey slut, you up?"
Me: "Yes, I am up."
Jerome: "Good, are you naked?"
Me: "No, I am not. Do you want me to be?"
Jerome: "Yes."
Looking to my husband to make sure he was sound asleep, I slipped my pajama short bottoms off, and peeled of my shirt to get naked as requested.
Me: "Okay, I am naked now."
Jerome: "Well done slut. So are you available to meet Thursday?"
Me: "Yes, as long as it is during the day."
Jerome: "Great, because I enjoy having fun with you, and having you act as my slut. Come over Thursday morning at the same time. Wear one of your daughter's cheerleading uniforms, white tennis shoes, and your hair in pigtails. Of course no underwear, or undergarments with the skirt."
Me: "Okay, I can do that. Why my daughter's cheerleader uniform?"
Jerome: "Because I like reminding you of your normal life while you are being my dirty slut. Plus I know you enjoy it when I do, am I right?"
Me: "Yes, you are right. I don't know why, but I love the way you treat and use me."
Jerome: "Of course you do, you are a slut. That is how sluts should be treated. Now rest up, and I will see you Thursday."
Me: "Ok, I can't wait."
After finishing my text conversation with Jerome, I decided to stay naked for the night. I'm sure my husband wondered why I was naked when he woke up in the morning, but I decided to pretend like I was asleep and didn't notice he was getting ready in the morning. For the next two days, all I could think about was meeting Jerome, and figuring out which of my daughter's uniforms I would be able to wear. She had three that her squad wore to cheers the basketball games in, and cycled through them regularly. She had cheered a game on Tuesday, so one needed to be washed. She also was cheering another game Thursday, so I would find out which one I would have at my disposal after she left for school. All of the options were similar, with one being a halter top variety, while the other two wear long sleeve options. In my slutty head, I was hoping I would be able to wear the tank top uniform as it showed off the most skin, and considering the one she wore on Tuesday was a long sleeve option, there was a fifty percent chance I would.
Of course I was also in a constant internal debate as to what I was possibly thinking, and how could I even be aroused at the idea of wearing my daughter's outfit to go and meet up with a man to fuck me. I felt like the worst possible person, but I also knew just how amazing I felt before, during, and after my sessions with Jerome. In the end my lust and desire always won out in the debate, which would usually lead to me needing to play with myself some, or wipe up to keep from dripping all over the place.
By Thursday morning I was without a doubt eager to see my family out. I ate breakfast with them, and said bye as they left. Once the door shut, and I looked to make sure that they were both for sure gone, I hurried to my daughters room. In her closet I found the uniform she wasn't wearing at the game that night; it was the halter top. A smiled beamed across my face, as I snatched it off the hanger and headed back to my own room. With a sense of urgency, I got myself ready; putting my hair into pigtails, and doing my makeup in a cute teenie bopper kind of way. Happy with my appearance, I went about putting on the uniform. My daughter is a bit smaller than me, but I managed to squeeze myself into the outfit, and was really impressed with just how sexy I looked in it. I did a twirl to watch the skirt fly up some, and then grabbed my tennis shoes and socks.
I was soon on my way over to Jerome's and was eager to have him take me. As I drove, I got an unexpected text from him which stated that he wanted me to be chewing bubble gum when I arrived. His request meant I would have to stop and buy some bubble gum, which also meant that I would have to be seen in public dressed as I was. I was already becoming embarrassed at the thought of it. However, I wasn't going to let my embarrassment keep me from making Jerome happy, so I decided to pull into a run down convenience store near his house, and pick up the gum. It was a store that I would have never frequented on my own, and felt confident neither would anyone I knew.
As I pulled into the parking lot, there was just one other car parked out front; so I felt good that my embarrassment would be limited to a small amount of others. Inside, there was an older black man behind the counter, and then another younger, tough looking black man browsing the beer case. I nervously made my way to the candy aisle, and found a package of strawberry bubble gum. With it in hand, I walked to the counter, and noticed the older man's eyes were wide as he checked me out. He didn't say anything, but I could tell he was wondering about my clothing. I paid for the gum, and was back in my car in no time at all. My heart was racing from the experience however, and I couldn't believe how aroused I had become just from being out in public in my daughter's cheer outfit. I popped a piece of the gum in my mouth, and chewed on it as I continued on my way to Jerome's.
When I arrived, and knocked on the door I made sure to really exaggerate my gum chewing as I waited for him to answer the door. After about a minute he came to the door and opened it, at which I noticed that he had his phone up and I assumed was already recording me. I decided to act as if he wasn't recording, but to also perform for the camera at the same time. He greeted me, and then had me enter inside. I swished my hips back and forth to flaunt myself some as I walked inside and took my usual place just beyond the door. He inturn came around in front of me and began to ask me questions.
"So what is a pretty little cheerleader like yourself doing here?"
I replied, "Oh I'm just looking to have a little fun."
He responded with another question, "I see, what kind of fun are looking to have?"
"Naughty fun, for a naughty cheerleader," I returned.
Again he replied with another question, "Well then, why don't you show me what kind of naughty fun you can have with that mouth of yours?"
I said nothing as I smiled a sheepish grin at him, and then sank to my knees. My hands reached out and unfastened his pants to free his growing manhood. With his stiffening rod exposed, I wasted no time in get my mouth on it, and performing like the slut I had become. With his free hand he grabbed ahold of one of my pigtails, and began using it as a handle to pull me onto more of his shaft as he continued to record with his phone in the other hand. I made no objections and just let him have his way with me, and followed his lead. He used my mouth for another few minutes before he decided to move on to something else, and pulled his saliva covered cock from my lips.
"Does the naughty cheerleader wanna get fucked," he questioned.
"Oh god yes," was my response.
He returned by asking, "in the ass?"
My meek reply was, "okay."
"Okay then, stand up and go bend over the back of the couch," he commanded.
I immediately stood, and took up my position behind the couch. He went to retrieve some form of lubrication, and soon returned behind me to lift the cheerleading skirt over my hips. I then felt the cool sensation of the lube being dribbled onto my exposed hole, which was soon being presented with the stiffness of his massive member. He did not waste anytime before he started to feed his rigid dick into my tight hole. Moaning out, I encouraged him to continue, and he did just that as he slipped inch after inch into my accomodating rear entrance. Finally I felt him bottom out as his hips pressed into my ass, and I felt extremely full from his girth. As he began to pull back and fuck my tight ass, I began to involuntarily pant. I was loving every second of it, and so too was Jerome.
His stroke became harder and more frequent as time went on. Soon it felt as though he was violently crashing into me; trying to embed his fleshy sword into my depths. My pants turned to grunts, and screams of pleasure, as I could do nothing else but accept the rough pounding. Occasionally I would hear him spout off some degrading words like, "take that dick slut," "dirty whore, I'm stretching your ass open," or "your ass belongs to me slut," and I would respond either with a moan or other forms of acknowledgment. As time went on, I could tell he was getting close to finishing as his movements became more deliberate, and then he began speak to me more and more.
"Slut, you going to suck my cock after I pull out of your ass," he asked.
Through moans, I replied, "Oh yes! I'll suck your dick after you finish with my ass."
His response was very much derogatory in tone, "Of course you will slut. You are just a stupid cheating white slut, who lives to serve my black cock. Isn't that right?"
"Yes. I am your slut to use however you want," I replied.
He pushed further by adding, "That's right slut. You are my white cum dump. I can use you however, whenever, and wherever. I mean, look at you. You are wearing your daughter's cheer uniform because I told you to. What kind of dumb slut does that?"
Though I don't think he was looking for a reply, I answered back anyway, "This dumb slut does."
"Yes you do slut. You are such a dumb slut. I mean you never even worried about the fact that I am videoing you acting like a slut. For all you know I plan on posting this video on the web. You would be known to all as the dumb white slut, who cheated on her husband with a black guy, while wearing her daughter's cheerleading uniform. You wouldn't even care would you slut? Just as long as I continued to fuck you and give you my big black cock, you would let me do whatever I wanted with you," he quipped.
"Oh my god yes. I am just your slut to use. Do whatever you want, just don't stopping fucking me," I responded back.
He must have reached a tipping point because he suddenly pulled out of my ass, and spun me around. I dropped to my knees and watched as he fisted his huge hammer of a cock above my face. His cum soon began to rain down onto me, coating my face and head with his sticky goo. As with the times before, I felt completely covered, and completely aroused to receive his seed. When he finally spent the last of his wad, he pushed his still hard cock to my lips, and I took it into my mouth. I could taste my own ass on his shaft, but did not show any sign of disapproval. I simply bobbed up and down, cleaning his cock like a dutiful slut. Unfortunately, just as quickly as he had presented his cock to me, he took it away; leaving me on my knees covered in his cum as I waited to find out what if anything he had planned next.
My eyes were shut because of his load, but I could sense he had moved away, and a few moments later, I was startled when a piece of cloth was dropped on my face. Reaching up I released it was towel, and I began to use it to wipe my face. Once my face was relatively wiped clean, I looked and saw Jerome looking down at me. He was dressed, and was grinning at me as he watched me wipe his cum from my face. I looked at him silently, waiting for him to speak. A moment later he broke the silence and spoke.
"This was fun slut, and I can't wait to do it again. Unfortunately, I have to go into work for an afternoon shift, so you are going to have to head home. I'll text you later and set up or next meeting."
Just as was his habit, he turned away after speaking, and left me kneeling to see myself out. I stood and straightened out the skirt, before turning and making my way out to my car. He really knew how to make me feel like a used slut. I drove home basking in the afterglow of the fuck session with Jerome, and dreading having to wait to see him again. I knew that it was the weekend so that meant, I would not be able to sneak away during the day as both my husband and daughter would be home. My only hope was that when Jerome texted me later we could set up a time to meet sooner rather than later.
When I got home, I went to my bathroom to clean up. I noticed that the top of the uniform unfortunately had gotten some of Jerome's cum on it which meant I would have to wash it before putting it back in my daughter's closet. The idea that I had gotten the cum of a stranger on my daughter's cheerleading uniform made me feel wickedly dirty. I stripped naked, and jumped into the shower to cleanse myself of my dirtiness.
The rest of my afternoon was uneventful; I spent most of it cleaning and doing laundry. By the time my family got home, I was pretty beat, so we ordered in a pizza, and watched some cheesey T.V. together as we ate. When the time came we all retreated to our bedrooms, and as was my husband's habit, he fell fast asleep as soon as he was in bed. I stayed up to browse on my phone, and wait for Jerome to text me. His text came after an about an hour, and I could not have been more ready for it as I had been thoroughly browsing interracial porn sites.
Jerome: Hey slut, whatcha up to?
Me: Just sitting in bed looking at interracial porn.
Jerome: You naughty little married slut. Is your husband sleeping?
Me: Yes.
Jerome: Good. Do you want to get naughty for me then?
Me: Always.
Jerome: Of course you do slut. Start by getting naked.
Me: Okay. Consider it done.
I quickly, and as tenderly as possible, removed my night shirt; it was all I was wearing.
Jerome: Good, now go outside and stand by your front door.
Me: Oh my god. Okay. One second.
With a flutter of nerves, I slowly slipped off the bed, and exited my bedroom. I quietly navigated through my dark house, listening closely to make sure my daughter was not up. On trembling legs, I reached my front door, and gingerly opened it before stepping out and into the night. Closing it behind me, I looked out and saw Jerome's car parked just in front of my house. I made a move towards it, but stopped when I received another message on my phone.
Jerome: No, stay right there and follow my instructions.
Me: Okay.
Jerome: Put your hands on your hips and smile.
Once I read his message, my hands went immediately to my hips, and a smile beamed on my face. I looked on at his car as I noticed his window roll down, and then a flash of light emit from it. He took my picture. I felt so exposed and vulnerable in that moment, but did not dare to move. Another message buzzed on my phone.
Jerome: Now turn around and bend over. Make sure to reach back and spread yourself open.
If I felt vulnerable before, I would be even more so with this new pose. However, I didn't show my hesitancy, and instead did as I was told. I didn't see the flash this time as I was not looking, but knew he had captured the shot when my phone buzzed again.
Jerome: Great, that will be all for tonight. I took Monday off so we can meet up then. This time I will come to your place. I will text you Sunday night as too how I want you to be dressed. Sleep well slut.
Before I could even reply my request to have him stay, he pulled away and I was left standing naked in front of my house. Somewhat dejected, I snuck back inside. I couldn't believe that he came all the way over to my house just to take two pictures of me. I would have gladly went out to his car, and pleasured him with my mouth, or let him use me any other way. It was not to be though, as now I would have to wait until Monday to be used. That too scared me, as I wasn't so sure about having him over my house. It was one thing to be his slut at his place, there was less of a chance of being seen by someone I knew. With him coming over, there would be a good chance one of my neighbors would see him either entering and/or exiting my home. How would I explain that if they asked? Back in bed, I decided it best not to dwell on it now, and to deal with it if or when it came up.
I tossed and turned the whole night with thoughts of Jerome, and our very interesting relationship. It just seemed to be moving faster and faster with each day and meeting. I had no idea where it would lead or how much further I would be willing to go. What I did know, was that I was having the time of my life, and didn't want it to stop anytime soon. The rest of the weekend I decided to just focus on my family, and keep thoughts of Jerome to a minimum. I was mostly successful; there were a few times I found myself sneaking off to the bathroom to touch my wet pussy, but for the most part I was regular, old wife and mother Wendy. Sunday night though was a different story. Once my husband drifted off to sleep I peeled off my nightshirt to be naked, and waited for Jerome to text me as he said he would. Again, I passed the time by looking at the erotci iamages of white women being used by black men with big black cocks. I was in a state of insatiable lust when Jerome finally texted just after midnight.
Jerome: Hello slut. I'm guessing your are in bed and your husband is sleeping.
Me: Yes, and yes. Also, I am naked and extremely horny.
Jerome: I see, so my slut is eager for tomorrow.
Me: Yes. Desperately.
Jerome: That's good. I will be over at about the same time you usually arrive at my place. I want you to leave the front door unlocked for me.
Me: Ok. How would you like my to dress?
Jerome: I want you to be naked except for a thong. The thong you are to wear will be the tiniest thong you can find in your daughter's collection. I am sure she has plenty to choose from. Most cheerleaders with slutty mothers do.
Me: Ok, I can do that.
Jerome: You will wait for me by kneeling on the floor just in front of the door.
Me: Yes sir.
Jerome: Okay slut, have a good night. I will see you in the morning.
Me: Goodnight.
I don't know if it was at all possible, but I was even more aroused than I had been before Jerome texted. I needed to have him take me, and thankfully I only had to wait until I woke up the next morning for that to become a reality. Not really wanting too, but knowing I must, I decided to try and sleep. I didn't even put back on my night shirt, I just wanted to be naked from that point until Jerome came over.
The next morning, I again pretended as though I was sleeping in and did not wake up when my husband did. I waited until I heard both he and my daughter leave, before I got up and washed up. Once I prepared myself, I made sure to go and unlock the front door for Jerome, and then went to my daughter's room to pick out a thong. I still did my daughter's laundry, so I was aware of what underwear she had, and did know it to be true that she preferred thongs. Pulling open her underwear drawer, I rummaged through it to find the smallest of her thongs. After a thorough search I picked out a black, lace front, g-string style. It was very tiny, and covered very little when I put it on. Of course, that is what I believed Jerome was hoping for; that and the fact that it would be degrading for me to wear my daughter's thong as I serviced him. With my selection made, I went back to the front door and took up my kneeling position in front of it to wait for Jerome to arrive.



I knelt waiting for a long while; so long that my knees began to ache from the hard tile. Eventually though, the door slowly began to open, and Jerome entered my home. This was the first time he had been inside, but he seemed confident; as if he had been over a thousand times before. He left the door open as he walk in and past me without saying a word. I did not move as I was unsure as to what he wanted of me. I was completely exposed to anyone you may have been looking in through the open door, but yet I did not falter. When he reached the couch and sat down to ended his silence, and spoke to me.
"Go ahead and close the door slut, and then crawl over to me."
With a steadied calm, I crawled forward to push the door closed. I knew that from where he was sitting he had a great view of my ass moving back and forth, as well as my pussy and asshole peeking out from behind the tiny string of the panties. Once I shut the door, I spun around and started to crawl to him. He had already opened up his pants and had his magnificent cock out. It wasn't completely erect, but I knew I would soon remedy that issue. When I reached him, he didn't say a word, just tilted his head down towards his crotch, and I knew I was to take his mammoth meat into my mouth. I took no time to ponder, and quickly assumed my role of cocksucker for him.
Within moments his cock was as hard as steel, and I was doing my best to take all I could into my mouth. He seemed satisfied with my ability to service his tool, which was indicated when he took his phone out and began taking more pictures of me being his slut. For whatever reason, I wasn't embarrassed or scared that he was taking pictures of me as I acted as his slut. I felt proud and honored that he felt inclined to capture me behaving as such to look at later. Of course I knew that also meant he could show others, but I weirdly trusted him to keep my best interest in mind. Of course if he showed a few friends that was no big deal, maybe even hot, but I blindly trusted that would be the extent of it.
None of the matter at the moment though, as I was only focused on his cock, and doing my best to give it pleasure. Jerome seemed to be enjoying himself, but I did notice he had stopped taking pictures with his phone. He let me continue my oral duties on him for a few minutes before he pushed me off and stood. As he did, he stirpped his belt from his pants, and then instructed that I take off his shoes and socks. With his feet uncovered, he stepped out of his pants and pulled off his shirt. Towering above me naked and holding his belt he spoke.
"Stand up and turn around slut."
Once I met his order, I felt him grab my wrists and then begin to bind them together behind me with his belt. They felt secure, and he seemed satisfied as he spoke again.
"Okay slut, why don't you give me the tour of the house?"
Without saying a word, I began to walk forwards as he held on to the end of the belt. I led him through the living room and towards the hallway leading to bedrooms. As we walked, I felt like a puppy on a leash, and it made me feel so devilishly naughty. First stop was to show him my bedroom. He looked around some before indicating he wanted to see more. Continuing on, I led the way to my daughter's room, and again he looked around before urging to continue. We were heading back towards the living room at this point and passed the guest bathroom which my daughter used. He stopped me, and stated that he needed to take a leak.
I patiently waited outside as he relieved himself. He was in there for a bit, and when he came out he ordered me to open my mouth. I did without pause, and he was soon pushing some sort of fabric into it. He must have read my facial expression of confusion because he indicated that it was just another pair of my daughter's panties he found in her hamper. He also noted that they must have been a pair she wore during cheerleading because they were really damp. I felt so depraved to have a pair of my daughter's dirty panties stuffed into my mouth. I could taste the saltiness of her sweat on them, and couldn't believe I was actually aroused from it. Jerome however, didn't allow me to think about it too long as he told me to go back to the living room.
Back in front of the couch, he stripped the tiny g-string to my ankles and had me bend over in front of him. He wasted no time before stuffing himself into my dripping wet sex. Initially I was worried about him being bare in my fertile womb, but after a few long penetrating strokes from him, I soon let the fear melt away. He was giving me a good pounding, and I was loving every second of it. I began to moan with passion, which of course was muffled by my daughter's panites stuffed in my mouth. I wanted him to fuck me all day; I wanted to give myself over to him completely as his sex slave. It was just at that moment as I thinking about giving myself over to him, that he spoke.
"Oh yeah slut take that dick in your cheating white pussy. Feel what a real dick is like. You love my cock in your pussy. You love knowing that my cock is bare in your pussy. You want my cum in your pussy. Well it will have to be another time though slut, because I ain't ready to cum, and I still got to fuck that slutty ass of yours."
He surprisingly pulled away from me, but spotted out orders to me.
"Take off your wedding ring and step out of your daughter's panties."
I did just as he said, and felt him take my ring from my hand, and reach down to retrieve the g-string. He told me to look back at him, and I watched as he ran the g-string through the ring in such a way that it tied the ring to the panty.
"Okay slut, now I'm going to stuff these panties into your sloppy cunt, and leave just the ring hanging out. It's to show you that your pussy is mine to do with as I please, and also I want to see your wedding ring shining back at me as I fuck your ass."
Without any further hesitation, he began to push the fabric of the g-string into my recently battered pussy. It slid in with very little resistance, and I could feel just the hint of my ring as it jiggled outside. When Jerome seemed happy with his completion of the task, he lifted me up again before turning me to lay me on the couch on my back. With my hands still secured behind me, it was a little uncomfortable, but I made no indication of discomfort to him. He dropped to his knees between my legs, gave my clit and the ring a few flicks, and then spit into his palm. Using his spit covered hand, he lubed up my asshole, and was soon pushing his enormous erect cock into my rear entrance. My mouth was still stuffed with the soiled panties, and a grunt of satisfaction and pain erupted from behind the impromptu gag.
This was the first time he had fucked me in my ass while I could also look at him. He thrusted away with my legs propped over his shoulders as he grabbed my tits. I was on a whole new level of pleasure; the black man I was cheating on my husband with, was fucking my ass, while my hands were tied behind me by his belt, my pussy stuffed with a pair of my daughter's g-string panties, of which my wedding ring was tied too, and another pair of her used panties stuffed in my mouth. It was such a dirty and slutty situation, but yet I knew I wanted more. Jerome began adding to it though with his degrading words.
"Fuck slut, your ass is so tight. I love knowing that I am the only guy who has had your ass. Your poor husband hasn't even had it, and yet I am tearing it open with my big black cock. He is never to have your ass either. It is only for my cock, or other big black cocks."
He knew just how to talk to me to add to my arousal. How to speak about my family, demeaningly, and yet still make me want more.
"I am gonna cum soon slut, and when I do I am going to pull out and spray my load all over you. You are just my cum whore; my married, white, cum whore."
Giving me a few more hard thrusts, he quickly pulled himself free of my ass, leaving me with a vacant feeling, and then pump out his viscous jism onto my body. Shots of his ejaculate splashed down all over me; my stomach, chest, neck, a little reached my face, and some sprayed onto my pubic mound. He had hosed me down, and marked his territory thoroughly while I just laid back and panted like the elated slut I was. When the last of his cum dribbled out, he stepped back and loomed over me. He said nothing as he reached for his clothes and began to redress. I laid still as I watched him, and wondered what was next.
With his clothes on, he leaned down and lifted me up to unfasten my hands and retrieve his belt. As stood and watched him put his belt back on, I could also feel his sticky cum begin to slowly creep down my body; it felt so slutty. Still, once his belt was on, he said nothing as he walked past me and towards the door. It wasn't until he reached the door and was pulling it open that he turned and spoke.
"I'll text you later slut."
He then walked out of my house, leaving the door wide open and me standing naked with his drying cum coating my body. I felt so used and so slutty. A man I hardly knew, had come into my house and fucked me in three holes, came on me, and then left without even saying good bye. However, what some strange reason, I was extremely turned on by it, and in fact dropped to my knees and quickly brought myself to a crashing orgasm. It was an amazing orgasm, so powerful and so depleting. When I finally came down from its high, I stood up on weak legs and slowly walked to close my door. It was once my door was shut that I realized I was still gagged with my daughters used panties, and her other pair was still stuffed in my puffy pussy.
I retreated to my bedroom, and pulled the two dainty garments from myself; each saturated with my bodily fluids. From the g-string I untied my wedding ring before taking it and the other pair into the laundry room to be washed. Jerome's cum was hardening on my skin so I started a hot shower to clean myself up, and to melt away in. The shower felt so good that I was almost put into a trance like state of euphoria as the rest of the day went by in a blur. It wasn't until I found myself in bed next to my sleeping husband that I truly realized that the day had come to an end. As I sat reflecting, and coming back down to earth my phone vibrated with a new text message from Jerome.
Jerome: Hey slut, you up?
Me: Yes, and I am horny.
Jerome: Well I can't do anything about you being horny right now, but I am glad you are up. Tomorrow I want you to go shopping for a sexy lingerie outfit that you will wear just for me.
Me: Okay, I would love to. Anything in particular?
Jerome: You will just choose outfits, and try them on but will take pictures of yourself in each to send to me. Once I see one I like I will let you know.
Me: That sounds so hot, it will be my pleasure.
Jerome: Good slut, then I will leave you to get some sleep, and will also leave you with a picture of my own.
Just after his last message a picture came in. I opened it to see what he sent, and it was a picture he had taken of me earlier that day while I was sucking his glorious black cock. I looked absolutely slutty with his massive member stuffed into my mouth, and the tiny black g-string as the only piece of clothing I was wearing. If I hadn't know it to be true, I would have never been able to tell that I was mother and a wife. I saved the image to my phone, and looked at it for awhile longer before putting my phone down and going to sleep. For the night I dreamed of myself sucking on Jerome's black snake, and swallowing his sticky cream. When I woke in the morning, I found my hand clutching my crotch, and my pussy sticky wet with arousal.
As usual, my morning was spent seeing both my daughter and husband off for their days, before I went to get ready to my day out to do Jerome's bidding. As I figured I would be taking my clothes off a lot while lingerie shopping, I decided on a simple cotton sundress sans underwear for easier removal. I did though spend some time on my hair and makeup so that I would look my best in the pictures I would be sending to Jerome. When I was satisfied with my look, I headed out of the house to my car and drove over to the mall. I stopped by the coffee shop in the mall to get a latte before continuing on to the lingerie store to begin shopping. Browsing the racks of the large selection of erotic and expensive lingerie sets I began to get more and more excited.
Wanting to get somewhere private to myself, I chose a few sets, and retreated to the changing rooms. The attendant, a college age sporty girl, smiled and showed me into a room towards the end of the hall, and I was soon alone to try on the lingerie. Without waiting, I quickly pulled my cotton dress off my body, and stood naked as I looked over my options. Not sure where to start, I just grabbed the first hanger and began to put it on. It was an all white lace piece with matching garter and stocking. The bra top was half cup, so my nipples were exposed, while the panty was a crotchless thong. With the outfit on, I posed in front of the mirror and snapped a selfie of myself. I sent it to Jerome, and then began to undress to try on the next outfit. As I was re-hanging the first option, my phone buzzed with a reply.
Jerome: Not bad. What else slut?
I quickly put on the next outfit a maroon teddy that had a plunging neckline and a thong back. It was very light material, and I look really stunning in it. Taking a moment to look myself over, I snapped another picture and sent it to Jerome. His reply came back quick.
Jerome: Not bad. Keep them coming.
The next outfit was a black leopard, mesh garter slip that I paired with some fishnet stockings. It looked very stripper on me, but also very sexy. Taking my picture, and sending it over to Jerome I took it off and waited naked for his response. I had only brought those three items in with me, so I waited to see if he wanted me to buy any of them. As I sat and drank my coffee, my phone lit up with his reply.
Jerome: Very sexy slut. Anymore?
Me: Those are the only three I brought into the changing room with me. Do you want me to buy any of those, or should I go pick out some other options?
Jerome: I think the first one, the white lace option is the one you should buy, but I also want you to send me some more pictures of you just posing naked. Make sure I can see your ass spread open and your pussy. Also, get that wedding ring of yours in all of them as well.
Me: Okay, I get right on it.
Not taking a moment I began posing and taking pictures. Rather quickly I had four pictures capture to send off to Jerome. The first was a basic one of me standing head on, with my left hand creeping towards my shaved pussy. After that I sent him one of me with my back turned, and my left hand reaching back to pull open my ass cheek. The third, I posed on my knees in front of the mirror. My legs were spread open to show my pussy, and my left hand was gripping my tit as I held my mouth open wide. Finally, the last picture I was on my knees facing the opposite direction. My left hand this time had my ring finger slipping halfway into my tight asshole. I had never before taken pictures like that, and never would I have done so to send to someone; including my husband. It took a moment before Jerome responded back, but it did eventually come back.
Jerome: God you are such a married slut. You will do just about anything for me won't you?
Me: Thank you, and yes I would.
Jerome: Okay, well then tomorrow we will see how true that is. Meet me at the park near my house at our normal time, and wear only your the new lingerie you are going to buy. Of course you can wear a coat over top, but nothing else. Maybe even pick up some nice heels to match. See you tomorrow slut.
Me: Okay, see you tomorrow.
Finishing with Jerome, I got dressed and took the lingerie he chose out to the front to buy it. As I walked through the mall I wondered to myself what Jerome would have in store for me tomorrow. I was a little hesitant about the idea of meeting him in such a public place in just lingerie, but deep down I knew that would not keep me from meeting him. The idea of buying a matching pair of heels appealed to me, so I ducked into a shoe store to pick out a nice pair. Within minutes of walking in I picked out a sexy pair of white, peep toe heels that were about four inches in height. I quickly purchased them, and headed on my way back to my car. When I arrived home, I went straight to my room to try on my new purchase one more time; all together this time. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was stunned just how sexual I looked. Jerome would love seeing me like this, that I knew for certain.
The rest of my day went by agonizingly slow, as I tried to keep my mind out of the gutter by doing my usual housewife duties. However, the image of myself on my knees servicing Jerome kept popping into my head, and it made me wish it was the next day more and more. When my family got home it helped to distract me some, but still I imagined taking Jerome's black cock in my ass and wishing I could feel him shoot his cum into it. By the time I went to bed, I was worked up beyond belief that I actually tried to blow off some of my energy by surprising my husband with a blowjob. It was nothing compared to how I blew Jerome, and he didn't have nearly the staying power either. Only about a minute after I started, my husband couldn't hold back and spewed his tiny amount of cum into my mouth. I swallowed his seed, and then excused myself to the restroom. I felt so disappointed, and dissatisfied with the experience, and thought about bringing it up to my husband. However, when I exited the bathroom, I found that he had already fallen asleep, and I was left unsatisfied.
Peeved by my husband's apparent lack of attention to me, I decided to go out into the living room and browse my phone while watching cheesy T.V. Of course the moment I started on my phone, I was soon looking at images of white women being used by powerful black men. The further I slipped down the rabbit hole of erotic interracial imagery, the more I decided to be naughty and used. I was crazed, and even decided to strip myself naked as I began to touch myself on the couch. It wasn't enough though, as I wanted to push myself to be even naughtier. In a state of ultra-arousal, I got up from the couch, and walked to my front door. With just a slight tremble of nerves, I opened the door and walked out while still naked. The cool night air felt wonderful on my uncovered skin so I reasoned with myself that it was late and none of my neighbors were up and pushed myself to walk towards the street; away from my house.
With each step I took away from the safety of my home, my excitement grew. When I reached the curb, my body shook with the electricity of arousal and nerves. I was standing naked on the curb in front of my own house; it was crazy, yet I pushed myself further. I justified that if I could do this now and on my own, I could certainly meet Jerome the next morning wearing only my lingerie. Turning to my left, I began to walk away from my house, and further down the block. At first I did not have a goal in mind, so I settled on walking to the corner; it was only a couple houses away. Also, for whatever reason, I forced myself not to touch my dripping pussy; I wanted it to be just a normal walk, except for the being naked part.
When I reached the corner, I stopped and looked around. No one was out; it was quiet and calm. I just took a moment to stand and soak it all in. I was naked in public, on a street corner, and had done so of my own volition. Never in a million years would I have done anything like this prior to meeting Jerome, but now I wonder why I hadn't. It felt so freeing, and so stimulating, just like it feels when I am with Jerome. I wanted it to last longer, but knew I should get back, especially considering that it was late and I wanted to be suitably rested for my meeting with Jerome in the morning. Slowly, I meandered back to my house; enjoying the freeness of the experience the whole way.



Again, for whatever reason, when I got back inside I decided not to play with myself. Maybe I felt I needed to say myself, and my high for Jerome, but whatever it was for I simply got redressed and went off to bed. Though I can't be certain, I believe that once I laid my head down, I drifted off to sleep with a smile on my face. I remember dreaming of walking through the middle of town, in the middle of the day, stark naked. In that dream the people looked and gawked at me, but I was unaffected. I just strolled down the street as if nothing was amiss. That dream woke me up as I was panting and clutching my soaked crotch.
Thankfully, when I woke from the dream it was close to my normal waking hour, so I was able to get up and take a nice cool shower to calm down some. While showering, I made sure I was shaved of any stray hairs, and smooth for Jerome's touch. Out of the shower, I threw on a bathrobe and began getting breakfast ready for my family. I had a giddy excitement as I got things ready, and both my daughter and husband mentioned that I seemed to be in unusually high spirits. I let them know that I had gotten a good night sleep, and just felt really refreshed and energized. Thankfully, neither of them really pushed it any further, my husband did show a little more affection because of the treat I gave him the night before, but as usual they left for to start their days, and I was left home to do whatever I pleased. That meant now to go and get used by a dominant black man in the park.
In a blur, I was dressing in my newly acquired lingerie and heels, and was ready before long. I grabbed my trench coat that I wore the first time I went to Jerome's apartment on my own, and smiled that I was wearing it again to meet him. Not really sure where that park was, I texted him before I left to get directions. Once he replied back with the instructions, I thanked and told him I was on my way. In my car, I had to focus on not speeding as I badly wanted to see Jerome. He texted me as I drove that he would meet me outside the restrooms, at the south end of the park. I could only imagine what was planned.
I pulled into the parking lot of the park, and took a few calm deep breaths before getting out. Looking around I survey the park, and noticed that other than Jerome's car, no others were there and that it didn't seem to have any pedestrians either. It was small park, a bit on the run down side, but that didn't bother me as all I was focused on was seeing Jerome. I noticed the restrooms at the far end of the park and began to walk along the concrete path to them. My heels clicked-clacked as I walked, and as I got closer the more aroused and brave I got. I unfastened my coat and let it fall open in front to show off my lingerie. I felt confident that there was no one else at the park, and that Jerome would be happy to see me meet him like that. The cool morning air tickled my wet pussy lips as I walked, they were exposed thanks to the crotchless lace panty. Once I was only about a hundred feet from the small restroom building, Jerome emerged from the opposite side and smiled upon seeing me. I continued to walk to him until I was just a few feet infront of him and he stopped me to speak.
"What a good looking slut you are in your sexy lingerie and heels. Since your coat is already open, go ahead and take it all the way off," he ordered.
I didn't balk at his command, and simply slid my coat off my shoulders to expose myself to him. I held the coat over my arm as I listened to him give me more instructions.
"Go lay your coat over that trash can for now, and then follow me."
I followed were he pointed with my eyes, and located the trash can he referenced. Confidently, I walked over to it and draped my coat across its rim. As I did, he began to walk towards the entrance to the men's restroom, and I hurried to follow as I was told. As I entered the room behind him, my nose was filled with the stench of urine and other foul smelling odors. My nose crinkled, but I said nothing as I did not want to upset Jerome. Once we were both inside the dreary, dank room, he spoke to me once again.
"Quite the contrast; you are all dolled up in fancy lingerie while standing in the middle of a disgusting public men's room. Go stand over by the urinals. I want to take a picture of just how slutty and raunchy this is."
Happily, I walked over to stand in front of the row of urinals. Jerome pulled from his pocket his phone, and quickly took a picture of me. I felt so dirty, and yet also so horny. Once he got the picture, he gave me further orders.
"Okay slut, that's good. Now get over here and show my just how much of a dirty slut you are. On your knees and suck my cock."
I didn't have to be told twice, I quickly took my place in front of him and on my knees. I watched as he released his cock from the confines of his pants, and soon took it into my wanting mouth. As I sucked his cock, he began to use his phone to capture video of my slutty behavior. I felt so degraded, but in a very arousing way. I was dressed in very nice lingerie, and was on my knees of a dingy public restroom, sucking a huge black cock and getting recorded doing so. I had become such a slut.
Jerome though seemed intent on just allowing me to blow him, as he made no move to transition into fucking me. He instead let me work my mouth magic on him, and after a few minutes erupted. I was surprised that he had cum, and also by just how much he came. I struggled to swallow the viscous load, but was overjoyed with the fact that I got to taste his seed. When his pulsing, spewing cock stopped, he pulled it away and began to walk towards the urinals. He reached one of them and then instructed to come to him. As I reached him, and knelt beside him he asked for my ring. Just like I had in the past, I quickly pulled it from my finger and handed it to him without asking any questions. Taking the ring from me, he tossed it into the urinal and then grabbed ahold of my head before speaking.
"Look at your wedding ring slut. Look at it sparkling on that urinal cake. Now I want you to watch as I piss all over the symbol of your marriage."
He then let out a stream of urine from his still semi erect cock and aimed it at my wedding ring. My face was only inches away from his stream, and I could feel the warmth of his piss on my skin. I watched, mesmerized, as he urinated all over my ring. The stringent aroma of his piss acted as almost an aphrodisiac for me. It was so dirty, but at the same time so purely dominating. He was literally pissing on my marriage, and rather being upset by it, I was enthralled with arousal. Watching the golden stream flow from him, I instinctively began to lick my lips, and imagine what it would be like to taste his piss. I know that sounds crazy, but the idea though humiliating and degrading seemed like the ultimate surrender of my power to him. To turn myself over to him and his wants. This of course was only present in my mind, but he may have been able to pick up on my vibe, because as his flow pittered to a stop he turned his hips to allow me to lick away the last drips of piss from his cock. It was an unspoken moment of understanding that I was his to use, and had no issue clean his cock and tasting his piss.
When he was happy that the last of his urine was taken care off, he again pulled his cock away from me and this time began to fasten his pants. I looked on at him with a look on confusion. He had not fucked me, and our meeting had only been a few minutes. He couldn't possibly be done with me now; I needed to feel him inside of me. He of course observed my confusion, and replied to it in a very matter of a fact way.
"Don't be sad slut, I told today was about seeing just what you would be willing to do for me. You see, now I know you will meet me and perform for me in public, while dressed as a slut. I have learned that you don't mind the taste of my piss, and as I'm about to find out you are willing to risk public exposure to keep getting my black cock."
I replied honestly, "Yes, that is all true, and I am sorry that I seemed upset. I just need your black cock all the time, and am willing to do whatever to have it."
He smiled and the spoke, "Very good slut, because I want to post that picture I took of you standing by the urinals to a public website. If that is fine by you, tell me to post it, and you will get my big black cock again soon."
Even in my state of ultra-arousal, I knew it wasn't a good idea to have him post such an erotic image of me on the web. It could potentially lead to me being exposed. However, I didn't want to displease him, and desperately wanted him to know that I was being truthful when I said I would do anything for him, so I answered again honestly, "I don't care. Please post that picture on the web. All I care about is servicing you and your big black cock."
"As I thought slut. I'll text you later with the link to the picture, and then tonight to set up our next meeting. Thank you slut for being so well behaved," was his reply.
As I knelt next to the urinals, I watched him leave with a big smile on his face. The idea of a picture he had taken of me getting posted online scared me, but I was also contented that he gave me good praises before he left. It was as if I was his puppy dog, and he had praised me for being a good dog. Even though that sounded so demeaning, in reality, it meant the world to me to know I had behaved properly for him. So with a smile on my face, I reached into the urinal and fetched my urine soaked wedding ring. As I slid it onto my finger, I thought of how much I loved submitting to Jerome, and not about my love for my husband.
I stood and made my way out of the grungy restroom to retrieve my coat. Upon my exit I was shocked to find that my coat was no longer where I left it. This was unsettling for me, as I would have to walk back to my car in skimpy lingerie. When I arrived the park was deserted, but I wasn't sure that was still the case. I knew there was no way around me making the trek, as I had left my phone in my car but then I realized that my car keys were in my coat pocket. My only hope was that Jerome took my coat with him, and had left my car keys by my car.
Not wanting to be caught standing in my underwear, I hurriedly began walking down the path back towards the parking lot. From what I could tell as I drew closer, no other cars were parked which I felt confident in assuming meant no one else was in the park at that moment. After the short walk and I reached my car, I let out a sigh of relief when I reached for my door to open it and it was unlocked. My keys were sitting on the driver's seat, so I scooped them up and promptly sat down. I had to take a moment to settle my nerves and breathing, as I was a wreck with emotions from the possibility of being left stranded at a public park in naughty lingerie.
Once I calmed down, I quickly got my car started and headed home. Even though I was driving home in just my underwear, I felt safe because I was in my car. I did however choose to park in the garage, as I didn't want to risk my neighbors seeing me in my state of undress. When I did get home, it was more than a second after I entered my house, that I dropped to my knees and began to get myself off. I came with a crashing orgasmic wave right in my kitchen. The morning had me so riled up, that it only took me a minute to reach the climactic high. Even though my orgasm was amazing, I still wished Jerome would have brought it about with his gratifying cock.
Unfortunately, I had to get myself back to my normal state; I had household duties to attend, and could not afford to let them slide. It was in the midst of those duties however, that Jerome texted me. I was a giddy eager slut when I opened his message to reveal its contents. Sadly, all the message contained was a web link. No small talk, or sexual chat, just simply a link. Reading the link's address my spirits perked as I realized it was to the picture he took of me. He actually posted it online. With a nervous tremble in my fingers, I clicked the link, and watched anxiously as the site loaded up on my phone. It was an amateur porn site like Imagefap, and there I was standing in white lingerie in front of some urinals. What I wasn't expecting, but was hoping for, was that Jerome had cropped the photo from my mouth down. If I hadn't know it was a picture of me, I don't believe I would have been able to tell.
I stared at the picture on my phone for a long while. I just couldn't believe that such a naughty picture of me was available for anyone to view online. It was such an arousing concept, that countless strangers would see me standing in my sexy lingerie, as Jerome had that morning. The title also added to the naughtiness of it, as Jerome had titled it "White slut poses for black cock." It was so literal, and yet so demeaning; being to just a slut on the internet. I scrolled down, to check for comments, and noticed he had also added a description that stated, "more of the slut to come soon." This surprised me, as I hadn't thought about the potential for more pictures to be posted, but I guess I should have figured it was an option considering he was building quite the collection already. It started me thinking about what it would be like to have other pictures online; maybe even naughtier ones in which I was servicing Jerome's cock. Without realizing it, my hand had snuck its way into my pants and was rubbing my wet pussy at the thought.
The rest of my afternoon was a fog, and I couldn't get myself to focus for any longer than a few moments on anything that wasn't about my relationship with Jerome. Somehow though I did manage to get my house in order, and even feed myself, but once that was taken care of I retreated to my bedroom to ponder exactly what my life had become. I needed to process everything, and that is what got me to write it all out; I wanted to replay everything and see what impact it had on me. So that brings me to present time; right now. As I read through what I have written, I understand my desire to serve Jerome more, and my need to be used. Though I know it isn't the right thing to do, I also know that I would be able to live with myself if I didn't continue. I am Jerome's slut, and I want to whatever I can to serve him.
The End...
For Now.
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I had a very nice weekend on my own, and though I missed Sage it did feel good to not have to be on edge to serve. Of course I did push myself to be naughty on my own; ordering pizza and paying for it naked, going outside into my back yard naked, and playing with my own ass just so I kept it ready. It was Sunday night that was tough. I laid in bed rolling back and forth as I thought about what Monday may bring. Meeting with Sage wasn't the issue however, as I actually was looking forward to it, but it was how things would be with Miss Bell. There was potential for it to be awkward, and I hoped that they would not be. It's just that I have never been with anyone I worked with before, and wasn't really sure how our relationship would be affected.
When my alarm went off in the morning, I felt as though I got no sleep at all. Somehow I managed to pull myself from my bed, and get cleaned up. Sage had texted the evening before to meet her naked except for heels, so after my shower, I picked out a pair of brown leather, peep toe heels. Even though they weren't my highest heel, I still felt absolutely sexy in them. Happy with my selection, I strutted off to my car to meet with Sage. As I drove, the thought of having Miss Bell with me, and driving just as I was popped in my head. It took all my reserve not to touch myself as I drove.
Arriving at my usual time, I parked and went to wait for Sage. She showed up a few minutes later looking stunning as usual. She had on a flirty white dress, and a pair of cute flats. Also, she I noted that she was without a bag which was unusual as I was naked, and she was the one that was to bring my clothes for the day. I didn't however make any sign of my worry, as I merely waited for her command.
"Good morning my slut, I take it you had a nice weekend to yourself?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Excellent, but I'm also sure you would enjoy having a bit of fun today as well wouldn't you?"
"Yes I would Mistress."
"Great, then follow me slut."
Sage turned and began to walk away, so I quickly skipped forward to follow her. She led the way to the front parking lot, the lot that was more exposed to the street, and over to her car. It was parked under a light so was very much illuminated. Upon reaching her car, Sage popped the trunk and pointed for me to go over to it. When I got to her trunk and opened it, inside I saw two identical duffle bags. I looked to her quizzically as I wasn't sure how to proceed. She simply smiled before speaking.
"We are going to play a game of chance slut. Inside the trunk there are identical two bags. Each bag contains different items, and a different outfit for you to wear. You will pick one of the bags, and depending on which one you choose that will decide what kind of fun we will have. I must inform you though slut, the outfit in one of the bags is not a school appropriate outfit. Now make your choice, and let's get inside to find out how we will begin."
Looking back to the trunk, I analyzed the two bags but there was nothing about them that revealed what they contained. Knowing this I just grabbed the bag on the right, and closed the trunk. Sage smiled and then led us back to the school. Rather than heading to my classroom though, she walked us to the teacher's lounge. Upon entering she grabbed the duffle from my and began to open it on the table in the center of the room; a grin formed on her face once she zipped it open as if she was delighted with the contents. From within, she pulled out a large document envelope and handed it to me before giving instructions.
"Here, go ahead and put this in Miss Bell's mail cubby; I thought it would be a nice present for her after your Friday night together."
I took the envelope, and as I walked over to the wall that had the mail cubbies, I read the note on the front.
"To say thank you for a wonderful evening, and to show that I do indeed trust you. Your friend, Miss Watts."
I was curious as to what the envelope contained, but assumed from the trust line that it had to be something naughty. Slipping it into the Miss Bell's slot, I turned back to Sage and saw she had pulled out more items from the bag before zipping it closed. On the table was a medium sized metal butt plug with a red jewel at the base, a pair of handcuffs, and blindfold. Once she knew I had seen the items, Sage spoke.
"Grab those, and follow me."
She walked past me, and I hurried to pick up the three items from the table. When I exited the room, again I noticed Sage was not leading the way to my classroom; she was now walking towards the opposite wing of the school. We reached the other end and she led us into one the girls restroom and over to the first stall. Inside she positioned me to bend over the toilet, and grabbed the plug from my hand. Not a word was spoken as she produced a small bottle of lube from the bag, and then proceeded to push the cold metal plug into my ass. Though I couldn't see it, I imagined that the jewel at the base sparkled at Sage once it was lodged in place. Sage then spun me back around and spoke.
"I am going to cuff you and blindfold you now. You are to remain in this blindfolded until the first bell rings. When it rings, you are allowed to remove the blindfold, and you will see how to proceed from there. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Mistress."
She accepted my understanding of her orders, and proceeded to cuff my wrists together in front of me. I was then pushed to sit on the toilet, before she pulled the blindfold into place on my face. She was silent for a moment, and I thought she may have left, but after a few seconds she spoke up.
"Okay slut, you stay right there, and remember do not move until you hear the bell ring. However, I would recommend keeping your feet up."
I heard her step away and then the stall door close and locked. That was weird as she would have had to use something to pull the lock shut, as the mechanism was on the inside of the stall. I didn't ponder that too long, as my mind was filled with the fear and anxiety of being naked and cuffed in the girls' restroom of my school, and that I was to remain that way until the first bell rang. That of course only meant I was able to remove the blindfold, I still did not know how I was to get uncuffed, dressed, and to my class before the second morning bell that started class would ring five minutes later. All I could do though was think, as I was stuck in that stall for just about another hour.
As time went by, I began to hear the noise of students arriving and wandering the halls. I remembered to pull my legs up as to not draw any suspicion as to who was inside the locked stall. Soon I began to hear girls coming in and out to use the restroom and gossip; a few times I had to hold my breath as I could hear my stall's door rattle as someone tried pushing it open. Fortunately, the lock was in place, and they would move on to the next available stall. To keep myself from going crazy with worry, I lost myself in the typical teenage conversations that were going on while I waited for the bell to ring. In fact it was the bell that brought me out of my daze of drama filled talk, and I instantly remembered where I was.
My cuffed hands reached up and pulled the blindfold down off my eyes. Sage had said that once I did it would be clear as to how I was to continue. It was indeed, as the duffel bag she had me choose from her trunk, was hanging from the hook on the back of the stall door. If I had cheated and pulled my blindfold off early, I would not have had to hurry as I did now. I reached for the bag and pulled it to me. Inside I quickly found the key to the cuffs, and got them unfastened from my wrists. I stashed the blindfold and the cuffs back into the bag, and then pulled out what clothing was inside.
All I found in the way of clothing was a pair of nude colored pumps, and a bright neon pink dress. It was a short dress, and one a typical teacher would not usually wear to teach in. However, it wasn't so out of place that it would lead to disciplinary actions, and considering I had no others options I quickly pulled the dress on, and slipped my feet into the heels. Taking a moment to listen and make sure the coast was clear, I stepped out of the stall. With the duffel in tow, I began making my way to my classroom. As I walked, I felt as though everyone was looking at me. The bright color of the dress certainly drew the eyes, and I felt a little embarrassed to be seen by the students in such a short, bright dress. The length was fine, but knowing I was pantyless, and wearing a butt plug under it only made it seem shorter.
I arrived just as the second bell was ringing, and was able to unlock my door to allow the lined up class to enter. After the initial fantic start, I was able to get the class started on a group project and then sit at my desk and try to refocus. Eventually, the classes engagement in the project got me to relax and I was able to push the crazy morning task out of my head. In fact things were going really smooth through my first two periods of the day, and I no longer worried about the length of my dress. It was after second period that I had my first interaction with Miss Bell since our Friday night experience. She walked in to say she enjoyed the present I left her in her mail cubby, and that she returned the favor by leaving a present for me in my mail cubby. I smiled and thank her, but I still had no idea what the present I left for her was. However, I was enticed with the idea that she left one for me; I wondered what it could be for most of third period.
It wasn't until 3rd period came close to an end, that I refocused my mind, and prepared myself for Sage's class the following period. When she arrived, it was business as usual, as she entered without even looking at me. I got her class going on the project just as I had with all the others, and see was soon engaged in working with her group. About half way through the period, I received a text message from her.
"Slut, for lunch I will not be needing your service. You are to go and hang out with Miss Bell, and see about potentially setting up a meeting with her black lover."
Though I was a little disappointed that I would not see Sage at lunch, I was also intrigued with the idea of spending lunch with Miss Bell and maybe finding out how I could meet her black lover, which on Friday I actually found out was her owner. Also, it would give me a chance to stop by my mail cubby and check to see what the present was Miss Bell had left for me. After receiving Sage's text, the rest of the period seemed to slowly creep by, but eventually the dismissal bell did ring.
True to her word, Sage left me alone for lunch. Once the rest of her class filed out of my room, I followed suit and made my way to the teacher's lounge to check my mail cubby. Just as she said there would be, an item was waiting inside. It was a small manilla envelope, just like the one I had left in her cubby. On the front she had written a quick note; Thank you for the pictures, here is a token of my appreciation. So sage must have filled the envelope with erotic pictures of me for Miss Bell; the thought made my bare pussy moisten. I took a moment to take a peek at what was inside the envelope and was surprised to see a pair of thong panties inside. These must have been the ones she wore to work, as she couldn't possibly had a present like this ready to go. I grinned as I closed the envelope as I knew it would be my way of injecting myself into her lunch break.
I walked over to Miss Bell's room, and knocked at her door. She opened it a few seconds later, and was beaming with a smile upon seeing me. I told her that I like her return present, and asked if it would be okay if I joined her for lunch. She of course graciously allowed me in, and I noticed made sure to close and lock her classroom door behind me. As I sat down, I decided to just jump right in, and started the conversation with a very naughty and to the point question.
"So, since you gave me a pair of panties, does that mean you are teaching commando?"
She replied cutely, "Yes, I guess it does."
I responded back a bit for demandingly, "Prove it."
She said nothing, but instead reached behind her as she stood, and unhooked the clasp of her pencil skirt. I heard the zipper get push down, and then watched as she shimmied her hips to take it off. In a moment she was standing in front of me bottomless with her bald pussy looking at me. Taking a page from her book, I stood up.
"I must confess, I am also not wearing panties," I said as I began to pull my pink dress up and all the way off. I was now standing before her completely naked. She just smiled before walking to me. Without a word our lips pressed against each other, and we began to passionately make out. Our tongues swirled around, exploring each other mouths, and our hands caressed our bodies. One of her hands slipped down to my ass to grip my cheek, and after a bit of prodding, she realized I was plugged.
"Naughty teacher," she groaned pulling away for a moment after finding my plug lodged in my ass. I answered back that my mistress made me wear it, before I dove back in for a kiss and grabbed ahold of her ass as well. I was the first to begin fingering, but it wasn't long before we both had our fingers in each other's pussy. We kissed and grinded one another's hands, urging each other for more. It was in a moment of pleasure that I had titled my head back to let out a moan and caught a peek at the clock. Lunch was nearly over, and classes would resume shortly.
In frantic motion I disengaged from her completely, and let her know we had to stop because of the time. I could tell she was saddened by this, but understood me must stop. We both began the process of redressing, and getting ourselves put back together. Once we were happy that we were presentable, we kissed once more before she walked me to her door. Right before she opened it though, I remembered what Sage had instructed me to do, so I stopped her and spoke.
"Hey, so this may sound weird, but so has our quick relationship, so I have to put it out there. Do you think you could introduce me to your black friend, errr, owner. I'm curious what it is like to be with a black guy."
Thankfully Addison just smiles, and replies, "Of course. I will set something up with him. It will be fun, and you will love his cock. I know I do."
I thanked her, gave her a quick peck on the cheek, and exited her room just as the bell rang ending lunch. Quickly, I head back to my room to get ready for my next class. I'm that I am flushed with arousal from not only the intense makeout session with Addison, but also the idea of actually meeting and having sex with the mysterious black man that owns her. My classes do a good job of keeping me somewhat focused, but that is all flushed away when I receive another text message from Sage.
"After school, you are to wait for me behind your desk on your knees. You are to be blindfolded with your hands cuffed behind you. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Mistress," is my simple reply.
I am giddy with excitement from the chance to serve my Mistress after school. Even though it will be a risk to wait in such a vulnerable state for her to arrive, I know I am willing to do it, if it means I can serve her. The only downside is that I have to wait for the rest of the period, which had just started, for the end of the school day to come. Unbecoming of a teacher, I decide to ignore my class, and sit sulking behind my desk. My class doesn't seem to notice, and it is with their ignorance that I decide to look at the many naughty pictures on my phone of myself serving Sage. With each swipe of my finger, my pussy gushes and my anticipation increases. I get so lost in my gallery of sluttiness, that I the dismissal bell catches me off guard and I jump a little out of my seat. My students, eager to be done with the school day, happily began filing out of the room and I followed behind to close the door once they left.
When the door was shut, I hurried over to my desk and retrieved the duffel bag from earlier that morning. It contained the blindfold and handcuffs I needed. I took both items out and placed them on my desktop before peeling of the one article of clothing I was wearing. Looking to my feet, I saw my heels and figured she didn't say anything about keeping them on so to be safe, I took them off as well. I put both the heels and the dress into the duffel before dropping to my knees. Securing one cuff on my right wrist, I placed the blindfold on my face and covered my eyes. Without taking a moment to think about it, I reached my hands behind my back and snapped the other cuff to my left wrist to secure myself. I was now naked and vulnerable in my classroom awaiting the arrival of my Mistress.
The feeling of being restrained, naked, and blind in my classroom where at any moment someone could walk in is always mind trip. On one hand I am extremely aroused, and desperate to serve my Mistress, but on the other hand I am wracked with fear that someone else will walk in and find me as I am. It is a roller coaster of emotions, and all I can do is kneel and wait as patiently as possible for whatever may happen. It is a long wait, but finally I hear my door open and then close. Because nothing is said, I know it to be Sage. I can hear her rustling things about, but she does not speak. Then, all of a sudden, I am surprised when she forcefully presses the head of a thick rubber cock to my lips. Her hands grip the back of my head and pulls it hard in toward her. As she does, my mouth opens to accommodate the intrusion of the dick, and she speaks.
"Yes, that's it slut. Suck my cock. That's all you are good for, is to be a fuck hole. You had a nice little night out with your new whore of friend, but I am here to show you just what you deserve slut."
Her words spat out of her like venom, as she continue to push the strap-on further into my throat; gagging me. She had already reduced me to a worthless whore, and I loved it. I loved the feeling of letting myself go completely, and just letting Sage use me. The way she spoke to me only added to my arousal, and I was happy to have her abusing me after such a long time weekend in which I hadn't seen her.
"I want you to take all of my cock you fucking slut. I want to hear you choke on it as I jam it down your throat. You are my slut, and I am going to fuck your mouth like one," Sage spat.
Here fake cock filled my throat, and finally embedded itself all the way into my face. She held it deep, as my throat desperately convulsed to try and expel the length. My eyes watered under the blindfold, and I felt as though I may pass out, but Sage mercifully pulled away, and began to thrust herself roughing in and out of my mouth and throat. Saliva and spit began to drip and drain out of my mouth splashing onto my chest and the floor below. After about a minute thought, Sage stopped her intense assault on my mouth, and ripped her now slick cock from my head.
"Stand up slut," she said gruffly as she grabbed my arm and helped me to my feet. She then spun me around and bent me over my desk. I felt her guide my cuffed hands to my as she barked out another order, "Spread you ass open whore." I did as told, and instantly felt her pull the jeweled plug from my ass. It resisted, but soon pulled free and left my hole slightly gaped open. I then felt a gob of Sage's spit hit my open hole, and followed quickly by the bulbous head of her fake cock. Her venomous words started again, as she began penetrating my ass.



"God you got such a tight ass for a slut. I thought by now, I would have stretched you open and made you so loose that I would be able to toss quarters into your ass. I guess we will see how you are holding open after today because I am going to fuck so hard you will walk funny. God, you may still be tight slut, but your ass sure is greedy. I already have my whole cock buried in your slutty hole. Do you like taking ten thick inches in your ass slut?"
"No Mistress, I love it," I replied back defiantly. I was loving how rough and demeaning she was being, and I wanted to add fuel to her forceful fire. My reply did just that, as she began to pound my ass even harder, and speak even harsher to me.
"Oh you love it do you slut? Well we will see what you have to say after I'm through with you today. Take my cock you worthless little fuck slut. Let me tear your ass open, and stuff it full of my thick cock. If you love this slut, then next time I will fist your slutty ass, and we will see how much you love that."
Each stroke of her cock, was all the way out and then back in all the way to the hilt. They were not steady methodical strokes either, rather they were forceful and fast. I felt as though she was trying to hammer in a nail in my ass. When she spoke about next time fisting me, I was shocked. Would she really fist me? Would I be able to take her fist in my ass? What would that be like? All of these thoughts rushed through my head as she steadily fucked my ass ragged for the next few minutes. She must have grown tired as she slowed to a stop and pull her thick tool from my battered hole. I felt her push down on my lower back to have me drop back to my knees. I took the cue, and snuck down at which she turned my head so that I could take her cock into my mouth again.
"Clean your slutty ass off my cock," she said as I dutifully did as ordered. I took the entire length in my throat again; this time of my own volition, and then began to greedily suck it clean. When she was satisfied that I had done my duty, she stepped back and left me kneeling on the floor. I listened, and heard her begin packing things away. After a few moments, she returned to me to unlock the handcuffs, and speak.
"This was fun slut, but I need to get home and do some homework. I am taking your your car keys, and phone with me. I want you to run home to get some exercise. After I leave you will remove your blindfold and on your desk you will see the running outfit I have laid out for you. You will run home wearing it and your buttplug. At home, I will have dropped off your car and belongings; you will text me when you get home. Is this understood slut?"
"Yes Mistress," I replied.
She responded back shortly before leaving, "Good, have a fun run slut."
A few seconds later I heard my classroom door open and shut, and I reached to remove the blindfold. I stood and turned to look at my desk. Atop it was laid out as Sage had said a running outfit. There was my pair of running shoes, a really short pair of pink running shorts, and a white sports bra. It was certainly a running outfit, just a very skimpy one. Considering I really had no other options, I wasn't going to complain. Before I dressed, I reached for the butt plug that was also on my desk, and easily slipped it into my dilated asshole. I then pulled on the tiny shorts, which were a mesh pair of Soffe shorts. When I pulled them on, the bottom curve of my ass cheeks was almost visible. The sports bra was not any better, as it was very small and light. Also, because it was white, and had minimal padding, the faint outlines of my nipples were visible. However, rather than be put off by the revealing nature of the outfit, I was instead aroused at the idea of going for a run in it. Added to that was the fact that I hadn't orgasmed all day, and had certainly had one that was very eventful.
Slipping on my shoes, I took a deep breath and then proceeded to venture out of my classroom. Of the whole trek home, this first portion would be the most embarassing, as I would have to walk through my school dressed as I was. I would just have to act confident if anyone noticed and raised any questions about my outfit. Fortunately, and quite remarkably, no one saw me and I was soon outside and started on my run. As I ran, I allowed my head to clear and just enjoyed the wonderful feeling of getting a bit of exercise. However it was quite distracting running with a plug in, and also the occasional car horn honk I received from passers by. I knew I had to look quite the sexual site in my get up, but the further I ran the more I allowed myself to drift away and just experience the moment.
It was long until I reached my house, I only live about three miles away, and I was happy to see that Sage had indeed left my car for me. I ran to it, and saw that she had left my keys, phone, and purse inside. Opening the door, I retrieved them and was about to text Sage I had gotten home when, I noticed that I had a message from Miss Bell. Wondering what it could be about, I opened it.
"Hey I talked to Jerome, my black "Owner," and he wants to meet you tonight. Be at my house around six. See you then."
Oh my god, I never thought it would happen so quickly. I figured Addison would talk with him, and set it up at the earliest on the weekend. Tonight was so soon, but I wasn't going to let that stop me from having my first interracial experience. Now not only did I have to text Sage to indicate I was home, I also had to let her know about the plan. I quickly sent off a text to Sage and awaited her reply. It came back quickly.
"Oh wow, well have fun, and make sure to dress yourself up slutty for him. Oh and take pictures for me."
To be continued...
*****
If you want to read what happens with between Jerome, Miss Bell, and Cynthia, you can read the next chapter of my Lesson Plan series. I will also be adding info about the meet up in the next chapter of this series, but will go into more detail through the Lesson Plan chapter.
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My life since signing the "Black Cock Slut Contract," has been a whirlwind of sexual excitement. Jerome has made sure to use me as often as he likes, and always leaves me feeling completely used and humiliated. I have adhered to the contract as best as I can; remaining naked in my home, wearing only slutty revealing clothing without panties, and being the best slut for Jerome's black cock I can be. He has of course filmed me, and taken pictures of me doing all kinds of sexual acts, but has yet to post anything online though he has been bringing up the possibility more and more.
As for sharing me with others, there has only been one instance thus far. He had me order food from a chicken wings place for delivery. According to him, he knew the delivery boy was a young eighteen year old thug named Dwayne who had the habit of telling anyone you cared to listen how much he loved fucking white bitches. Jerome instructed me that when he arrived with my order, I was to answer the door in just a robe. I was then instructed to persuade Dwayne to accept a blow job as a form of payment for the food. Of course he also wanted me to set up a camera to film the entire interaction. The idea of offering me over to an unknown young black teen was to say the least exciting and frightening. However, as I knew this was Jerome's way of testing me, I wasn't going to back out.
When Dwayne the delivery boy showed up, I did just as Jerome ordered. I answered the door in my robe, and after getting Dwayne to set the food on my coffee table, I just came out and asked him if he would like a blow job. He of course did not decline, and so I dropped my robe and dropped to my knees in the proper position to capture my slutty act on camera. His thick cock was in my mouth in no time at all, and I devoured it like a hungry slut. I was impressed with the size of his cock, though it wasn't quite as large as Jerome's. He let me suck him for a while before I think the moment overwhelmed him and he lost his edge. He announced he was going to cum, so I pulled off and jerked his shaft until he spewed his seed onto my face. Then in a naughty bit of fun, I reached for my phone which I had left on the coffee table, and handed it to Dwayne. I asked him to take a picture of my cum covered face while I held his cock. He happily obliged my request, and then was soon on his way to pick up the next delivery. I sent the picture to Jerome as a way to show my completion of his task.
It was the next day after school, while Jerome was showing me his gratitude for obediently completely the task, which led to a new wrinkle in my life. Jerome had shown up at my school at the end of the day to use me, and apparently a fellow teacher at my school had happened to peek in and see us. I found out about this later when that teacher, Miss Watts, invited me out for drinks on a Friday. It was odd as I had not really known her all that well before, but when I happened to mention it to Jerome via text; he insisted I was to go. While at drinks, that is when she told me what she saw, but rather than be put off by it she instead told me of how she was a submissive. In fact, she told me how she had partaken in similar, and at times naughtier, after school activities. With the air cleared, and cards on the table, we had a few more drinks and soon found ourselves enjoying one another at her place for the night. (This can been read about in Cynthia's Submission Ch. 22-23)
That was certainly a night to remember, and when Jerome asked how it went, I spilled the details of the lesbian tryst. He seemed to be happy to hear about it, and even seemed interested in meeting Miss Watts. So when I saw her on the following Monday for a little lunch time fun and she asked about potentially meeting Jerome, I was eager to let him know. He too seemed eager to set it up, and had me inform her that he would meet her at my place that evening. I texted her, and let her know the plan before getting myself ready and things set up as he requested.
Jerome had informed me that I was going to show off to my friend just how truly I was a Black Cock Slut. He made it very clear that for the night, he would use me as a worthless fuck toy while also making sure to attend to Miss Watts in a very passionate manner. I was both scared and intrigued by how that sounded. I of course knew I would behave and act as Jerome wished, but knowing that my co-worker would be there to witness my depravity was something I wasn't sure how I would handle, nor how she would. However, I could not ponder those thoughts as I needed to set everything up. Jerome instructed that I was to have the video camera set up and ready to record. He also instructed that I made sure interracial porn was playing on the t.v. for when Cynthia arrived. I was to await his arrival at five thirty naked and wearing my collar. It was his indication that he would add to my look once he arrived.
The first thing I took care of was to get my computer hooked up to my television, and load up a collection of videos that featured hardcore interracial sex scenes between white women and black men. Once I had the porn configured as requested, I got my video camera out and set it up so Jerome could start recording whenever he pleased. I then took a shower, made sure to shave, and got myself made up to await my owner's arrival. Wearing only my collar as he ordered, I kneeled in front of my door until he came over.
As I knelt waiting, the nervous anticipation flooded my body as I wasn't really sure what to expect out the night. I also wasn't sure just how into my black cock slut behavior Miss Watts would be, but figured that considering she was in her own sub/dominant relationship, it wouldn't be an issue for her. Jerome showed up after I had been waiting about ten minutes on my knees, and immediately my thoughts all went to how I could best serve him. When he walked in he smiled his bright smile at me, and began to speak.
"So slut, I hope you are ready to let your teacher friend see just how big of a black cock slut you are, and I hope you won't be jealous when I treat her to my thick black cock."
"Yes Sir, I am very much ready to let my friend see me used by you, and have no problems letting her try a taste of your wonderful black cock."
"That's what I like to hear slut, but I think I need to make sure things are clear from the get go with your teacher friend. Go fetch me a black marker slut."
"Yes Sir."
I jumped to my feet and hurried into my office to retrieve a black sharpie marker. In no time at all, I was back kneeling in front of my black owner, and handing him the requested item. He took the marker from me, and silently began writing on my chest with it. When he finished, I looked down to read what it said. Across my chest and torso was the following:
"I AM A DUMB BLACK COCK SLUT"
I looked to Jerome and he just smiled back at me before explaining that he wanted to make sure Miss Watt's immediately understood what I truly was. After I accepted his explanation, he went on to further layout how he expected the night to go.
"For tonight, just like anytime you are with me, you are to behave obediently. I will use you, and have you perform however I see fit. As for your teacher friend, I will fuck her, and use her, but nowhere near the level I will fuck and use you. I may even have her partake in ordering you around. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes Sir."
"Great, I am going relax some and have a beer before she gets here. You wait on your knees facing the door until she shows up, and of course I expect you to answer the door just as you are now slut."
"Yes Sir."
I took my position in front of the door and awaited Miss Watts' arrival. As I knelt, I felt like such a worthless slut. I was about to have a coworker of mine over to my house, and I was completely naked with a degrading message penned in permanent marker across my torso. To add to the situation, she was coming over to meet the black man that contractually owns me, and will potentially see just how true the message on my body is. My heart began to race with anxiety as I thought about it, and my pussy flooded with arousal.
Because I didn't give Miss Watts an exact time to show up, but rather a vague time frame, I wasn't exactly sure when she would arrive. I had to wait on my knees for close to fifth teen minutes until the doorbell rang to life. It was of course her, and I slowly rose to my feet to greet her. Reaching for the door handle, I knew that once I opened the door the night would get started on a very wild and intense ride. I swung the door open and smiled, as she obviously reacted in shock at my appearance. She let out a startled, "Oh my," before I could say hello. However, she soon readjusted herself, and her mindset, that it was just going to be that kind of night, as she replied to my hello by saying, "I see we will be having a fun evening tonight."
I led her inside, and was happy to see she had dressed somewhat provocatively. She wore a form fitting dress that was tight enough to make it apparent that she was not wearing a bra or panties. Her heels were extra sexy, and looked to be about four inches high. From the smile on Jerome's face I knew he approved. I introduced them to one another, and Jerome immediately took the lead after their introductions.
"So, my slut here tells me you are interested in getting to know me a little better; what exactly does that entail," he asked of Cynthia.
She looked at me for a moment before answering, "I want to know what you have that can make a beautiful woman like Addison into a dumb black cock slut."
Jerome grinned and then responded, "So does that mean you are interested in becoming like my slut here?"
"For at least tonight, I don't know if my Mistress would approve of you continuing control after tonight," she replied.
"That might have to be something determined between your Mistress and me after tonight, but let us just focus on tonight for now. Take off you dress, and show me what you are working with," Jerome ordered.
Cynthia did not flatter at his command, and quickly pulled her dress from her body to reveal her beautiful naked form. She stood in front of him as he surveyed her body. A smile formed on his face as he looked, and then he spoke.
"Dumb slut, get over here and unleash my cock to show your friend what has you hooked."
His command was stern and somewhat embarrassing in front of Cynthia, but I quickly scooted over to Jerome and fell to my knees before him. I reached up and unfastened his pants. Reaching my hand into his boxers, I pulled out his semi-erect snake to present it to my coworker. I left my hand on it, and began to stroke its length as he spoke again.
"So, can you see why your friend here has become my dumb little black cock slut?"
Cynthia replied, "Yes I can, you certainly are a very well-endowed man, but I don't think just looking at it is going to get me hooked. However, before I get to know you better, how about you show me just how much your dumb slut enjoys your cock?"
"As my guest, I have no issue seeing to your wish," Jerome responded before adding, "Go ahead slut, get my cock in your dumb whore mouth, and show your friend how much you desire sucking my black dick."
I quickly took his heaving manhood into my mouth and began the dutiful process of sucking him into my throat. Though Cynthia was there watching me, I did not let it keep me from behaving like the proper slut I was for Jerome. Soon his length was buried in my throat, and the familiar gurgling sounds of my face get fucked filled the room. However, it was only for a moment, as Jerome roughly pulled away and signaled for Cynthia come closer.
"Now that you have seen the slut in action, I want to see what you can do. Get your mouth on my cock," he ordered.
I was a bit surprised at how quickly Cynthia responded to his order, as she was soon next to me with his huge black cock in her hand. Before she went any further though, she reached up to hand Jerome her phone and told him to make sure and get plenty of pictures. Apparently her mistress wanted evidence of the night. Jerome just smiled and took the phone from her. She took a moment to stroke its length, then look up at Jerome, and then at me. A small mischievous grin was on her face, or at least it was until she opened her mouth and took in Jerome's huge cock head. Apparently her mistress had trained her to suck dick as well, because she also had his long snake in her throat in no time at all. Now it was the gurgling sounds coming from her face that filled the room. I just knelt motionless staring at how sexy it was to see my petite co-worker take on such a massive black pole. Other than the pictures and videos Jerome took of me, this was the closest I had ever been to seeing a true slut in action.
Jerome snapped me out of my daze when he sternly instructed me to get down under Cynthia, and began licking her licking her pussy to prepare it for a fucking. Obediently I took up the task, and was lapping away at my friend's dripping snatch. From the moans I heard from her, she too was enjoying the tonguing. My tongue flicked all over her tender lips and hole, and I even let it slap occasionally on her asshole. I noticed quickly, that when I did that her moans became deeper, so in a bit of inspired lust, I took one of my fingers, and edged inside. Another deep long moan resulted, and I took that to indicate to continue my anal exploration.
By the time Jerome finally had Cynthia stop sucking his big black cock, I had two fingers plunging into her asshole, and my face was completely drenched with her love nectar. He moved around behind her, and had her bend forward. Since he did not say anything about me moving, I remained under her but had pulled my face and fingers away to allow him access. When he saw my fingers pull out of her ass, he smiled and then spoke.
"So, you're another teacher slut that loves it in the ass. I will have to see just how much, but we have time to get to that. I want to stuff your pussy full first."
I then watched as he knelt down behind her, and slowly pushed his rock hard unit into her. It was mesmerizing to watch as her lips stretched open to accept his dark shaft. He sank his piston into her until he bottomed out, and his heavy cum filled balls lay on my face. I should have felt humiliated, but I was too turned on from watching his cock fill her cunt to care. Pulling back, he began to stroke in and out of Cynthia, giving her pussy a thorough fucking. Of course that meant that his hefty sack bounced across my face as I continued to watch from below. Cynthia was immediately moaning from the onslaught, and after a few minutes he was driving into her with hard forceful thrusts.
At one point he pulled all the way back, leaving her slit gaping and causing her to moan with wanting. He pushed down on his shaft and angled it towards my mouth. I eagerly open up and accepted him. I could taste the savory juices of Cynthia on his black shaft, and tried to savor the moment, as it was a first for me. Jerome however, was intent on continuing to fuck Cynthia, and soon removed his cock from my mouth and plunged it back into her loosening cunt. Her moans ignited again with passion, and I returned to watch in awe and occasionally get my face ball slapped.
Jerome kept up his pattern for a while. He pounded out Cynthia's pussy, pull out, stuff his cunt covered cock into my mouth, and then return to his pounding. Each time he pulled out though he began to spout off degrading and humiliating statements about me to Cynthia. Things like, "God, your friend is such a filthy slut, she loves sucking you pussy juice of my cock," or, "Isn't this slut so pitiful? She can't get enough of my black cock, and will even wait for me to stop fucking you to get some; even if that means she has to let my balls slap her face." It became really demeaning when he began tell Cynthia about some of the more humiliating things I had done in the past.
As he fucked her he said, "This slut loves to taste her own ass too, and I'm sure she will love the taste of yours as well. I once had an eighteen inch dildo shoved all the way into her ass, and then had her play fetch with it in her front yard. Oh, and she loves to drink piss too. I called her one time in the middle of the night, a school night, and had her come meet me just so I could have her suck me off, and then piss on her face. She surprised me when she willingly began to swallow me piss, so I just let her swallow the rest like the dirty dumb slut she is."
I felt little as he conveyed my dirtiest acts to my co-worker, and I felt even more embarrassed when, between moans, she responded that she thought it was all hot, and would love to see me taste her ass and drink piss. That was all Jerome needed to indicate that it was time to focus his throbbing spear of a cock on her asshole. He had me clean his shaft of her pussy once more before ordering me to go get some oil for lube. Like a good little black cock slut, I quickly did as instructed and returned with the bottle and retook my position underneath Cynthia. I watched as he coated his pole with the slippery liquid first, and then spread some onto and into her ass. Cynthia moaned with approval, and that was the signal he needed. Gripping his girth, he leaned in and began to press it into her tight hole. Again, I watched in awe, as his large tool slowly began to disappear into my co-worker's back door.
He took it slow, but I could tell that he didn't need to, as Cynthia seemed accommodating of his size. She had told me during our weekend tryst that her mistress had regularly used a strap-on on her, and would often use her o ass. Jerome seemed to pick up on this fact, as he started to pump into her with a faster rhythm. Just as he had with her pussy, he recreated with her ass. After a few moments of steady pounding he would pull out and feed me his length. However, it was now Cynthia's ass that I tasted, and not her pussy juice. I was accustomed to tasting my own ass when I was with Jerome, but the realization that I was tasting someone else's was not lost on me. I wasn't disgusted by it, but I also wasn't thrilled. It was my duty as Jerome's slut to behave, and behave I did.
When Jerome saw that I had no problem with my dirty task, he made sure that Cynthia knew as well, and even allowed her to watch as I sucked on his cock fresh from her ass. The humiliation of the moment was not lost on me, but I did not let it keep me from continuing. I dutifully slobbered on his cock until he pulled it from my mouth with a pop, and stuffed it back into Cynthia's ass. I was again relegated to watch from my position underneath.
He seemed disinterested in having me taste her ass from his cock anymore, as he no longer pulled free of her tight ring, and continued to drive himself deep and hard into her. Cynthia's moans intensified with each thrust, and I could sense that she was on the verge of an orgasm. Jerome seemed to have sensed this fact as well, as he began to speak to her.
"Do you wanna cum slut? Do you wanna cum while my big black cock is fucking your ass," he asked.
She replied simply, "Yes, oh god yes!"
He continued, "Before you cum slut, tell me you love my big black cock, and that you are a slut for big black cock."
Without falter she responded, "I love your big black cock! Oh god, I am a slut for big black cock."



I watched and listen with fascination. Their dialogue back and forth was eerily similar to the dialogue he and I had when I first submitted to him and proclaimed my love for his cock. I wonder if her response was as truthful as mine had been, and whether she too would become a slave to his black cock. I wondered also, how her mistress would react to this knowledge. However, I wasn't able to think about it too much, as they were still going back and forth with one another.
"So since you admit you are a slut for black cock, you will do whatever you must to have it and to please it," Jerome asked.
"Yes, oh god, I will do whatever is needed to receive your big black cock. To please your black cock," Cynthia answered before adding, "Please may I cum now?"
With a bit of a chuckle, and while continuing to ram her with his tool, Jerome responded to her plea, "Not just yet slut, before you can cum I want to know a few more things. Do you wish to become a dumb black cock slut like your friend?"
After a moan of desperation she answered, "Yeeesss!"
Jerome pushed her further with his questioning, "Don't you cum yet slut, not until I tell you too. Will you sign a black cock slut contract just like your friend did too?"
Her response was slower this time, as she took a moment to think about it. After a few seconds she replied with a question of her own, "what about my Mistress?"
Jerome responded confidently, "I'm sure I could work something out with her. She seems pretty willing to let you be used by others if you are here now getting your ass fucked by my big black cock. So would you be willing to sign the contract, and join your friend as my black cock slut?"
"If, ungh, my Mistress okays it, then yes I will sign and be your black cock slut with Addison," she replied.
"Just what I thought slut. I'm going to cum in your ass soon, when I do you may cum as well," Jerome stated.
I then watched as his pace intensified, and then his balls began to contract. His grunts and slowed thrusts indicated that he was indeed cumming inside of Cynthia's ass, and once the first spurt shot off inside of her, she wasn't far behind him. I lay underneath, staring ass the two bodies above convulsed in climax. Both of their breathings became irregular as they came down from their highs and attempt to regain composure. Jerome seemed to regulate himself first, as I watched him began to slowly slide his still rigid dick from Cynthia's abused hole.
"Don't think I forgot about you dumb slut, I want you to clean my cock and then suck my cum from your slutty friends ass," he said looking down at me.
His dick popped free from Cynthia's hole, leaving it gaping open, before being pushed down into my already open and waiting mouth. I savored the taste of his remaining cum, and the mix of Cynthia's tangy ass. Unfortunately, Jerome removed his pole before I good get too lost in my duty. The removal of his cock was timed with the sight of his cum beginning to leak from Cynthia's open hole. I felt one of Jerome's hands on the back of my head as he lifted it up to meet the sticky drool of cum with my mouth. Like the dutiful slut I had been all evening, I readily began to lap up the sticky liquid. I pushed my face between her cheeks, and did my best to suck and swallow all traces of Jerome's warm jizz from my co-worker's ass.
When my job was finished, I let my held fall back and allowed Cynthia to stand up. I propped myself up on my elbows as I looked up at both of them standing above me. A wicked grin appeared on Jerome's face as he looked down at me. He then turned to Cynthia and spoke.
"Well isn't she a messy dumb slut now. I think she needs to be washed up. What do you think does your friend need to be sprayed off? You could see just how much she loves it when I clean her with my piss. She may even drink some if you ask her nicely."
Cynthia replied a bit more enthusiastically than expected, "Oh my, that sounds wonderful."
Jerome turned to look at me before speaking, "You heard her slut, get on your knees and show your friend just how much you love my piss."
Like the devoted slut I was, I sprung up to my knees and waited patiently for Jerome to begin to relieve himself on me. In a matter of seconds, I watched and felt the warm golden liquid rush out of his semi-erect cock, and began splashing onto me. He aimed his stream at my chest initially, but soon redirected it to blast my face. I just knelt still, and let his warm piss cascade onto my face and skin. It had the familiar pungent smell, and acidic burn as it rained down into my closed squinted eyes and nose.
"Open your mouth slut, and let your friend see how much you enjoy the taste of my piss," he ordered from above.
I complied immediately, and instantly felt the golden stream begin filling up my mouth.
"Go ahead, get down close and ask her nicely to drink it. I'll stop for a moment as to not waste any," he told Cynthia.
Though my eyes remained closed, I could sense her presence as she crouched down beside me, and in a sweet calm voice asked, "Please, will you swallow the piss in your mouth to show me what a complete dumb slut you are?"
Her words, though degrading, only pushed me to behave, and I instantly closed my mouth. I swallowed the mouthful in one gulp, and then let out a satisfied "ahhh," as I opened my mouth once again. Cynthia remained next to me as she responded to my completion of her task by stating, "How wonderful. Just like a true slut should."
Jerome again spoke from above, "Well said, but since you proclaimed your desire to be a dumb slut just like her, how about I let you have a sample too?"
At this question I cracked my eyes open and looked to Cynthia to see her response. She said nothing; she simply tilted her head back a bit, and opened her mouth wide. Jerome chuckled again, and then released his hold on the flow of urine, and let it pour out and into her waiting mouth. When he filled it almost completely, he pinched the stream off again to allow her time to swallow. To my absolute surprise, she did not hesitate as she closed her mouth, and just as I had a moment before, swallow the acidic discharge in one gulp. Another chuckle erupted from Jerome just before he released his torrent of piss once more and began to spray us both with his volley of urine.
When his stream finally dribbled to an end, both of us were drenched, but still had smiles on our faces. There was a puddle of piss gathered around our knees on the floor, and I was thankful at that moment for having hardwoods. Jerome moved to sit once again on the couch, and then indicated that he wanted me and Cynthia to kiss. We turned to face each other, remaining on our knees, and leaned in to engage in a rather passionate kiss. Our tongues explored one another's mouths, while also at the same time tasted the remnants of Jerome's pee on each other. He watched us kiss for a few more moments before he had us stop and spoke.
"This has been a fun evening, but as you are both teachers and this is a school night, I am sure you will be needing to get home. Now, I am going to hold you to want you proclaimed earlier, and have programed my number into your phone. Have your mistress give me a call so we can work out the details."
He handed Cynthia her phone back before continuing, "Considering though that you are still technically under my charge for the time being, I think it best if you return home naked and still covered in my piss. This dumb slut here will walk you out to your car, and make sure your dress and heels get back to you tomorrow at school."
Cynthia stood after taking her phone back from him and replied, "As you wish, and thank you for such a wonderful evening. I hope to have a similar experience soon."
I stood up as she began to walk to the door, and followed closely behind as she opened it. We both walked outside, completely naked and drenched in urine. Reaching her car, Cynthia stopped and turned to face me. She leaned in for another kiss, this time a simple goodbye kiss, and then said goodbye and that she would see me tomorrow at school. As she got into her car, she rolled down the window to tell me to text her later to see what plans both our dominants had planned for us tomorrow if any. I told I would, and then said to drive safe. She drove away, and I turned to walk back inside. I felt happy with how the night went, and a bit at ease with how well Cynthia went along with everything. It was as if we were in it together now; a team of sexually depraved teachers desperately doing their master's and mistress' bidding.
To be continued...
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Let me start by stating that it has been a few months since I last wrote about my life changing experiences with my new lover Jerome, and since that point things have only gotten crazier. To rewind, I will begin from where I last wrote, the evening after Jerome posted the first picture of me online. Seeing such a provocative image of me on the internet for all to see, and then writing out all of the events and details of my short relationship with Jerome set my mind in a state of lust. When Jerome texted me later that night as he said he would, I couldn't resist the urge to divulge my desire to be used by him.
Jerome: Hey slut how did you enjoy the picture?
Me: I loved it. It was scary at first, but I must admit it did excite me.
Jerome: I figured you would. What about it excited you the most?
Me: Of course the knowledge that a provocative image of me was posted on the internet for anyone to see got me revved up, but it was your message that went with the image that really ignited my fire.
Jerome: Oh, how there is more to come?
Me: Yes.
Jerome: Why?
Me: Because the thought of more erotic images of myself being posted online is so scary, while also so arousing.
Jerome: So you want me to post more pictures online of you as a black cock slut?
Me: I think so. I'm not so sure. Would you conceal my identity like you did in the first one?
Jerome: I could, do you want me to?
Me: Oh yes. I don't think I could live if someone I knew found out.
Jerome: I think it would cause your pussy to drip like a fountain if someone you knew found out.
Me: Maybe, but I don't think I could risk it... not now.
Jerome: Okay, I feel you. Any pictures I post for now will conceal your identity. Once you really begin desiring showing off, the pictures can reveal more about your identity.
Me: How do you now I will want to in the future?
Jerome: You will. What are you wearing?
Me: I guess we will see. I am wearing just a large sleep shirt.
Jerome: Want to get naughty for me tomorrow slut?
Me: Yes. What shall I do sir?
Jerome: You will meet me at my house at the usual time. You will wear just the sleep shirt you are wearing now. I'm going take you on a wild ride slut. That is all you need to know at this time.
Me: Okay, I can't wait. I am dripping just thinking about serving you.
Jerome: Good, that is how a cheating married slut should be when anticipating performing for a black man. I will send you a link to the new pictures I post in just a bit. Stay up and wait for them, but you are not to touch your cheating pussy until I tell you to. Is this clear whore?
Me: Yes sir.
Jerome: Great. See you tomorrow slut.
That ended our text conversation for the night, and I remained awake while I waited for him to send the link for the new pictures he was going to post of me online. As I waited, I thought over just how crazy it was for me to give him permission to post more naughty pictures of me. There was no way any of my friends would agree to such a thing, but why had I? The more I thought about it, the more I came to the realization that I actually got off on the idea of my naughty behavior being exposed online. Something about countless strangers seeing me act as a cheap cheating slut for a beautiful black man got me fired up with lust. I wanted to be known as a slut for black cock, and if that meant Jerome posting anonymous pictures of me online, then so be it.
About thirty minutes later the text I had been waiting for arrived. My fingers quickly tapped the link, and my phone transitioned to the website from before with the original picture of me. However, now it was just one five pictures, and upon my first glimpse of the gallery the other four seemed to be far more provocative then the original. I opened up the picture next to the one of me standing in the restroom to view it full size. It was the first picture I sent to him; the one he requested I send him so he could use it as my contact photo in his phone. It showed me kneeling nude, with my legs open and my mouth was open in a moan. To conceal my identity, Jerome had cropped it so that every from my mouth up was not in the picture.
Clicking to the next picture it was another I had sent him. It showed me naked on my bed, bent over and holding my ass open with my hand. My sleeping husband, who was turned away, was also in the shot. Because I was bent over facing away from the camera my face was not visible, and they did not need to be cropped.
The third new picture was of me sucking on his big black balls. Again, this photo did not need to be cropped as I most of my face was covered by his humungous black shaft. The last of the new pictures showed me bent over while wearing my daughter's cheer uniform. The skirt was pulled up over my hip, my face was unseen, but Jerome's massive cock was very noticeable as it was embedded halfway into my tight ass.
I looked through the pictures again, and couldn't believe just how slutty and raunchy they were. They depicted my fall into the life of a black cock slut perfectly, and caused my pussy to flood further with arousal. Unfortunately I could not do anything about my need to cum, as I had promised Jerome I would wait. Even though it was late, I knew trying to sleep would be tough as I would be constantly thinking about the pictures, and all the crazy things Jerome has had me do. I spent that night tossing and turning with the agony of arousal and wanting to serve my black master.
The next morning, even though I did not sleep well, I awoke eager and energized. My husband told me that he needed to get into the office early and that he would get breakfast on his way. He was out of the house before I was even out of bed. When I did get up, I washed up but put my sleep shirt back on as that was what Jerome wanted me to wear when we met up. I then made my daughter breakfast before wishing her a good day at school and cleaning up the kitchen. I was left with about an hour to myself until I was to go see Jerome, so I took that time to look at the pictures again. I still couldn't believe such erotic pictures of me were on the web, but in a strange way I was proud that they were. My second viewing of the pictures was just the extra charge of horny I needed before I left for Jerome's.
My drive over to his home was quick and direct. I wasn't looking to take my time, and was certainly yearning to see him. I park out in front as I always did, and walked to his door in just my sleep shirt. I felt like a naughty housewife as I felt the cool morning breeze tickle my naked lips under the shirt. Unpredictably though, as I was about to knock on the door, it opened and Jerome greeted me with a smile.
"Follow me," he said as he walked past me outside and closing his door as he did. Slightly curious at what was up, I took a moment to think before promptly taking the three steps to catch up and follow him. He led the way to his car park in the driveway, and motioned for me to get in on the passenger side as he entered the driver's side. As I moved around of the front of the car and was passing the hood, he stopped me.
"Bend over and kiss my car to show that you honor the privilege to ride inside of it," he ordered. Not wanting to upset him, I complied with his order and bent over to plant a kiss on the hood of his car. As I did, he started the car's engine, and the rumble of the engine startled me, while also sending a jolt of adrenaline through me. After I took a moment to settle myself some, I proceeded around to get into the car. Once I was seated, he pulled out of the drive and onto the road. With his eyes on fixed on the street, he instructed I was to remove my shirt. It was early, his windows had a dark tint, and I was extremely horny so I fulfilled his request pulling my one piece of clothing up and off my body. His hand reached over and grabbed the shirt from me. He placed on the front dash, just in front of the steering wheel.
"I told you I was gonna take you on a wild ride slut. Now how about we make it a bit wilder? Lean over and get my cock out so you can start sucking it as I drive," he instructed.
"Yes sir," was my simple reply, as I dutifully leaned over to unfasten his pants and free the enormous black trunk he had hidden within. It only took me a few seconds to free his python, and only a split second more until I had the snake in my mouth. I sucked his cock like a hungry slut as he continued to drive, where I do not know. All I cared about at that moment was pleasing the big black cock with my mouth. It did not matter that I was doing so while naked in a car that was driving around town; I was just a slut on a wild ride. After about five minutes of intense oral attention, Jerome stopped me and I released had stopped driving as well.
"Do you know where we are slut," he asked as I pulled off of his now glistening cock.
I shook my head at first before looking around outside. My jaw dropped when I realized what I saw. Collecting myself I responded, "We are at my husband's office."
Jerome let out a short chuckle before he replied, "very good slut. Do you think he knows his wife is parked outside, sitting naked, and sucking a big black cock?"
I simply shook my head, as I couldn't find the words to speak, but Jerome seemed more than willing to fill in for my silence.
"Get my cock back in your mouth, I want to take a picture of this scene to post in your new online gallery," he ordered.
In autopilot, I did as told and sunk my head towards his crotch to take his rigid poll back into my mouth. He had me hold still for a moment as he framed the shot with his phone. "I think I'll title the photo, 'Slut sucks BBC in front of hubby's work'," he said as he used his free hand to pull me up once again. He showed me the picture he had just taken, and I saw that it showed that I was face first in his crotch at the bottom half of the photo, and the office building my husband worked at in the top half. I wasn't recognizable in the picture, as all you could see was the back of my head, and neither was the office building unless you were familiar with it. Those facts relieved me as I he said he would be posting it online. However, the naughtiness of the photo drove my arousal to another level, so it was not a surprise when I didn't balk at his next statement.
"I wonder if he would recognize your shirt if I left it hanging halfway out of that trash can. What do you think, should I throw your shirt away," he asked.
Still not able to find the nerve to speak, I just nodded my head even though I knew it was my only piece of clothing, and that there was indeed a chance that my husband would notice it and recognize it. Jerome didn't give me the chance to change my mind, as once I nodded my approval he snatched my shirt from the dash, and exited the car. He left his door open as he walked the few yard to the bin. I watched nervously, and excitedly, as he casually draped my shirt over the rim of the trash can before walking back to the car. I stared at the shirt, as he got in the car and began to pull away. It looked in some way so revealing as to what I was up too, and yet at the same time so freeing. My analyzing of the shirt and my feelings about it were interrupted when Jerome reached over and guide my head back into his lap.
Again I began to dutifully take his wondrous slab of meat into my salivating mouth. I worked his cock for another few minutes before I felt the car come to a stop again. He let me continue after he shifted into park, and I focused on trying to get as much of him into my mouth as possible. When I had all but two inches swallowed, I he began to talk to me.
"I wonder what your daughter would think if she knew you good deep throat a black cock so well. I would assume that she would proud and inspired that she had such a slut for a mother. Most of the cheerleaders I knew when growing up just loved showing me how much of a slut they could be. What do you think; would your daughter be proud of her slut mother?"
I back my mouth off of his thickness just enough to answer, "She would probably disown me."
Jerome responded, "Well, should I go in and get her, and we can find out how she would react to her black cock slut of a mom?"
Instantly, I jolted up to look at where we were, and quickly realized he had park across the street from my daughter's school. I looked up at him with nervous eyes, and he just smiled back at me while at the same time using his hand to push my mouth back onto his throbbing cock. With a bit of temptation, I continued my duty and began to take his length back into my throat. As I got halfway down his pole, he put the car back into gear and pulled away. Now as he drove it was no longer in silence. He began to talk, and even order me to do things.
"God, you are certainly a nasty slut. You had no problem sucking my black cock in front of your husband's work, or your daughter's school. In fact, I think it turned you on even further to act like a slut and suck my dick at both locations. Keep sucking my cock, but get your knees up on the seat, I want to feel just of dripping wet you got from acting like a nasty white slut."
I obeyed his command, and the moment my knees were on the seat I felt his free hand reach over and gripped my ass cheek. He pulled my ass up so that it was high in the air. I knew it was probably visible out the front windshield, but I didn't resist. He then snake his fingers through the crack of my ass and began to finger my pussy with two of his large digits. Not surprisingly, they slipped in without a moment of resistance. My pussy was practically drooling. He fingered me as he drove, and I blew him. It felt so wonderful, but unfortunately did not last long. We had stopped again, and as we did his hand left my wet snatch to shift into park. Then without warning he opened his door and began to slide out; pulling his glistening cock from my mouth as he did. Once he was all the way out of the car he bent back down to speak to me.
"Let's go slut, we are back."
I sat back up in my seat and saw that we were back at his house. Steadying myself, I opened my door, and quickly hurried out to catch up to Jerome who was almost at the front door. In that brief moment, I did not even think about the fact that I was naked, I just wanted to get inside and have Jerome take me. Jerome however had other thoughts. When he reached the door, he turned around and ordered me to suck him off. I saw that his cock was still dangling out of his pants, so without even thinking about it, I closed the ground to him, dropped to me knees, and took his majestic cock back into my mouth. I sucked his cock like that, naked, kneeling, and in view of his neighborhood for a few minutes before he spoke.
"Okay slut, I'm going to cum soon, and I am going to cum all over that pretty face of yours. When I pull out, I want to hear you beg me to shoot my cum on you."
A moment later he abruptly pulled his rigid shaft from my mouth, and I instantly did as commanded. I knelt before, naked on his front step, and began to plead with him to coat me with his seed.
"Oh please cum on me. Cum on my face. Cum all over my slutty face, and mark me as your black cock slut. Please, I need you to cover my face in you warm sticky cum. Show me just how much of a slut I am."
His fist pumped his length, as I plead with him to dump his load onto my waiting face. It spurred him on until finally the first volley of the creamy goo erupted from his cock and fired into my cheek. Shot after shot continued blasting onto my face, and coating it with the sticky substance that I desired. He shot out at least six hefty rounds of cum at my face, and then managed to milk out a few more strands. He draped the last of his stringy load delicately across my brow line and nose before pushing the bulbous tip of his spent cock into my mouth so I could clean away the last of his gooey treat. Once he was satisfied that all of his cum was emptied either onto me, or into me, he stepped back and looked down at me. Before saying anything, he held up his phone and took a picture of my cum plastered face. He then put his phone away and spoke.
"I told you slut that I would take you on a wild ride, and I think the end was quite nice as well."
My face must have registered my disappointment at him saying our ride was ending, because he cued in to reassure me in his own certain way.
"Oh, don't be sad slut. You can't tell you didn't enjoy yourself sucking me off all over town and then taking a faceful of my cum. I would love to be able to stuff your pussy and ass full, but I think I want you to really earn it. So, I have a task for you to do just that. Firstly, you will drive home just as you are now; naked and covered in cum. Then you are going to record yourself masturbating while stating all the things you are willing to do to earn the opportunity to have me fuck you again. You will send me the video by 9 pm tonight. One last thing..."
He turned and opened his door, before stepping inside briefly. When he returned he had two items in his hand and was continuing with what he was saying.
"You will masturbate while wearing this nylon hood and using this big black dildo. The reason for the hood is so that I can then post the video online, and keep your identity concealed. The black dildo I think is obvious. You may cum while you masturbate, but do not forget that you are to detail exactly what you are willing to let me do to you, and what you are willing to do for me as you do so. Remember, this is to earn the privilege to get my big black cock back into your cheating married white cunt. So be on your way slut, the sooner I get that video, the sooner we can possibly set up our next meeting."
Jerome then turned back to enter his house, and closed the door. I was still kneeling naked on his front step, covered in his drying cum, and clutching the nylon hood and huge fake black cock. On somewhat shaky legs, I stood back up and quickly hurried to my car. Inside the relative safety and cover of my car, I took a moment to process everything that had just occurred. I had just basically spent the morning naked in the car of a black man, sucking his cock as he drove and parked at different locations that were familiar to me, and then allowed, actually begged him to cum on my face while I knelt naked in front of his house. Without a doubt that was my most humiliating, and degrading morning of my life. However, I did not feel bad about it. In fact I felt quite the opposite. I felt happy and satisfied that I was able to behave for Jerome; that I was able to please him with my actions. I was truly a good little slut.
With my mind settled and satisfied with the morning adventure, I started my car and ventured home to continue my slutty behavior for Jerome and completing his task. The aroused state I was in, I knew that I would need to get it done as soon as possible. Plus, I also had only a few hours in which I would still have the house to myself. So I drove quickly home, but made sure not to speed as it would not have been good to have been pulled over while naked and a face covered in cum.



At home, I rushed inside, and headed straight to my bedroom. I dropped the hood and dildo on the bed before continuing on into the bathroom to wash away Jerome's now dried cum from my face. I glanced at myself in the mirror before I did, and was amazed at just how coated I was with his jizz. Another moment of pride welled up inside me before I focused on what needed to be done.
Once my face was washed clean, I returned my bedroom and retrieved the hood, dildo and my phone. I thought for a moment about where the best spot would be to record my task, and when I saw that the black dildo had I suction cup on its base, I figured the living room would be ideal. I could stick the dildo to the top of the coffee table and prop my phone up against the entertainment center to record my deed. I quickly got things set up just right, but before I started I wanted to try on the hood Jerome had given me to wear.
It was a black nylon hood that somewhat resembled a ski mask, but was a thinner material. I pulled the stretchy fabric down over my head and face. There was one small hole in the front of the hood that opened up over my mouth, two smaller eyeholes that allowed me to see. With the mask on, my identity was certainly concealed. Happy with the look, and somewhat excited by the possibilities, I went over to the coffee table to get ready to complete my task. I set my phone to record, and then hoovered over the large rubber cock sticking up from the table, and just let myself escape in the moment. As I plunged myself down onto the thick fake cock, it was as if I flipped a switch, and I immediately began to spill my guts to the camera as I rode the massive dong.
"Oh god, I am such a huge slut. I just want to serve you, to serve your big black cock. Please, let me prove to you that I deserve to be fucked by your wonderful black cock. I will do anything, and let you do anything to me to have it. Post this video online to show the world what a pathetic white slut I am for black cock. I want everyone to see that I am desperate to let you fuck my married pussy with your huge black dick. If you want to fuck me bareback, you can. Argh, if you want to fuck my ass for hours at a time you can. I am you slut to use, and, ungh, treat how you wish. I want you to use me whenever and wherever.
Oh fuck, just please use me. If you want to share me with your friends, you can; the more the better. Oh god yes, I want your black cock so bad. I will wear whatever you want. I will wear my daughter's cheerleading uniform again and let you fuck my ass. I will let you stuff pair after pair of her worn panties into my mouth just so you will stuff me full. Gawd, yesssss! My face is your cum dump. My body is your cum dump. You can cum in my cunt, I don't care anymore. I want to feel your hot cum shooting into my cheating white cunt. I will carrying your cum in my ass all day if it pleases you. God damnit, I'm going to cum soon.
I want you to show me how worthless I am. You can fuck me, or have me suck you off anywhere you wish. I am your black cock slut, and I don't care anymore. I need your cock in me. Post all my pictures online. Made more videos of me acting like a slut, and post them as well. I am yours to use as you wish, and will never say no to you. Ahhhh, fuckkkkk! I'm cummmming, I'm cumming! Oh god, fuck I'm cuminnnnng!"
My climax erupted like a volcano, and my screams of passion and pleasure filled the room. It lasted close to a few minutes, and I my body heaved with each way while I somehow continued to bounce up and down on the monster of a dildo. When I finally did come down, and settled with the entire length embedded deep inside of me, it took a moment for me to remember where I was, and what I was doing. Coming back to reality, I remained silent as I slowly stood on wobbly legs, and dismounted the wonderfully large cock. I then leaned over close to my phone and spoke.
"Everything I just said was one hundred percent honest, and I meant every word. I am you slut. Use me."
I then stopped recording and began to clean up my living room some before I sat down on the couch. Looking up at the clock, I saw that I still had an hour until anyone else would be home, so I sat back I got the video ready to send to Jerome. Because of its size, I had to attach it to an email and it took a moment for it to upload and send. Once it had though, a small smile formed on my face. I was again feeling proud of myself. Standing back up, I pulled the dildo from the surface of the coffee table and headed to my bathroom to shower. I stashed the dildo behind some shoe boxes I kept on my side of the closet. When I entered the bathroom, I saw my reflection, and realized that I was still wearing the black mask. It was rather comfortable, and I had gotten used to it rather quickly. I peeled it off, stashed it with the dildo, and then showered.
As I soaked under the warmth of the shower head, I wondered to myself if I had done enough in the video to earn the privilege of Jerome fucking me again. I could only hope.
To be continued...
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Later on that evening, I relayed how my night went with Jerome and Addison to Sage. Surprisingly she seemed to take the info of me confessing I wanted Jerome to take me as his slut well, and simply said she would talk to Jerome and reflect on it further. At the end of our conversation she informed me to meet her in the morning as I usually did; naked except for heels. Not surprisingly, I slept easily after a very event filled night.
The next morning I awoke, showered, picked out a pair of sexy heels, and made my way to school. My new morning routine made getting ready so easy. I arrived as typical a few minutes before Sage, but choose as I always did to wait for her by the back entrance. When she appeared from around the corner, she was looking stunning as always. She wore gray t-shirt and a pair of black yoga pants, though the outfit was simple, she looked as sexy as ever. As she stepped before me, she smiled before opening the door and leading us both to my classroom. While we walked I wondered just what Sage had in store for me that morning, but unfortunately as we entered my classroom I found out that she actually didn't have anything fun planned for the morning.
Instead, she pulled out a simple note card and said that she wished for me to complete some challenges for the day. The note card had a list of tasks outlined for me, and as I reviewed them Sage revealed what I was to wear for my day. The outfit I saw in front of me was uncharacteristically school appropriate. She had brought me a pair of blue jeans, a pink blouse top, and a stylish jacket. It was after I read over the challenges that the outfit made more sense. Such an outfit would make some of the challenges a bit more difficult. Sage informed me before leaving that she expected each challenge to be completed by six p.m. getting photographic or video evidence of completion for each sent to her as I completed them. She also stated that she would not be attending school for the day. Though saddened to hear that I would be without my Mistress all day, I nodded my understanding, and with that she left me alone.
There were only four tasks, but each one upped the risk factor of my exposure and getting caught. I was to get a picture of myself bottomless in my class while students present. Wearing jeans made this more difficult than if I was wearing leggings or a skirt. Next, I was to be nude in Miss Bell's room, and as our relationship had taken off as of recent, I figured this would be the easiest task to complete. I was also to get nude in the Teacher's' lounge restroom with the caveat that I was not to be in a stall. Finally, I would need to video myself walking through the school hallways while nude. For that task I could wait until school was out and most of the staff was gone, but would need to do it before six pm as I would need to send the proof of my completion to Sage by then.
As I dressed in my rather conservative clothing, at least compared to how I had recently been dressing, I realized that the outfit also meant I would have more items to remove and put back on when I was to be nude, which would make getting redressed in a hurry near impossible. Hopefully, I would not have any close calls that would require me to dress in a hurry. Once I was dressed, I had a feeling of not knowing exactly what to do. I was at school so early, but usually Sage would be using me or having perform in some way that would cause the time to pass quicker. Now I had the time to myself and it felt strange. I set up my room for the day's lesson, and I still had plenty of time until students would even begin arriving.
I decided to text Addison to see when she would be coming in. She responded a few moments later that she would probably be in about thirty minutes from then. I told her great and asked if she could swing by my room to talk when she got here. Her reply was simply of course. The next thirty minutes I kept myself busy by inputting grades and checking emails. When there was a knock at my door, I eagerly hopped up to answer it and let Miss Bell in.
She greeted with me with a hug, and then asked how my Mistress responded to everything that transpired with Jerome. I told her that all she said was she would talk to him and reflect on it some more before talking to me further about it. Addison replied that she hoped she would decide to allow me to join her and Jerome some more as she had such a blast the night before. I agreed, and then asked her what Jerome said after I left. Apparently, he didn't stay over too much longer after I had left, but did say that he would be over to see Addison again that night. He also stated that she was to buy a new lingerie set for the meeting. I informed her that I knew of the perfect spot to get something really sexy. I even told I would go with her to pick it out, but only if she helped me out with my challenges.
I took the time to explain everything, and then we spent some time to quickly come up with a game plan on how I could complete the three challenges that involved me being out of my room. Of course the task that involved me being bottomless in class would have to completed on my own, but the others Addison was eager to help. In fact she came up with the wonderful point that she would be able to help look out for anyone else. We planned for me to swing by her room during lunch to take care me being nude in there, and then after school was out we would take on the other two. Addison even said she would do a preliminary walk through the lounge and halls to make sure no one was about. Before we parted we kissed passionately; swirling our tongues in each other's mouths.
It was hard to part from one another, but we both knew we had to be professional and that there would be more fun to come. The moment I was alone again I began to figure a way I could take a picture of myself without my pants on while class was in session. The best I could come up with would be to wait until my class was focus on their independent work time, and then slowly peel my jeans off behind my desk. Looking at the settings of my phone's camera settings, I made sure the shutter sound was off as well as the flash. With my mind made up, and the plan set, I took up behind my desk and wrote out a rough draft for my secret blog that Sage had me start writing about my sexual adventures. I wanted to make sure I got some of the emotions of my Jerome encounter onto paper before I got too far away from the moment.
Five minutes before school was about to begin, I had a good summary of the previous night that was just waiting for the appropriate edited pictures to go along with it. As the bell rang and my first period class began to file inside the room, I knew that with all my planning and anticipation, I would be completing the first of my challenges during that period. My students took their seats, and once the tardy bell rang I got them started on the lesson of the day. After about thirty minutes, I had them set on their assignment for the day and was happy to see that they all seemed set on getting it done rather than socializing with one another.
I took an initial stroll through the room to check in on everyone, before returning to my desk. The moment I touched my butt to my chair, my fingers were already at the button of my jeans. My eyes scanned the busily working students in front of me, as my fingers unfastened the button and slowly worked the zipper to my jeans down. While my students continued to work like busy bees, I reached further down and began to remove my heels. With them off and set aside, I went about the tricky part of the task; shimmying the tight pants over my butt and down my legs.
Patiently I slid the denim bottoms inch by inch further down my legs as I continued to monitor the students in my attempt to make sure no one was paying any attention to me. Thankfully they were all lost in the work, and I was able to slowly continue my stripping. Soon enough the jeans were bundled at my ankles and the last step before being completely bottomless was to slip my feet out of them. Just as I had with the rest of the process, I took my time and after a few moments I had my legs free of the garment.
I pulled open my desk drawer where I had stashed my cell phone, and retrieved it to capture the proof of my completion of challenge number 1. Sliding my chair to my left a bit I held my arm out to my right and snapped the picture. The way in which I had framed the image not only captured my half-nakedness, but also the clock on the wall that indicated the time therefore confirming my class was in session. Before I went about the meticulous task of putting my jeans back on, I took my time to send the picture to not only Sage, but also to Addison to brag that I had completed the first challenge. Honestly, it felt normal to send a half-naked picture of myself to my coworker, even if the picture was of me half naked in my classroom full of students.
It wasn't until after I had sent the picture to both of them that I realized what time it was. The period was nearly over, and I still was bottomless. In a state of panic I quickly reached for my discarded pants under my desk. With a bit of a struggle I began to pull them up as quickly as I could while at the same time doing my best to conceal my actions from my class. Just as I had the jeans up to my waist and was fastening the button, the dismissal bell rang out, and I had to wish my students a good day while at the same time I was pulling the zipper up on my pants. Once the last student of my first period left my room, I let out a deep breath of relief as I reached for my heels. I slipped my feet back into them as my second period class began to enter. I had completed one challenge and now had a few more periods before I would be attempting the next one which would thankfully be a little less daring.
For next classes, I went about the same routine as I had for first period; however I just didn't strip my jeans off for those classes. I did however get a response back from Addison from the picture I sent her. She stated that I was a naughty little slut teacher, and that I was to report to her room at lunch for some punishment. That thought caused my pussy to flood with arousal, and kept me eager as I taught my way through the classes until lunch time.
When the bell for lunch finally rang, I had to almost hold myself in my chair to keep from running out of my room and past my students to Miss Bell's room. Somehow I managed to wait until everyone exited my room before I made my way to Addison's with a spring in my step. As I walked to her room, I could see her waiting for me at her door with a sly grin on her face. Nearing her room, she spoke out to me.
"Miss Watts, I need to speak with you in my room please."
I replied playing along, "Of course, I hope I'm not in trouble."
I gave her a playful smile as I passed her and walked inside her room. She followed me inside, closing and locking the door behind her. Once it was shut, she continued with her role play by speaking to me once again.
"Miss Watts, you have been a naughty teacher slut. How dare you send me a picture of yourself half-naked in your classroom while students were present? You need to be punished. Take off all your clothes and bring them over to me."
Liking the idea of her role play, I too continued the gag, and replied, "I'm sorry Miss Bell, I just couldn't help myself," as I started to strip myself out of my clothes. Once I had the three items off, I walked them over to Addison and handed them to her along with my phone so she start to record my completion of my second task. She took my clothes, setting them on the table next to the door, and then held my phone up to indicate that she was recording before she continued with her role she had developed.
"Okay slut, now get down on your hands and knees."
I complied, dropping in an instant in front of her.
"Crawl over to the front of the class slut. If you want to be a naughty slut teacher, I am going to punish you like one."
I crawled over to the spot she told me too, all the while my sex dripped in reaction to the power she was exhibiting. Once I was on my mark, I watched as she walked over to her desk and pulled a ruler from one of the drawers before walking to stand in front of me. She spoke with a stern tone all while she continued to record me.
"Your punishment for being such a naughty little slut teacher is I am going to give you swats on your ass. Hopefully, after this punishment you will learn how to act like a proper teacher. Now lean over and present your ass in the air for me."
Again I complied, dropping my torso to the floor, and pushing my ass into the air in front of Addison. Without warning the first sting of the ruler fell onto my ass. I let out a cry of surprise and pain, of which she only responded by telling me to shut up and take my punishment. She then followed with three more quick smacks onto my upturned ass. With each, I stifled a groan of pain and accepted my "punishment". After the fourth smack cracked onto my reddening cheeks, Addison stated that I had one more swat before my punishment was over.
However she decided to take her time before she gave out that swat. She instead focused on rubbing my ass with the flat ruler, and sliding it between my cheeks and across my sex. I wiggled with pleasure as I felt the rigid edges of the device stroke my privates, but then a flash of white filled my mind. She had landed the final smack centered directly on my asshole and puffed pussy. There was no holding back the yelp that erupted instinctively from deep inside of me. As the world slowly came back to me I heard Addison sweetly speaking to me.
"I'm so sorry if I took it too far, and hurt you. I just thought it would add a little entertainment for your Mistress. Do you hate me?"
Somewhat recovered from the surprise smack, I responded to her worry to reassure her that everything was fine, and that in no way did she overstep herself. In fact, I said, the more I thought about it, I actually enjoyed the discipline she doled out to me. She crouched down to hug me as I remained kneeling, and then handed me my phone. We both laughed and agreed that I had thoroughly completed the second challenge. Helping me stand, she walked with me over to my pile of clothes, and watched as I redressed. When I finished we once again hugged, and also kissed. Just as it was in the morning, it was a passion filled kiss, but also had to be cut short as the end of lunch neared. I exited her room, and told her I would see her after school for her help with the last two challenges. She responded by saying she couldn't wait, but that she also thought it might work out better if I met her in her room after school. I looked at her quizzically, but she didn't let on as to what she was planning.
Returning to my room, I continued to ponder why she would want me to meet in her room. I could tell she had something planned, and if our lunch time meetup was any indication, it would mean the challenges would include a bit more naughtiness. A smiled formed on my face from the thought, and I was soon lost in pondering the possibilities. The bell ringing pulled me out of my dream state, and brought me back to the reality that I actually had a job to perform.
The rest of my classes went by just as the morning classes had, though they did seem to drag ever so slowly. By the time the final dismissal bell rang, I was desperate to done with my day, and then remembered I had never sent the video from lunch to Sage. I quickly attached the video to an email and sent it off to her. After doing so, I began to reflect on what lied ahead of me. The nature of my last two challenges made me thankful that the staff at my school wasn't the type that stayed long after school was out, and that our overnight janitor crew didn't work every night; this being one of those nights. Thirty minutes after school was let out, I decided to take a preliminary trip around the school to see who, if anyone looked to staying late before making my way over to Addison's room. I took my phone and keys with me as I figured I wouldn't need to return to my room.
When I made it to her room, I had assessed that except for a few secretaries most of the staff and faculty was leaving or preparing to leave soon. That bit of info made the idea of my attempt to complete my challenges easier to handle. I knocked on Miss Bell's door, but she did not answer. Finding that curious as I figured she would be expecting me, I tried the door and found it unlocked. Opening her door, I let myself in, and was in for another surprise when she wasn't inside. Glancing around the room for her, I noticed a piece of paper taped to her front white board with my name on it in big black letters.
I walked over to retrieve the paper and see what it said. On the opposite side was a note from Addison that stated she had to step out for a moment, but that she would be back soon. It continued by stating that I should wait for her to return, and to get myself ready for my challenges she indicated I should go ahead and strip myself naked. Another naughty smile formed on my face, as I read her note and I decided that I might as well go along with her. I would be naked in the halls and teacher's lounge soon enough.
In an instant I was once again naked in Addison's room, and once I was I realized that I her door was unlocked and anyone could come in and see me. However, because of my preliminary walk around, I knew that the chances of that happening were very slim, but still the thought of it both scared and excited me. Wanting to seem brave and confident when Addison returned, I urged myself to not hide and instead sit at the edge of her desk exposed to the closed door. I would be the first thing she saw upon returning, or the first thing anyone would see if they opened the door. Of course my sex leaked with the thought.
I actually had to wait quite awhile for her to return, and when she finally did, the sound of her door handle slowly turning open made my whole body tingle with anxiety and arousal. She of course smiled upon seeing me waiting naked for her, but she did not enter into the room. Instead she stood by at the door holding it open just looking at me. I blushed all over, while she silently looked me over. Finally, she spoke to me.
"Okay, grab your phone and keys. Let's get started."
My eyes widened with a bit of fear and confusion at her statement, but I did as she ordered. However, when I reached for my clothes she stopped me.
"No, leave your clothes. You will not need them. Trust me."
Though I wasn't sure how many of our co-workers were still in the building, I did not argue and choose to do just as she said; trust her. I walked over to join her at the doorway at which point we again kissed. She broke the kiss off though and grabbed my keys and phone from me. I watched as she used her keys to lock her classroom up, and then throw both her keys and mine in her purse. Then she pulled some type of fabric out of her bag. Holding it out in front of her, she handed it over to me. I looked it over, and found it to be a thin nylon sex hood which caused me to look at her with confusion.



"You said you always wanted to walk the school halls naked, and we are about to that. But I thought it would be even more fun if others could see you do so too. So I thought what better way than to show the video. Of course I don't want to expose your identity, so that is where the hood comes into play; I left to get it after school. You can still be naked, and also let others watch the video without knowing who is doing it. What do you think?"
I thought it over for a moment, and generally like the idea of others seeing me walk through the school naked. Looking at the fabric in my hand, I figured Addison was right, and I told her so at which she held my phone up and spoke again.
"Great, let's go. Put the hood on and follow me."
I pulled the thin black hood onto my head and adjusted it so that my eyes looked out the holes and my mouth fit in the lower opening. The rest of my face was hidden behind the privacy of the nylon. Addison then began to walk away from me sideways while looking away from me, but keeping the phone pointed towards me. Doing as I was told I began to follow her. The direction she led us toward was to the math department's hallway, which just happened to be the hall in which it looked as some of the teachers there might be staying longer, at least that is what it looked like when I made my trip around the school earlier. It also meant we would have to cross over the main pass through that divided the school in half. That was where the student lockers were located, and would be out in the open air.
Thankfully, she was taking her time in leading the way through our shared hallway. She was being cautious and making sure that each room we walked past had a locked door, or that the teacher wasn't present. The further we walked away from her room the further away we got from my clothes. If we did happen to encounter anyone, there would be no way for me to hide or cover myself. It was all or nothing, and that only made me more aroused.
When we made it to the large pass through, Addison had me stay put as she went across to the other hall. She told me I was to follow her over once she was on the other side and gave me the signal, but that I wasn't allowed to look left or right. I would just have to trust her that no one was out and about. I watched nervously as she skittered across the open expanse to the relative cover of the other hallway. Once positioned on the other side, she signaled me to come over all the while still filming me with my phone. Taking a deep breath, I steadied my nerves somewhat and took the first fateful step. With each step I got closer to Addison, but I also grew more panicked that someone would see me.
Eventually I made it to Addison, and I guess not too surprisingly no one was around to see me. Though I was relieved by that, I also must admit that I was a little disappointed. Before we continued on into the Math hallway, Addison took a moment to talk to me some more.
"So when I went through this hall earlier Dr. G was still in his room. I am not sure if he is still there or not, so I guess we'll just have to cross that bridge as we come to it."
She then turned again and began to walk further into the hall. I knew Dr. G's room was about halfway down, and I could only hope that he wasn't still there or that if he was his door was shut and he wasn't planning on leaving until after we turned the corner to head towards the science side of the school. At the same slow and methodical pace as before we drew closer to his room. Just as we were about to reach it, my worst fear materialized; his door handle began to turn and his door began to push open. Thankfully it opened in a manner that it gave us a few seconds of cover which was enough time for Addison to quickly push me back and into the nearby boys' restroom.
My heart raced as we pushed our way inside to hide. From what I could tell he had not noticed us, but we waited it out for a few moments to be sure. Eventually, Addison felt as though we had waited long enough, and decided to stick her head out and take a look. His must not have been around, as she pushed the door further and held it open for me. I walked past her and into the vacant hall. She followed, and then indicated that she would like me to begin leading the way. That meant I was the one in front and scouting out the doors and rooms we passed.
With a notion of trepidation in my steps, I slowly pushed forward as Addison brought up the rear, and I'm sure getting a good shot of my naked rear. Reaching the end of the hall I peered around the corner to check the shorter back hall for any sign of life. There weren't any classrooms located in the back hall, just a two teacher workrooms, and a couple computer labs. At the other end it turned onto the science wing which headed back towards the main pass through and the front offices and lounge.
Our journey through the back hall was uneventful, and was over quick. That was the same case for the science hallway, though I did take a considerable amount of time as the science classrooms all had windows next to their doors which meant more careful creeping. Reaching the end of the hall, Addison took over the leading role again, and had me stay back while she walked over to inspect the main office for staff. She returned shortly, and confidently waved me inside. As I passed her, she gave my exposed ass a heavy slap on my left cheek. When I looked back at her, she just smiled a coy smile and urged me to continue on to the teacher's lounge.
Inside the lounge, Addison had me take of the hood for my picture standing naked in the restroom. I had to put it back on once we left so, as she stated "I could keep my identity hidden for the rest of my walk." With the hood back in place, she marched us out of the office, and as if all was normal right over to the Social Studies hallway. It was the hallway that connected to the English hall, of which we began the trek. Also, it was the last stretch as at the end were the doors that led to the back parking lot and our cars.
Just as we had earlier we slowly made our way through the hall, and fortunately made it to the doors unseen. Addison poked her head out to look into the parking lot and said it looked clear. I poked my head out and also summed up that no one was around. We both stepped outside and walked over to my car. Reaching it, Addison finally stopped recording and handing me my phone. She then reached into her bag and pulled out my keys, while I removed the hood from my head. We exchanged the items and smiled, momentarily locked in silence.
It was Addison that broke the silence by asking if I was still up for showing her the shop I told her about that had a good selection of lingerie. I told that of course I wanted to still go with her, and that after all she had done for me that day I owed her big time. She laughed a little, and then stated we should both be on our ways so that I had time to send my Mistress the pictures and video, and we could both clean up. I agreed and told her to pick me up at 6:30 as that would be plenty of time for me. We kissed one more time before I turned and entered my car. Sitting in my car giddy and watching Addison walk to her car, I realized that I didn't even think twice about driving home naked. Had I really become so accustomed to being naked in public?
To be continued...
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Make sure to check out the next Lesson Plan Chapter to find about these two's shopping trip.
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The next day at school after my very interesting day with Cynthia, I met up with her at school. I asked her how her Mistress took the info about Jerome, and found out that she hadn't decided anything yet. Cynthia asked about Jerome, and I was giddy to tell her that he was planning on coming over that night, and in fact he wanted me to buy a new lingerie set especially for the night. She smiled, and added that she the perfect place. I asked if she would come with me and of course she said yes, but did say she had one stipulation; I had to help her out with some challenges her Mistress had left for her to complete. Reading over the tasks, I whole heartedly agreed to help. In fact, I had quite the naughty time and even put my own twists on a couple of them.
(An event of these challenges can be read in Cynthia's Submission Ch. 25)
We took care of the challenges during and after school, and then agreed to meet back up at 6:30 pm after we both had a chance to get cleaned up. I decided to dress in something easy to take on and off as I figured I would be trying things on, so when I left to pick up Cynthia I wore just a simple sun dress and a pair of flip flops. I didn't bother with underwear because as per my Black Cock Slut contract, I was not permitted any without approval by Jerome.
Arriving at Cynthia's I was happy to see that she too had dressed in a similar manner, and I assumed also without underwear. In the car Cynthia directed me towards the store she told me about, and as I pulled into the parking lot I found out that it was in fact a sex store. I looked at her with a raised eyebrow, at which she replied I would love it. Then I laughed out, and said I knew all about the store; in fact I had been there earlier to buy the sex hood I had her wear earlier. We both laughed at this as we walked towards the entrance.
Inside, we browse the racks and soon I hand a number of options to try on. As we went to find a dressing room Cynthia pointed to a hallway near them, and stated that it led to the video booths. I asked how she knew, and she simply responded by saying that she may have been familiar with them. By that point we had made it to a dressing room, but I couldn't let her slide like that; I needed more info, and I knew she was holding out on me.
Shockingly, she relayed a story of how her Mistress had her attend one of the booths, of which had glory holes on either side. She apparently sucked off a number of random cocks, and ended up leaving naked and filled with cum. When she finished relaying her story to me, I playfully swatted her butt saying how bad she was. I then went on to say that I would have to try that out myself sometime. We both laughed some more.
Cynthia watched as I tried on my different options and gave her opinion on what she thought looked best. After a few trips back and forth to the sales floor, we both finally agreed on one. It was a three piece set that included a pair of red fishnet thigh highs, a red crotchless G-string, and a matching red demi-cup bra. I told her that they would look perfect with my slut collar, and that I had just the right pair of heels.
Redressing, I took the pieces to the counter to pay for them, and as the shop girl was taking care of everything, I jokingly asked Cynthia if she wanted me to leave her behind so she get reacquainted with the video booths. She playfully slapped my arm in response, and stated that she had had enough fun and excitement for her day. The shop girl handed me my bag and just shook her head while smiling at the two of us.
I dropped Cynthia off at her place, and told her I would tell her all about my night with Jerome the next day at school. She said couldn't wait before giving me a kiss bye, and walking up to her house. Once she waved from her front door, I pulled away and headed home. I realized as I drove that my pussy was soaking wet. Not just from the thought of Jerome coming over, but from everything I had experienced with Cynthia during the day. When I got back home, I raced into my bedroom to change into my new outfit. I had no idea when Jerome was coming, but I was so worked up, I just needed to be dressed as sexy and as slutty as I felt.
Minutes after I dressed, making sure to wear my leather slut collar, and a pair peep toe red high heels, Jerome texted me to state when he was coming over and how he expected me to be waiting for him when he did. He was going to be there in about thirty minutes, and he wanted me dressed as I was. However, it got more daring as he wanted me to wait for him kneeling in my living in front of the couch. I was to be blindfolded, with my hands cuffed behind me, and my front door left wide open. Not left unlocked or partially cracked open, but "Wide" open; his words. My body shivered in a bit of fear from the idea of being in such a situation. I would have to trust that Jerome would be the only one coming to my house, and also that no one walking by would notice. Where he wanted me kneeling and waiting wasn't directly in view of the door, but I would certainly be visible at the right angles.
Though I was scared, I also knew I was certainly going to do as I was told. I was his slut to do with as he pleased, the contract said as much, and I needed to be used more than ever. Retrieving my blindfold and handcuffs, I swung open my front door. The point of caring had long passed; I was focused on being the perfect slut for Jerome. Not taking even a moment to think further, I dropped to my knees in the designated spot, pulled the blindfold into place, secured my wrists with the cuffs behind me, and waited.
I knew I had got myself in position to wait for Jerome's arrival early, but I didn't care. The longer I had the wait, the more aroused I became, and the more I desired to be his simple slut to be used as he saw fit. I just knelt in silence, pondering the endless possibilities he had planned for me, and I wondered if he would continue to push my further in the realm of degradation and humiliation. I loved it when he pushed me in an attempt to find my limits or boundaries. I wanted him to continue to go further. I wanted to show him I was truly his to own.
Being lost in my own head with these thoughts, I didn't notice or hear him come in. It took him dropping his heavy mass of semi erect cock on my face to cue me in of his arrival. I sort of jumped at this surprise introduction, but quickly got myself settled and immediately began to extend my tongue in an attempt to lather his long shaft with wanting licks. For his part, Jerome continued to lift and move his growing girth around my face; teasing me with it. Then he spoke, ending the silence.
"Damn slut, I could have been anyone. Do you just start licking any cock that gets put in front of you? You are a greedy little cock slut aren't you?"
Between lick attempts I replied with desperation in my voice, "Yes sir, I am just a desperate slut who needs cock. I need your cock. I need you to use me."
"Oh and use I will. Now really suck this cock slut. Show how even a prim and proper teacher like you can be a dirty, filthy slut for black cock," Jerome commanded of me in return.
His cock head was then placed at my lips, and I eagerly accepted it inside my mouth. Without pause, I began to bob my head up and down on his now fully engorged member. I felt a sense of exuberation as I sucked Jerome's massive cock, as if I was doing what I was meant to do. Soon I began to take more and more of his length into my mouth and throat until I started to involuntarily gag. After a few more attempts, I was able to limit my gagging, and continued to consume more of him. When I got to a point at which I felt as though I could take no more, I backed off to re-gather and it was at this point Jerome begin to talk and give me further orders.
"Come on slut; take my dick all the way into your throat. I want you to show me what a filthy little cock slut you are."
I immediately push myself back onto his long dick, and slid my mouth further down it. I wanted to do as he told. I wanted to show him I could do it. I wanted to be his filthy cock slut. Getting back to the spot I had stop at last time, I paused for a moment to collect myself and then pushed to take it deeper. My throat tried contracting and I sputtered around his cock, but I did not let up. I powered through, and forced myself to go further. Jerome spoke through the whole attempt, saying humiliating and degrading things.
"Yes you filthy white cock slut. Take this black dick into your stupid teacher throat. Imagine all your students are watching slut; show them what a dumb cock sucking slut Miss Bell is. Hell I am recording this, so maybe you can so the video to your class. Let them watch you as you truly are; a pathetic pet slave for my big black cock."
With his final statement, he pumped his hips forward and lodged the last remaining portion of his cock into my throat. He held it there while I struggled to accommodate it, and also let his words embed themselves into my head. I love it when he talk of my students and reminded me of my normal life while he used me. It added to the experience, and caused me to become completely engulfed in the humiliation of it all. Eventually I needed to take a breath so I began to back of some to allow myself to do so, but I didn't let his cock come all the way out of my mouth. In fact, I no time at all I was pushing it back into my throat and began to throat fuck myself to Jerome's delight.
"There you go Miss Bell, work that cock. Fuck your throat with it. Show off for your students. Do a good job, and we can make this a video you show the parents. I'm sure they would love to see what their children are learning in class, and that their teacher is an absolute slut. Speaking of parents, I think I might even know one of the parents of your students. Do you have a Stephanie Everett in your class? I think she is a cheerleader."
Naming one of my students individually was new, and was a bit faltering for me at first. I didn't know how to react, but decided to continue as I was; a desperate slut. Pulling myself off his cock, I replied, "Yes, she is in my English 12 class, one of my better students." I then took his cock back in my mouth as he responded.
"Yeah that's what I thought slut, I know her mother Wendy. She is one of my customers at the bank. I wonder what she would think if she could see her daughter's teacher sucking black cock like such a filthy dumb slut."
His words only spurred me on, and I was once again throat fucking myself while images of my students and their parents watching played in my head. He continued to let me work my oral magic on him for a few more moments before pulling his girth free, and stepping back. He just, from what I could assume, stood in front at me and looked at me.
"God, you truly are a filthy, desperate slut. You're a mess, but you probably love it don't you slut?"
"Yes, I love being your filthy slut sir," I replied honestly.
"Lean over and put ass in the air, I am going to fuck you just as you deserve to be fucked; hard and rough."
I didn't say a word, but rather leaned forward and placed my face on the floor. I also made sure my ass was presented high in the air. With my hands locked behind me, I had nothing to support my upper half other than my face which was pressed firmly onto the floor. I waited in that position for him to step behind me and plunge himself deep into my holes, and thankfully I didn't have to wait long until I felt the warm helmet of his manhood press against the opening of my dripping sex. In one fluid motion, he slid his entire length into my hot slit. I cried out in passion as an instinctual response. He didn't immediately start fucking me though, and instead made me beg for it first.
"I want to hear you beg me slut. Beg me to fuck your cunt just like a slut like you deserves."
Quickly, and desperately I panted out a reply, "Please sir fuck me like the slut I am. Stuff my cunt full of your wonderfully large black cock. Use my cunt to show me how much of a dirty, filthy, dumb slut I am. Please fuck me hard and rough; show me what a bad teacher I am. Use me as your fuck puppet sir."
"Very well slut, since you asked so nicely," was his response before her pulled his girth back and slammed it violently back into me. My face smashed into the floor as he pounded his hefty cock into my desperate cunt. At times I winced with pain, but mostly I moaned and screamed in pleasure as my black owner fucked me like I truly needed to be fucked.
His pace stayed consistent for a few minutes until he unexpectedly pulled away while at the same time spouting to me to stay put. I had no intention of moving, and only could think about when he would continue his brutal hammering of my vulnerable pussy, or when he would move on to taking my, for the time being, neglected ass.
Moments later he returned behind me and with a splash of a cool liquid on my exposed and wanting asshole I knew that he was looking to switch things up. The fat helmet of his of cock was at the entrance to my ass, and I could feel his pressure as he pushed his way inside. My asshole eagerly accepted his intruding cock, and he soon began to pick up where he had left off with my pussy. He was forcefully hammering home his massive tool into my colon, while my face continued to smash and even slide on the floor.
After his thrusts caused me to slide a few inches, Jerome quite literally took a step to halt any further progression. I felt his bare foot swing around my body, and place itself squarely on my face and head. He pressed his foot down on my smashed face, and used it as leverage to pound my battered ass even more. It felt both so wonderfully degrading and humiliating, and if I could have cum from it. However, I knew I was not allowed to cum unless Jerome granted me that privilege. At that moment, I was merely a vessel for him to use and enjoy. That thought didn't bother me, as I loved being what brought my black owner pleasure no matter how much humiliation it brought me.
Though I loved everything about the moment, it soon came to an end when Jerome grunted loudly while at the same time he slammed the full length of his girth into my abused ass. I felt the rapid spurts of his eruption fire off deep in my bowels, and in a weird way was saddened that he hadn't wanted to finish in my mouth or at least on my face. I said nothing however, as I waited patiently as he finished unloading his cum into my ass.
When he was finally done, he pulled out of me with a wet popping squelch. He stood up and undid my cuffs causing my arms to fall to my sides and the floor. I sensed him walk away from me once again; leaving me in the vulnerable position of my ass high in the air and my two dilated holes open and exposed. I waited for him to return again, or at the very least tell me I could cum, but there was nothing. I heard the sounds of him getting dressed as I remained bent over and panting with desire, but he said nothing to me. After a long silence, of which caused me to wonder if I had done something wrong, I finally heard his voice.
"I'm done here, let's go slut."
Instinctively I began to rise up to follow him. I didn't know where he was going, nor could I see, but I knew that I couldn't disobey an order. However, before my face could even get an inch off the floor the most shocking moment of the night occurred, another voice spoke out.
"Yes Daddy," the unknown female voice replied.
To be continued...
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The only response I heard from Jerome after I posted the video of myself online was a simple text message that said, "Good job slut." I replied thanking him for his approval, but then got no further reply. In fact I didn't hear from him for the rest of the day. I was left somewhat dangling on my in my wonder as too what I was to do next to please him. It was agony not getting immediate feedback, or further instructions. We hadn't even planned our next meeting.
However I couldn't stress the issue for very long as my family would be coming home from their normal days soon meaning I needed to get back into normal everyday Wendy mode. I did however decide to be a little naughty, and didn't wear panties or a bra under the simple casual attire I picked out; a pair of old workout shorts and a grey tank top. My husband didn't seem to notice, as he basically gave me a drive by kiss on his way to the restroom upon his return home. My daughter Stephanie arrived later wearing her practice cheer uniform. She too hurried off to shower, but at least she took a double take at me and my outfit before vanishing off.
With both of them home, but in their respective washrooms to clean up, I was left alone to prepare dinner. As I did thoughts of Jerome played through my head. I was in a mental fog of sexual desire for the gorgeous black man, and that fog carried me through dinner, and the rest of the night. My husband and I went about our normal bedtime routine, which at this time led me to go out to the living room to look at my phone and get myself all horned up.
I tried texting Jerome again, but got no response. So instead I decided to watch myself in the video that was now posted online, and successfully completed getting myself even more aroused. I looked like such the anonymous slut as I rode the large fake cock in the black hood. The idea that I had such an erotic video of myself posted online was truly amazing, and it gave me such a thrill. It also helped that all of the comments to the video were encouraging while also derogatory. I felt like such a whore, and I loved it.
That night I fell asleep with the video playing in my mind, and an endless stream of differing scenarios that I could partake in with the hood on to post online; I was hooked. The rest of my weekend there was still radio silence from Jerome. I feared I had upset him, or did something wrong. I couldn't just let go of him, and I desperately hoped he hadn't moved on from me. I had to do something, but I wasn't sure what.
Monday morning I woke up well after my husband and daughter were gone for the day, and quickly grabbed my phone. To my dismay there was no message from Jerome. Saddened, I retreated out of bed to the bathroom. I freshened up, but rather than get dressed I chose to stay naked. For the morning I just casually moved about the house nude trying to find things to keep my attention or to pull it away from thoughts of Jerome. Of course it was futile as I was desperate to see him again; to perform for him again. Finally another idea popped into my head, I decided to attempt to get another response from him at around lunch time. With my cell phone in hand, I went into my daughter's room.
Quickly I found what I was looking for, one of my daughter's cheerleading uniforms. I smiled as I planned out just how to proceed. Putting on the uniform, I did my hair up in a ponytail, and used some of my daughter's lip gloss to give my lips a shine. I then began using my cell phone to pose for pictures right in my daughter's room. They started off tame, but soon I got into it and was lifting the skirt up and bending over for the camera. On my daughter's bed I saw her hairbrush, and instinctively I grabbed it and bought it to my wet slit.
I was in full slut mode as I pushed the handle of the brush first into my cunt, and then into my tight ass. I made sure that each moment was captured with my cell phone, and I also managed to keep myself from going over the edge and orgasming. In my mind it was now up to Jerome to decide when and if I orgasmed. Pushing myself to stop, and knowing I got the pictures I was after; I took off the uniform and cleaned my daughter's hair brush.
Sitting nude on my couch, I went about my plan. I began to send Jerome pictures of me from my cheerleader shoot with each getting progressively more suggestive. Also, each was accompanied with a flirtatious message:
"Naughty cheerleader is all alone."
"She is very horny."
"Cheerleader needs cock."
"All her holes are open."
It was my figuring that he wouldn't be able to resist replying after such a provocative set of images. A few moments later, success! At least somewhat. His reply was very short and to the point.
Jerome: I'll be over Tuesday morning slut.
I was excited to get a reply, but also disappointed that he didn't comment on my photos or even start up further naughty messaging. He just simply stated he would be over Tuesday. No details, no nothing. If I wasn't a wreck before I certainly was then, but at least now I knew he would be coming to see me. That knowledge alone was enough to carry me through the rest of my day and night.
I awoke Tuesday morning eager for my family to leave and for Jerome to come over. As I fell asleep the night before, I decided that I would greet him at the door naked just to show him how desperate I was to see him. When my husband and daughter both finally left for the morning I rushed to get myself cleaned up and then painstakingly waited for Jerome's arrival. He had not told me exactly what time, but I figured it would be close to our usual meeting times.
Needless to say the wait to hear my door knock was excruciating, but when it finally came I was as giddy as a schoolgirl. I swung my door open confidently, presenting my naked form to him to take as he pleased. His bright smile graced his face as he looked upon me. Not saying a word he walked in past me. He walked over to my couch, setting down a white paper bag on the coffee table before sitting himself down on the couch. I just stood and watched him after shutting the door. As he sat, he pulled his phone from his pocket, and undid his pants before signaling for me to come over to him. I walked over and dropped to my knees in front him. I stared at his magnificent manhood standing erect in front of my face.
He held his phone up and then ordered me to begin sucking his cock. I happily obliged and quickly took the thick helmet of his member into my wanting mouth. As I performed my duty, I knew that Jerome was recording me rather than just taking pictures as he was also speaking to me in degrading ways.
"God, I love how easily you get down on your knees and suck my cock. You really are an easy cheating white slut. Did you miss me slut?"
Popping off of his cock briefly, I replied, "So much."
He continued, "Ha ha, I don't talk to you for a few days and you go nuts. You dress up in your slutty daughter's cheer uniform, and fuck yourself with her hairbrush all while taking pictures of yourself to send to me."
I only moaned at his words, desperate to keep his length in my mouth.
"I should post those pictures online to show everyone what a desperate slut you are," he stated. "What do you say slut, do you think I should post those pictures you sent me online?"
I deep throated his cock a few times to allow myself time to think about his question. Those pictures were meant to entice him so I wasn't keen on the idea of others seeing them, but I also didn't want to risk upsetting him. Dislodging his dick from my throat, I answered his question after my brief back and forth in my head.
"It would be so dangerous, but so hot if you did," was my reply before dropping my mouth back onto his shaft.
He questioned further, "So, you are fine with me posting those pictures then?"
Not taking a moment I quickly answered, "Yes sir, you can post them online."
As I took his cock back into my mouth he responded, "That's what I knew you would say slut, and because you didn't falter at the idea I will even crop the pictures to keep your face out of them."
I was thankful at his comment that he would crop the pictures, but because I had his massive member in my mouth, I honestly don't know if I would have cared either way. For a little while Jerome said nothing more. He just sat and enjoyed my oral talents on his ebony rod, talents that I soon found were bringing him close to a climax.
"It's great that you get off on all the slutty things I have you do," Jerome interjected. "That's how I know you will love my next task. Go ahead and take my cock out of your dumb mouth."
Reluctantly I did as instructed and looked up at him awaiting further guidance.
"Grab that bag and hand it to me, then go ahead and continuing sucking my cock," he ordered.
Again, with the quickness of a trained pet, I retrieved the white paper bag and handed it to Jerome before returning his cock to my mouth. I watched as I bobbed up and down on his manhood to see what was inside of the mysterious bag. Still filming, Jerome opened it up and pulled out what looked to be a pastry of some sort. With it in his hand he used the back of his hand to nudge my head and push me off of his cock. He then stood and ordered me to hold the pastry. I took ahold of the delicate breakfast treat, a cream cheese danish, and watched him; waiting for what was next. With his free hand he began to stroke his length while he talked.
"Okay slut, I am going to cum soon, and when I do I want you to catch my entire nut on the danish. I thought it would be better with a glazed topping."
His hand pumped his rigid shaft for a few moments before finally it began to spew out his tasty looking sperm. I held the pastry up to allow him to empty his balls onto it. By the time his orgasm subsided, the entire danish was covered with a gooey layer of his seed. He fell back onto the couch, but kept his phone pointed at me.
"Alright slut now that the pastry has a glazing, go ahead and eat your special breakfast treat," he casually instructed.
My eyes widened and a smile formed on my face from the wonderfully naughty thought of it. Carefully, I brought the special treat towards my mouth for my initial taste. Taking a generous bite I savored the first bit, and analyzed the flavor profile. It tasted sweet and salty; there was warmth from the baked good and from Jerome's special topping. The combination of the sweet pastry and the tanginess of Jerome's cum, while unusual, wasn't bad. In fact, I found myself eager for more after each previous bite was swallowed. Soon I had finished eating my special treat, and I was left kneeling in front of Jerome waiting what was next.
Unfortunately, Jerome stood and fastened his pants. He explained to me that I was a good slut, but that he had to meet someone so therefore had to get going. I watched him walk away and towards the front door before stopping to add that he would let me know when the pictures I said he could post were uploaded. He then opened the door and left, leaving it wide open behind him.
I didn't immediately stand to shut it, as I just wanted to bask in what was another deviously erotic meet up with my wonderful black secret. When I finally did move to close my door, I did so without a care in the world, simply strolling over to it as if floating on air. In fact, the rest of the morning and early afternoon I was on cloud nine. I remained naked as I went about my day with visions of Jerome using me running through my head. I was so aroused and so wet, that I was sure the simplest touch could have set me off on a wonderful orgasm, but I didn't dare bring myself there. For whatever reason I felt it should be Jerome who should grant me such release, and I didn't want to take that power from him.
A little after 2 pm, and about an hour before my family were due home, I got a message from Jerome stating the pictures were posted. I of course wasted no time in loading up the site to see them. True to his word he had edited them to hide my identity, but in no way did it take away from the pure slutty nature of them. It turned me on further to see such provocative images of me online for the world to see and enjoy. Jerome was creating quite the online collection of erotic pictures of me, and in a weird way I wished it was larger. I wanted him to show me off as his slut. I wanted to please him and give him his every desire. So when a follow up text chirped on my phone that stated I was to meet him in a car park that night at 7:30 pm in only a tiny dress and to bring the black hood, I did not balk. Instead, I immediately began the come up with a story to tell my husband as to why I needed to go out that night.
By the time my oblivious husband arrived home, I had the perfect story to tell him and not surprisingly he accepted it once I told him. I explained that an old friend of mine had phoned earlier, and was in town for the night. Because I hadn't seen her in so long, she wanted to meet for drinks and a movie before she left the next day. There was no need to beg or plead with my husband to convince him I should go; he simply said it sounded like fun and that I should have a great time. I also explained to him that I was going to meet up with her at six thirty, and that he would be in charge of getting dinner for him and our daughter. Again, he said it was no problem at all.
I planned to do a bit of shopping to find the perfect tiny dress to wear as per Jerome's instructions, so that is why I stated I needed to leave earlier than I actually had to. A little too eagerly, I ran to the bathroom to begin getting ready. I wanted to shower and shave to make sure I was perfect for Jerome. I took my time to make sure all was just right before I exited the bathroom to get dressed. I could hear my husband and daughter talking in the other room, but I paid them no mind. With a sense of urgency, I went through my wardrobe and pulled out a pair of basic jeans, and a simple blouse. Of course, I did not put on underwear as I wouldn't really be wearing my outfit for much longer than otherwise needed.
Once I was satisfied with my outfit I stuffed the black hood into my purse and went out into the living room to greet my daughter. I had to wait agonizingly until it was appropriate for me to leave. Finally, after a long thirty minutes, I wished my family a good night and headed out to the mall. I knew there was a little boutique shop at the mall that catered to the trendy youthful crowd. Having browsed it a few times in the past, mostly with my daughter, I knew it would have a dress that would work.
At the shop, I eagerly perused the racks of dresses, and pulled out a number of different short length options to try on. I was shown a dressing room by the lone attendant, and then was left to make my pick. I tried on at least six different dresses before I settled on the perfect one. It was a black knit dress that had a plunging v neckline, and a matching plunging back. The fabric hugged my curves, and the hem line came to just above mid-thigh. By far this was one of the shortest and most revealing dresses I had ever thought about wearing, but knowing I was wearing it for Jerome gave me the confidence to do so.
Happy with my pick I then realized I would need a better pair of shoes to go with the dress. Thankfully, the shop also had a selection of sexy heels and I was able to quickly pick out a matching pair. I brought the items to the young female clerk and paid for the risqué ensemble. As I walked through the mall, I figured I should go ahead and change in one of the restrooms as it would provide me with a bit more privacy than having to change in my car. Thankfully, the restroom was empty so I had my choice of stalls. I choose the one furthest from the door, and was soon stripping down once I locked myself inside. With my jeans and top off, I hung them from the hook on the back of the stall door and then pulled the dress and heels from the bag. Slipping into the dress easily, I made a few minor adjustments before putting on the heels. I wanted to see how I looked so I decided to step out and view myself in the mirrors by the sink.
As I opened the door, I saw my jeans and top hanging so I quickly stuffed them in the now empty shopping bag. I then stepped out to see how I looked. From my reflection I saw a very slutty and sexy view of myself. The dress was certainly going to please Jerome. Looking myself over, I noticed that my lipstick had smeared some, so I stepped back to the stall to retrieve my purse. In quick flourish, I had my lips back to a perfect shade of red. I gave myself a wink and walked out to my car. It wasn't until I was actually sitting in my car that I realized I had left my other clothes in the shopping bag in the stall. I begin to get back out of my car, but then I stopped myself. I reasoned that I didn't need to go back for them. They were a simple pair of jeans, a basic top, and a pair of shoes. I could always replace them, and plus now it made dressing as I was even more hot; I had no way to change back and be safe normal Wendy. I had to be the new slutty Wendy.
Liking the new me, I drove off to the car park to meet Jerome. Funny enough the car park was actually one for the movie theater, so I wasn't entirely lying to my husband. I arrived a few minutes early, and decided to park towards the back off the lot, as to be away from the rest of the cars. I waited in my car pondering the evening for a few minutes, when Jerome texted me at precisely 7:30 to give me instructions.
Jerome: I'm behind the theaters. Leave your purse locked in your car, and walk to meet me.
Me: Yes sir.
Without a moment of pause I hopped out of my car, leaving my purse on the floor in front of the passenger seat, but remembering to take the hood with me. Giving my key swab a press, my doors were locked and I was walking to meet Jerome. As I walked through the public parking lot, I felt very naughty in my dress. I felt that everyone that I passed, which in reality was only a few, could see me for what I was; a slut. That thought only spurred me on, and made me walk with even more confidence. Soon I neared the theater, and made my way around to the alleyway behind it. I could see Jerome's car parked halfway down, and my pace picked up.
As I approached his car, he rolled down his window an ordered me to kiss the hood like a proper slut. Still in my naughty slut mindset, I did just as he demanded and as I leaned down to place my lips tenderly on the hood of his car I felt the hem of my dress rise and expose some of my ass. I felt so wicked, but before I could move to get into his car, he asked me to stand and spin for him. Again I followed his order, the wicked feeling only growing as I did.
"Sexy dress slut. Take it off," he stated sternly after I displayed myself to him. On auto-pilot, I reached down and peeled the tiny dress up and off my body. Now naked and holding my dress in my hand with the black hood, I heard Jerome's trunk pop open and then him instruct me to put my dress inside. Walking seductively past his open window, I proceeded to the rear of his car, lifted the lid of his trunk up, and tossed my dress inside before closing the lid and locking it away. When he heard the trunk lid close Jerome spoke out to me once again ordering me to come back and stand in front of the car.
"Put the hood on slut," he said demandingly once I was back in front of his car. My hands began to tremble with both excitement and nerves as I began the tedious process of pulling the hood onto my head and adjusting it so that the holes lined up as they should. After just a little bit of time, I was hooded and awaited further instruction from Jerome.
"Good slut. Now I am going to film you as you walk away from my car. I will follow slowly behind you, but you are not to stop walking until you hear me honk my horn," he said stated. He continued with further instruction, "Once I do, you will stop, turn around, and walk back to my car; getting in on the passenger side." Without a word in reply, I turned and began to do just as he ordered. As I walked, my body pulsed with the electric feelings of arousal and freight. I was walking in public butt naked while my black lover filmed it from his car, of which held locked in the trunk my one piece of clothing that could cover my body. With each step forward I neared the end of the alley way which would expose me further to the public eye. The suspense of just how far I would have to walk while naked and hooded caused my legs to become uneasy, but at the same time caused my pussy to gush with excitement.



Eventually, I had walked the entire length of the alley, but Jerome had not honked. As there was a brick wall in front of me, my only option was to turn left and begin walking out towards the open parking lot. With slight trepidation, I turned and headed toward the more open public area. I had few hundred feet of cover to my left from the theater building, but with each step further more and more of the parking lot came into view. Within moments, I had progressed until I was completely exposed to my left, and yet Jerome still did not honk.
Moving purely on adrenaline, I continued to walk further forward. I looked to my left to see if anyone was aware of me, but it seemed for at least the moment I wasn't spotted. There were only a handful of people out, and all of them were cued up at the ticket counter. Telling myself that they had no reason to look my way, I was able to continue walking. Jerome must have finally felt I had gone far enough because once I was about halfway up the side of the parking lot his horn sounded loudly. I immediately froze, hoping that no one would look in the direction of the sound and see me standing naked.
Doing as I was told to earlier, I turned after a moment of collecting my nerves, and walked back to his car. I could see through his front glass that he was still filming as I made my way around to the passenger side door. I opened the door and slid into the seat, thankful for the cover it provided. However, I was only seated for a moment before Jerome ordered me to kneel on the seat and suck his cock. Of course I could not disobey, and quite frankly I didn't want to. Like the proper slut I was becoming, I took up the position and soon had his throbbing member in my wet mouth. Because I was kneeling on the passenger seat, my ass was left exposed in the air. Thankfully Jerome's car had tinted windows, so as he began to drive away I wasn't worried about anyone seeing me.
While Jerome drove, and I worked his mighty tool in my mouth, he began to slap my ass and play with my open holes. His actions only encouraged me to work his dick over as best as I could. Soon I was taking near half his length into my throat, and he was alternating between fingering my pussy and fingering my asshole. As my orgasm drew closer I sensed that we had stopped moving, and Jerome quickly removed his prying fingers from my holes. He then pulled my head up and off of his now saliva coated shaft. I remained kneeling on the seat as I looked at him pleadingly to allow me to continue.
"I know you want my dick slut, but I have other plans lined up," he informed me before continuing. "I have brought you here to show you how one of my other black cock sluts behaves. It is my hope that you can see just how devoted I expect you to be in order for you to continue getting my dick. I have plenty of options, and I want you to see firsthand just what kind of competition you have. Inside that house, my other slut is waiting in brand new lingerie, with her hands cuffed behind her and her eyes blindfolded. She is waiting on her knees in her living room with her front door wide open. We are going to go inside and I am going to fuck her silly while you look on. You are not to say a word, but will be expected to perform certain tasks while we are inside. When I finally finish with the slut and am ready to leave, I will tell you 'I'm done here, let's go slut,' at which you will reply simply 'Yes Daddy.' Is this understood slut?"
Though thrown through a loop by his plan, I quickly replied, "Yes sir."
He smiled, and then had me follow him out of his car to the house. Again I was out in the open walking naked, but that wasn't what was on my mind. All I could think about was who the other woman, the other slut was. There was no way she could be more of a slut for Jerome than me. I knew with certainty that there was next to nothing I wouldn't do for Jerome, or allow him to do to me. I should've been pissed that he was going to use another woman in front of me, but instead I was eager to see just what the other woman could possibly offer that I couldn't.
Within moments we quietly entered the house, of which the front door was wide open as Jerome said it would be. Jerome pointed to a spot just to the right of the door indicating for me to kneel. Taking my position, I spot the other woman for the first time. She was very beautiful, and was dressed just as Jerome stated she would be. A pang of jealousy floods over me as I realize that she is younger and also in better shape than I am. However, I have no time to mull those facts over as Jerome walked over to stand naked in front of her. Without saying a single word he lifts, and drops his semi erect cock onto the woman's face. Though she jumps slightly and its sudden introduction, she quickly begins to extend her tongue out to lick his shaft.
After a few seconds, Jerome breaks the silence and indicates that the woman must truly be a desperate slut to which she replies she is indeed. It is at this moment that I can see Jerome is filming the entire exchange. He continues to talk down to her, and even indicates that she is a teacher. The revelation that the woman is a teacher blows my mind. Never in a million years would I have expected her to be an educator, a stripper yes, but a teacher never. Then I realize the same could be said about me. I continue to quietly watch in fascination as the woman begins to take Jerome's cock into her mouth and throat. Occasionally she gags on his massive girth, but never stops.
Her progress continues all while Jerome continues to push the issue of her being a teacher, even going as far as using her teacher name. Though I couldn't really hear what he said over the sounds of the woman gagging and moaning, I could've sworn he said Miss Bell, but there was no way the slut sucking his cock was my daughter's English teacher. Again, I couldn't ponder that point for long before getting pulled back to the action unfolding in front of me and Jerome once again referring to her as Miss Bell. Again I argued internally with myself that it couldn't possibly be the same woman, but then all possibilities of it not being her faded away when Jerome asked her the following, "Do you have a Stephanie Everett in your class? I think she is a cheerleader." I watched intently as the woman pulled his cock from her mouth and affirmed that she did indeed have my daughter in her class, adding that she was one of her better students. No mystery left, the desperate black cock slut in front of me was my daughter's teacher of whom I met at open house. Jerome added to the dialog that he knew me as one of his customers from the bank. When he did, he looked in my direction and smiled brightly.
From that moment forward, I just stared on in amazement. I watched as he had Miss Bell turn around with her ass in the air and he fucked her eager pussy. The sounds of Miss Bell crying out in passion filled the room as Jerome slid his entire length into her. He however didn't fuck her right away, but instead had her beg. Of course she begged like a desperate slut, and just like I would have. Once he was convinced by her begging I watched as he ravaged her, and pounded her face into the floor with his thrusts. The room was filled with the sounds of Miss Bell screaming and moaning in pleasure. Sounds of skin slapping from Jerome's relentless ramming flowed into my ears.
After a few long minutes of the frantic fucking, Jerome pulled away unannounced and told Miss Bell to remain in her position. He then walked over to me, and pushed his raging hard-on into my mouth. It was covered in the juice of Miss Bell's arousal, but I did not resist. Instead I happily accepted it for the brief moment he allowed me too. All too soon, he pulled away from me and walked off to the kitchen only to return with a jar of oil. I watched as he poured the slippery liquid onto the upturned ass of my daughter's teacher, and then proceed to shove his fat cock into her rear hole. To her credit, Miss Bell seemed able to easily accommodate his girth, and soon Jerome was again hammering his tool into her depths.
For the next few moments I watched as Jerome plowed his way into the accepting teacher causing her face to smash into the floor, and all I could think about was how much I wished it was me. Watching him ravish her body, and causing her to actually slide across the floor with his thrusts only made me ache to be in her place. Even when he added to her humiliation by placing one of his bare feet onto her face to press her down and halt her movements, I desired the option to switch places her. I just wanted to be used by Jerome, and used properly.
Within moments of quite literally putting his foot down, Jerome climaxed while buried completely in Miss Bell's battered asshole. When his load was finally spent, he pulled out of her with a wet pop and then undid her cuffs. I was afraid in that moment that he would also take off her blindfold, but it was not to be. He then turned away from her, leaving her exposed and used, and walked over to me. He dressed while I continued to look at my daughter's teacher still ass up and unaware of my presence. She was panting as if a dog in heat, and looked the scene of a used whore. I was jealous and envious of her. When I looked back to Jerome he was mostly dressed; he had left his pants unfastened and his still semi-erect cock hung out from them. It was when I looked to him that he spoke the words he said he would, "I'm done here, let's go slut," which keyed me to respond as he had ordered, "Yes Daddy."
I then stood and followed him silently out of the house and back to his car. Neither of us looked back to see Miss Bell's response to our brief verbal exchange, but I knew that she was certainly shocked to hear the voice of another woman. At Jerome's car, he had me once again kiss his hood before entering and then resume my kneeling position on his passenger's seat upon my entering the car. He reached over to me and pulled the black hood from my head before proceeding to pull my head into his crotch. His intention was obvious, and I eagerly accepted his cock back into my mouth as he began to drive away.
His cock was now coated with the faint musk of Miss Bell's ass, and I felt extremely dirty sucking a cock that had just been in the ass of another woman. However, as his shaft stirred back to life, and regained full rigidity, I no longer cared where it had been and only focused on the fact that it was in my mouth at that moment. As I worked my mouth on his hunk of meat, Jerome began to talk to me as if I wasn't face first in his lap.
"So slut, now that you have seen one of my other sluts in action, do you think you have what it takes to compete with her for my attention?"
Briefly taking my mouth of his stiff dick I replied, "Yes, and I know I can be better."
"What do you mean by better," Jerome asked.
Again I answered quickly as to resume taking his cock in my mouth. "A better slut."
Digging further, Jerome continued his questioning. "Is that so slut? You think you can be a better slut than little Miss Bell, even though you have a family, and she is a desperate divorced slut?"
"Yes," was my only response.
"You seem quite confident slut, but I think only time will tell. I will let you know however that if you have thought up until now you have been acting like a dirty little slut, then you haven't looked up because you are only at the base of the mountain when it comes to what I expect of my sluts," Jerome said quite matter of factly. He then left me to puzzle his words in my head while I continued to pleasure his rod with my mouth. I pondered just how much more slutty he could have me behave than I had already in the short time we have known together. As it turned out, I would find out sooner rather than later.
I felt the car come to a stop, and Jerome put it into park. He then indicated to me that we were back at the movie theater. With his hand he pushed me up and off of his massive erection before ordering me to get out of the car and come around to the driver's side. As I exited my side, I saw that he had once again parked in the alley behind the theater building. No one was in sight as I hurried to the other side of the car. Jerome was standing just outside of the car waiting for me with his throbbing manhood jutting out in front of him. Reaching him, he pushed me to my knees and I again took his cock into my mouth. It must have been a very erotic sight; a naked white woman, on her knees servicing the cock of a powerful black man in the back alley of movie theater. Thankfully, no one other than Jerome was around to behold the sight.
He allowed me to work his black cock for a few moments, and I was even able to get most of it into my throat before he pulled it away and stepped back. I watched from kneeling position as he pumped his long shaft with his fist and spoke.
"Okay slut, I'm going to cum all over your married face, but first I want to hear you beg for it. Prove you are the better slut."
Without a moment of thought I quickly responded, "Oh yes Daddy, please cum on my face. Shoot your black seed all over my slutty married face. Show me what I truly am. Show me that I just a dumb cheating slut for your big black cock. Show me by unloading your thick cum all over me."
In an instant Jerome grunted, and I soon felt the pelting of his warm sperm falling heavy onto my upturned face. He aimed his volleys to cover as much of me as possible, and when his firing finally came to an end I was properly covered with a heavy coating of cum. Not wanting to move and basking in my sluttiness, I remained kneeling as Jerome stuffed his spent package back into his pants. He then proceeded to get back into his car and shut his door. Seconds later his window came down and he spoke.
"It has been fun slut. I will be in touch soon."
Then he tossed my car keys out the window and pulled away, leaving me naked and covered in cum. I had no clothes. My new dress was still locked in Jerome's trunk, and my old clothes had been forgetfully left at the mall. To add to my predicament, I was nowhere near my car. As I leaned over to grab my keys, I thought about my situation. There wasn't much else for me to do other than make my way to my car and drive home. Standing up, I told myself that a true slut would be expected to do much more, and it was at that moment that I realized that in fact Jerome was testing me. He wanted to see if I would still be his slut even after he dumped me naked and cum covered to find my way home. As I took my first few steps towards my car, I knew that of course I would still be his slut. I was addicted to serving him.
Though it was late, it wasn't that late that there still wasn't a chance of people coming and going from the theater. Reaching the corner of the building I could see that the lot was still filled with cars, but was, for at least the time being, void of people. As confidently as I could, being that I was naked and covered in cum, I stepped out into the openness of the parking lot. It was a strange sensation to walk as I was without the possibility of gaining clothes to dress into. While making it to my car would get me some coverage from potential prying eyes, I would still be naked in public, and miles from the safety of my house. Also, upon getting to my house I would be faced with the issue of how I would get inside while still naked and cum covered without my husband or daughter noticing.
To my relief I managed to reach my car without running into anyone, and once inside I took a few moments to calm my buzzing nerves. I looked at my face in the rearview mirror, and was amazed at just how much cum coated it. It looked as if I had been slimed, or had runny pudding poured onto my face. I smiled at my reflection for being such a naughty and nasty slut, and then reached for my phone. There were no messages, but I felt as though I needed to document my current state. As if I was posing for a normal selfie, I held the phone up and smiled brightly to snap a picture of myself caked with Jerome's cum. Proud of myself, I started my car and drove out of the lot.
As I drove, I paid no attention to anything else other than getting home. I planned to park my car up the road and wait until a later time to enter my home. It was my hope that I would have a better chance of sneaking inside without being seen if I waited for a later time. So as I drove, I could've cared less who saw me, and what exactly they could see of me. I was flying on a cloud of arousal and determination. In fact, while I drove I began to reach to my face with my fingers and scoop the viscous ejaculate into my mouth to savor the taste of Jerome. I was such a dirty slut.
By the time I reached my street and parked my face was basically wiped clean of the cum, and I was at a new level of arousal. I parked about a block down the street from my house on a relatively dark corner. I figured I should wait about an hour before pulling up to my house and attempting to go inside. As I sat and waited I browsed my phone, and ever so predictably soon found myself looking and watching myself in the gallery Jerome had posted online. I sat in my car going through the short catalogue of my slutty behavior with one hand while my other tentatively began to play with my sopping wet pussy. I didn't want to get myself off, but I also couldn't keep myself from touching my desperate cunt.
After about a half hour, I was startled by the arrival of a message from Jerome. It was just a web link and nothing else, so I quizzically opened it and was directed to a Reddit post in the BBCsluts thread. The title of the post was "Hooded White Slut Serving Black Cock", and contained an embedded video link. Clicking on the link, I immediately knew what it was. I saw my naked form come into view as it walked away from the camera and understood it was the video Jerome filmed earlier that evening of me walking through the parking lot.
I sat and watched the entire video that showed me walking confidently naked, and then finishing with me on my knees in Jerome's car sucking his cock before we made it over to Miss Bell's house. The video showed me as I truly was; a simple, submissive, black cock slut. The hood, as it had in the other video, hid my identity, but this video did contain quite a bit of imagery of my town. All of which could be easily identifiable to anyone familiar with the area.
When the video finished, I read through most of the comments made, and was happy to see that they were overwhelmingly positive. It made me feel proud that I was the reason for so much joy, even if it was of the sexual nature. Feeling like I needed to respond to Jerome, I typed a message telling him that I enjoyed the video and posting, and that I felt so slutty. Unfortunately he did not respond back. Dejected somewhat, I looked at the time, and I decided it would be best to sneak back into my home.
Slowly, I pulled my car up to my house, and very carefully proceeded to head inside. The lights were all out in the living room which was a good sign that my husband and daughter were indeed asleep. By the time I reached my bedroom it was clear that I was going to be fine. My daughter's door was shut and the lights were out, and my husband was snoring away. He didn't even wake up when I came to bed after my shower. I fell asleep that night not only dreaming of serving Jerome, but also with the thoughts of Miss Bell.
To be continued...
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When I awoke the next morning, I felt very much accomplished for having performed so well the night before. I had been such a well behaved slut for Jerome, and I was proud of myself for it. Unfortunately, I was also undeniably hornier than I had ever been in my life. I had been keeping myself from orgasming on my own as I felt it was Jerome's right to get me off, but he had not brought me to such a climax the night before. As a result, my pussy was sopping wet, and I could only think about when I would see Jerome next so that he could hopefully grant me release of my pent up arousal.
As I had a rather late night, I slept in some the next day. Only so much as that neither my husband nor daughter were home when I awoke. Realizing I was alone, I quickly peeled off the simple night shirt I wore to bed so I could be naked and free. I then rolled to grab my phone, as I figured I could watch the videos and look at the pictures Jerome had posted of me online. However, before I could get that far I saw that I rather unexpectedly had a waiting message from Jerome. Eagerly, I opened it up to read.
Jerome: I need you at my place today slut. Be here a 9 am sharp. Wear one of your daughter's hooded sweatshirts and a pair of her hotpants that she wears under her cheer skirt.
After reading the message I looked at the time and saw that I only had a half hour to get ready and be there. In a mad dash, I erupted out of bed and got myself washed up in the restroom. I then rushed into my daughter's room to locate the items I was ordered to wear. Thankfully, my daughter had her fair share of hoodies to choose from, and a basket full of her cheer underwear, or as Jerome called them, hotpants. Truthfully, hotpants is better than spankies, which is what I call them.
With the two pieces of clothing in my hand, I ran back to my bedroom to dress and get my phone and car keys. I then raced through my house to my car, only stopping briefly to slip my feet into a pair of flip flops. I was in my car and driving towards Jerome's in a matter of minutes, and it wasn't until I was settled into my car that I actually took into account what I was wearing. In my haste to be on time, I did not bother to look at what hoodie or pair of hotpants I choose. When I stopped at my first red light and looked down at my outfit, I let out a little chuckle. I was wearing one of my daughter's Victoria's Secret PINK hoodies in a pale orange color and a white pair of her hotpants. My look resembled the prototypical college floozy; equal parts cozy and slutty. I shook my head, and told myself that only Jerome would be seeing me in this outfit, and hopefully not for very long.
I pulled up outside of his house a few minutes before nine. Proud that I made it on time, I sauntered up to his door and knocked. Within a few seconds, Jerome answered and led me inside. He did not say anything at first, just simply guided me into his home, closed the door behind me, and then went and sat on the couch. I stood and waited for instructions before I dared move or speak. Jerome picked up his television remote and pressed a button on it causing his T.V. to come to life with the sounds of a sports highlight show. He must have paused it when he came to answer the door and was now resuming his viewing. This however meant I was left standing silently by his door waiting for him to tell me what to do.
Eventually, the program went to commercial and Jerome pressed another button on his remote to mute the show. He then turned to look at me for the first time since I had arrived. Looking me over he finally spoke.
"I am glad that you could be here on time slut. I really need you this morning, as I have a task that I think you are truly the most suited for. Of my sluts, I believe you have the most experience for this particular job."
Instantly, my mind began to ponder what this job could possibly be, but also my mind flooded with the thoughts of Miss Bell and how she was one of his sluts. I however did not interrupt Jerome as he continued to speak.
"You will need to change into the appropriate outfit for this task, and you will find it in the restroom at the end of the hall. Go and change into it, making sure you put on each item, and then return here for your task slut."
He then un-muted the television, and I obediently walked to the hallway and into the restroom as he continued to watch his sports highlights. I closed the restroom door and found the outfit Jerome had mentioned hanging from the back of the door. I was intrigued when I instantly recognized it as a take on a french maid outfit. It was however more costume than uniform, but it did cause me to wonder what exactly my task would be if I was to wear such an outfit. Not wanting to bog myself down with the endless possibilities, I instead focused on getting it put on. I first stripped out of the two pieces of clothing I was wearing; hanging them from the door before putting on each piece of the maid costume.
There wasn't much to the costume, but I knew from looking at the different pieces that while I would not be that covered up, I would certainly look the part of a sexy french maid. I started the process of getting into character by rolling on the the fishnet thigh highs followed by the thin black garter belt; attaching the straps to the lace tops of the thigh highs. There was no underwear, so I then put on the black satin apron that tied in the back and had white lace ruffles along the edges. Also, there was a white lace front pocket that once I had the apron secured on, I noticed had something stuffed inside.
I pulled the item from the pocket, and was pleasantly surprised to find the black hood I had worn on two previous occasions recently; both of which were recorded and uploaded to the internet. As I pulled the hood onto my head, I wondered if the pattern would remain the same, and that this morning's task would soon be a new video online. Once I got the holes lined up properly, I reached to the counter and grabbed the last pieces of the costume except for the black patent leather heels. I put on the maid's cap atop my head, and finished the look with the matching cuffs that curiously had metal o-rings attached to them. Stepping into the rather high heels, I turned and exited the restroom to return to Jerome. When I walked out of the restroom, I was greeted by Jerome as he held a camera up and pointed at me. When he began to speak to me, I knew instantly that he was recording and I was to respond accordingly. My pussy gushed with anticipation.
"There is my slut; my married, white slut. You look so perfect dressed as a slutty maid. We are going to have so much fun together. Are you ready to hear about your job slut? The job you are perfect for?"
I responded as I knew he expected me too, and as I desperately wanted to, "Yes sir."
"Well slut, since you are my only slut that is married and has a kid, I of course thought of you for this job. You see, I need my kitchen floors cleaned, and I am sure you have plenty of experience cleaning floors as you are just a simple housewife whore," Jerome stated as he walked backwards leading me further into his house while keeping the Camera fixed on me.
As we reached the kitchen he continued, "However, I don't want you to clean my floors in the traditional manner; with a mop and broom. You see you will be doing it like a true slut should; on your hands and knees using only a toothbrush. How does that sound slut?"
"I will do as you please sir," was my simple reply even though I was a bit disappointed that he was only having me over to clean his kitchen floor, and to do so in such a demeaning and humiliating manner. However, I did not show my distaste as I still desperately hoped that he would use me sexually and grant me the release I so needed. That is why I decided immediately that I would do his task, and do it well to prove my worth to him.
"I am happy to hear that slut. Go ahead and get into position then," he ordered to me. Like a trained pet, I dropped to my hands and knees in front of my black master. He did not say another word, but instead leaned down and attached a deadbolt lock to the two rings on the cuffs of the costume. My wrists were then effectively secured close to one another which would make my movements very restricted. I then watched as he pulled out a tooth brush from the back pocket of his jeans and placed it into my empty hands. Jerome then turned to walk over to the sink, and fill a cup with water and soap. Returning, he set the cup down next to me.
"There you go slut, you are all set up to clean my floor. Go ahead and get to it then," he instructed as he stood towering above me,; filming my humiliation. I was determined not to let on that I was affected negatively by the demeaning task, and proceeded to do as expected. I dipped the toothbrush into the cup of soapy water, and then began scrubbing the tiled floor in small little circles. Jerome remained silent as he continued to record me. He walked around to capture my state in all angles. Because I was only wearing the apron, my entire uncovered sex was exposed to recording lens of his camera. Eventually Jerome did begin to speak if only to add to my humiliation.
"You are such a well behaved slut. I love knowing that you are married and have a daughter in high school, but you have no qualms about coming over to my place to act like such a submissive little slut while they are at work and school. In fact I think you crave being my slut, my whore, my pet to do with as I please. Am I right slut? Do you crave to be my slut?"
I looked up briefly to respond to his question honestly, "Yes sir. I crave to be yours, to use as you see fit."
He erupted into laughter at my response before continuing with his degrading talk. "That's what I thought slut. Your limp dick husband has no idea that you are a stupid slut for my big black cock does he?"
"No," was my quick reply as I continued my task of cleaning his floor.
"I like knowing that I am defiling you, while your husband is completely unaware of it. I also love constantly reminding you that you are married and a mother while I defile you. In fact, slid your wedding ring off real quick," he instructed of me.
Doing as I was told, I slid my shinning diamond ring off my finger. He then instructed that I slide it over the toothbrush I was using so that it rested up against the bristles. Jerome then asked me a question.
"Do you know why I had you put your ring there slut?"
I took a moment to think about it before I responded by stating, "You want me to be constantly reminded of my marriage as I act like your slut."
Jerome responded happily at my reply, "Exactly slut, and how does that make you feel?"
"Like a dirty cheating slut," I answered.
He pressed further by asking, "You love feeling like that don't you slut?"
Again I answered honestly, "Yes."
"Good, because that is how you will always feel with me," he stated before retreating behind me. I felt a cool sensation of liquid being poured onto my butt, and then the presence of his thick fingers as he worked the slippery liquid onto my exposed asshole. Then suddenly one of his digits slipped inside my lubricated hole and he began to speak again.
"Don't stop cleaning slut, I just wanted to explore your slut holes since you have them presented so openly."
He proceeded to push his long girthy finger in and out of my tight hole while I dutifully continued to scrub the floor with the small utensil. Soon another of his fingers joined the first, and I had two of his ebony digits plunging into me. I let out a small moan as his fingers stretched me open further, but I did not falter at my task. "Do you like it when I play with your ass slut," Jerome asked while pushing his two fingers deep into my rectum.
"Yes, I love it when you play with my ass," was my reply.
Jerome then asked, "Why is that slut?"
"Because I am a dirty slut," I answered quickly.
"That's true slut, and I bet you would just love it if I stuffed my big fat black cock in your slutty white ass. But unfortunately, at least for you, I think you need to focus on your task first and then maybe I will grant you the opportunity to have my cock in your ass. It just depends on how well you do I guess," Jerome stated as he unexpectedly pulled his probing fingers from me and walked away.
Left desperately wanting more, and quite literally gaped open, I had nothing else to do but continue with my maidly duty. I scrubbed inch after inch of the tiled floor, all while staring at my wedding ring and trembling with a severe amount of arousal. My focus on the task was all that kept me from giving in and bringing myself to an orgasm. I wanted to be a good slut for Jerome, and I wanted to earn the privilege to be fucked by his wonderful black cock. After what felt like hours I had made significant progress, cleaning nearly half the floor. Jerome finally returned to stand before me. He had left and watched more television from what I could hear. Upon his return, the camera was still in hand, and my body ached from being bent and kneeling on the hard tile of his kitchen. However, I perked up as he spoke.
"Wow slut, you are really doing a good job. Your mother would be so proud of the dedication you take in such housley duties. Then again, she may also be disgusted to see her daughter acting like a slut with her cunt and still gaping asshole exposed. Who's to say for sure? All I know is that I need to fuck, and I think you have done a decent enough job to earn taking my cock in your slutty ass."
I then watched as he walked once again behind me, and began to lube up my asshole. Within moments, he had me expertly prepped, and his raging hardon poised to penetrate. Before he stuffed his length into me, he laid out some guidelines.
"Okay, I'm going to fuck you now slut, but I don't want you to stop cleaning. You are to continue scrubbing the floor clean, while I tax your ass. If at any point you stop, I will make sure you wish you hadn't. Is this clear slut?"
"Yes sir," was my simple reply, and once I had answered Jerome pressed his manhood into my tight rear entrance. He began to saw his way into my anal passage, and I did my best to continue focusing on my task. It was difficult considering the sensation of him fucking my ass was bringing me to new heights of arousal. Somehow though I managed to keep the toothbrush moving, and I was able to clean a few more tiles while Jerome drilled out my hole. Eventually though, his onslaught became too much for me and I soon realized I had not moved my hands for a few moments, and was instead just enjoying the bliss of my ass getting fucked. Jerome also caught my halt in progress, and slammed his full length into me before stopping to sternly speak.
"I told you not to stop scrubbing bitch," Jerome shouted and then followed up with a hard smack on my ass cheek. "I should throw you out for that slut," he continued before slapping my other ass cheek just as hard if not harder. He then asked me, "Why should I let you stay slut, if you can't even do your job right?"
Through gritted teeth from the searing pain of the ass slaps, I answered while he continued his slap barrage on my ass, "Don't throw me out. AHHH, I'm sorry, ahhh it won't happen again. I just, gaaaahh, couldn't focus because your, aaaahh, big black cock felt so, goaaaaah, good in my cheating slut ass." He gave me another hard smack before pulling his cock back and ramming it roughly back into the hilt. He didn't say a word as he repeated the process five more times. Each time he bottomed out in me, one of my reddening cheeks received another forceful slap from his large palm. I could feel the heat of my battered flesh as it throbbed from the impacts. Surely, I would be left with bruises in the shape of his dominant hands. Thankfully the abuse stopped, but so too did his fucking of my ass.
Jerome pulled his cock from my stretched hole, leaving it gaped open and walked around in front of me. He then knelt down, and fed me his fleshy member. "Clean my cock off you dumb slut, and then get back to scrubbing," he gruffly ordered as more of his cock entered my mouth. I gagged and sucked on his lengthy cock for a few brief moments before he pulled it away from me and walked away. Not having anything else to do, I resumed my task of scrubbing the floor.
Again, I was left alone to act as some kind of sex maid, hand washing the kitchen floor with a toothbrush for the black man I cheat on my husband with. It was unfathomable to understand how I had allowed myself to get to such a point in my life, but as I thought about my current situation the idea that my normal everyday life had no idea about my secret slutty life turned me on to no end.
By the time Jerome returned to the kitchen, I had nearly finished cleaning the entire floor, and I was sure my arousal was evident as I could feel my juices coating my inner thighs. "Good progress slut, you are nearly done," Jerome said as he stood next me still holding the camera, "You might even get done before I need to leave. To give you a little more incentive, I'm going to jerk off on the last couple of tiles, and when you get to them you can use your tongue to clean them up. I know how much you love my cum slut."
I was happy to hear that Jerome was proud of my progress, but it saddened me to now he was leaving soon, and wasn't planning on fucking me again. Not wanting to show my dismay, I instead focused on the tiny reward of tasting his cum; even if it meant I had to lick it off the floor. I continued scrubbing away, while I watched Jerome pump his ebony shaft with his free hand. Moments later he let loose his ejaculate, splattering the floor below him. As I was only a few tiles away, it would not be long until I reached his spunk, and would reap my reward. Jerome, after coming down from his orgasm, took a step back while putting his cock back into his pants to watch and film my last bit of cleaning and humiliation.
Quickly I was done with the tiles not covered in his cum, and I was able to put the toothbrush aside. I then began to lean down and extend my tongue out to lap up his gooey discharge from the last two tiles. I savored the taste of his nectar, and let it coat my tongue before swallowing it down. Each drop I treated and enjoyed as I had the first, but when I had slurped up the last of it, I had nothing left to do but actually clean the tiles with my tongue. Pressing my tongue flat, I traced it across the surface firmly. I could feel the dust and grime collect on my tastebuds which made swallowing harder and harder with each pass. Eventually I was able to complete the tongue cleaning, and when I did I looked to Jerome. He had the camera pointed at me, but did not say a word. I sensed that he wanted me to say something, and I figured I should in a manner applicable to the moment.
"I have finished cleaning your floor sir. Thank you for letting me be a good cheating slut for you."
Jerome smiled and then turned the camera off before replying, "Well done slut. This will make an excellent addition to the other videos and pictures of you on the internet. Now as I said, I do need to get going. Go ahead and grab your clothes out of the restroom. You don't have time to change, as I am already cutting it close to being late, so you will just have to change at home or something. Hurry along."
I said nothing in response, but just passed by him and towards the hallway. In the restroom I retrieved the clothing I wore over, and then met Jerome back out in the living room. He reached out to take my hands and then unlocked my wrists which were still padlocked together. He then turned and went to the door, "I'll text you the link later once I upload it," he said as he opened the door and gestured me to walk out.



Again, I did not say a word as I did as I was told. The moment I stepped through the threshold and into the warm air outside, I heard the sound of the door close behind me. Not wanting to stand outside in my state of dress for too long, I hurried over to my car. Once I was sitting in my car, I reached up and pulled the hood from my face as to not draw any further unwanted attention to myself. Starting my car, I pulled away and began driving home. As I drove, I thought about what I was going to do once I reached my home. It was still early, so there was no fear that my husband or daughter would be home, but there was always the fear of neighbors seeing me.
It also occurred to me, that even though I had received the pleasure of Jerome's wonderful cock in my ass, I once again was left without orgasming. Needless to say, I was a wash with arousal; so much so that I planned to not get changed in my car, but rather risk being seen in such a slutty outfit by my neighbors by walking into my house dressed as I was. In a weird way driving through town while wearing only a scantily clad french maid costume was somehow more nerve racking than having to drive naked.
When I arrived back at my house, I took a steadying deep breath as I switched off my car before making my move to exit. I did take a precautionary glance around to make sure none of my neighbors were out, and happily I didn't see anyone. Opening my door I took the first fateful step and was soon outside of my car in only my maid costume. Carrying my daughter's clothes I had left the house in, I urged myself for some reason not to just run to my door but rather take my time and walk.
By the time I made it to my door, I was literally shaking from the excitement and from my arousal. Once inside and behind my closed door, I dropped to my agonizingly sore knees as I could no longer manage to hold my own weight up. Not even thinking, I brought my hand to my throbbing sex, and began to rub myself to a climax. When it hit I convulsed like a woman possessed, and surprisingly I even squirted out my arousal for the first time in my life. I didn't stop at one though, and continued to rub bringing myself to three more smaller climaxes before collapsing from exhaustion into the pool of my own ejected cum.
I laid in the entryway of my home for long while, as I recovered from the most powerful orgasm of my life. When I finally felt refreshed enough to move, I got myself back onto my knees first and then slowly pulled myself up to my feet with the help of the front door handle. I smiled as I looked down and saw the puddle on the tiled entry way, and then I walked on shaky legs to retrieve a towel to clean up my mess. In my masturbation haste, I had also dropped my daughter's clothes on the floor which were now saturated with my juices. I am such a dirty slut.
When my family came home later in the day, all evidence of my explosive climax were gone, my daughter's clothes were in the dryer, and the maid costume was stashed away in my closet with the large dildo Jerome had given me days before. My body ached all over, so when I did finally get dressed after a very long and hot bath, I choose to be comfortable; opting for a pair of black leggings, and a loose fitting tank top. Both my husband and daughter were oblivious to any change in my demeanor, and it was business as usual in the Everett household. Soon they both retreated to their rooms for the night, I decided to stay up on my own as I was waiting to hear from Jerome about the video he took of me earlier. At just after midnight, he texted me.
Jerome: Video is up. Check it out and get back to me.
I quickly clicked the link, and then watched the entirety of the video. He had edited it down to about thirty minutes, but it had all of the dialogue and sexual interactions. It showed me as a very submissive slut, eager to perform and obey her owner; I loved it, and made sure to let Jerome know that when I texted him back.
Me: Oh my god, I look like such a submissive slut. I love it!
Jerome: Great, and from the comments, so to do the viewers.
I looked at the comments and was pleasantly surprised by the amount of them as well as how positive they all were.
Jerome: What are you up to now slut?
Me: I am just sitting alone in my living room.
Jerome: Get naked if you aren't already.
Immediately I adhered to Jerome's command, and peeled off my two articles of clothing.
Me: Done.
Jerome: Go and get a pair of your daughter's used panties from her hamper in bathroom.
Beaming with curiosity, I hopped off the couch and quietly into the hallway towards my daughter's restroom. She was asleep, as I did not see any lights on in her room. Being as silent as I could, I entered the small room and opened her hamper. As it was dark, I had trouble distinguishing what was what inside so I used the light from my phone's screen to illuminate the dirty clothes receptacle. After a few seconds, I found a pair of black cotton thong panties and returned to the couch.
Me: Got them.
Jerome: Take a picture of you holding them in front of your face and then send it to me.
Feeling once again like the dirty slut, I held my daughter's used thong in front of my face and snapped a selfie. Within seconds of receiving the order, I had the picture sent to Jerome.
Jerome: Now stuff them into your slutty cunt; leaving only the tag hanging out. Take, and send me a picture once completed.
Just as I had up to that point, I made quick work of my task. My pussy was already wet with excitement, and because the garment was so tiny, I was able to easily push it inside of myself. Again, I sent off the confirming picture.
Jerome: Go get another pair.
Without a moment of pause, I leaped from my spot on the couch to retrieve a second pair of my daughter's worn panties; this time bringing back a pale pink lace thong. Rather than just text my completion, I figured I should just send Jerome another picture of me holding the tiny pair of panties in front of my face.
Jerome: Stuff that pair into your ass. All the way, leaving the tag out. Send the picture after.
As I was now on slut autopilot, I instinctively turned myself on the couch and began the process of pushing the cloth into my ass. This time it took a little longer, as I had to prep my hole first, but soon the tiny panty was firmly tucked inside my rear hole and Jerome was sent the proving picture. The feeling of having both my holes filled with the fabric of panties was quite unusual, but considering they were my daughter's panties I also felt devilishly naughty.
Jerome: You've done good slut, but I need to go to bed. I want you available tomorrow evening. You can decide what to do with your daughter's panties. Good night.
A little dejected, I replied back.
Me: Good night Daddy. :(
I was such a slut. Getting naked on command, and performing like a trained seal for a man that is not even my husband. Again, Jerome was able to rile me up and then just leave me hanging; wanting more. Not really sure what I wanted to do next, I decided to rewatch the most recent video Jerome uploaded of me. As I watched the video over again, I slowly began to pull each pair of panty out of myself. It was a wicked sensation to feel the dry fabric slowly creep out from my depths. A sensation only heightened by the fact that they were my teenage daughter's panties.
Just as the video finished playing, I had plucked the last bit of lace from my wanting butt. I took a moment to analyze to the two panties, and was again in awe that they had just been lodged inside of my body. With a sly grin, I walked them back to the hamper and tossed them inside. As I still did my daughter's laundry, she would never know where her pretty little panties had been.
To be continued...
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I had a fun time shopping for lingerie with Addison, and even let out another of my dark secrets from my time as Sage's submissive. I had told her about my evening in which I performed oral services in the glory hole booths. As she had for all my other revelations, Addison was not at all put off by it, and in fact seemed quite interested to experience something similar for herself. From what I had gather about Jerome in my first and only meeting with him, it was very likely that she would indeed experience an evening similar to the one I had; especially if she told him about it.
After she had dropped me off back at my house that evening, I took a long time to think about how lucky I was to have found a friend that I could share the recounts of my naughty adventures, and even sometimes partake in them with her. Having someone other than Sage that I could talk to about such a secret lifestyle helped alleviate so much of the stress and worry of it all. I was very fortunate to have a friendship with Addison; I truly believed she felt the same way.
As for my relationship with Sage, it had begun to become very much a routine it seemed for both of us. We both still enjoyed our times together, and I know I still loved submitting to her, but I sensed as the weeks passed that she had begun to shift her focus onto something else. Hoping it wasn't something I did, even fearing she was harboring resentment towards over my one night with Jerome, I finally mustered the nerve to ask her about what I sensed. It was just after one of our morning meet ups in my classroom. I of course was naked, and had just been untied from one of the classroom's desk where I had been secured while bent over as Sage fucked me long and hard with a strap-on. She was packing her bag after leaving me my clothes for the day, (a red asymmetrical dress, a garter belt, black lace top stockings, and a pair of red spike heels), and I stopped her to ask the question I had been wanting to ask.
"Mistress? Is everything okay? You have seemed distant lately. Have I done something to disappoint you?"
Sage paused for a moment, still looking down at her bag, before replying to my question.
"No my pet, you have done nothing but you are right that I have been distant. I am sorry for that. It is just that I believe our time together may be nearing an end."
I tried to speak, but Sage held her hand up indicating that she needed to continue speaking. I obliged her, and listened with an unsure look on my face.
"As you are aware of, the school year is almost over, and I will be graduating. Also, I just received my acceptance letter to college which is out of state. It is because of these things that I know our relationship will not be able to continue for much longer. So that is why I have been so distant lately, I have been trying to come to terms with the idea of no longer being your master, and having to move on with my life. Also, I have been wondering how best to make such a transition in life so that you would not be hurt by it."
We both stood in silence for a while as we let the weight of what Sage had confessed settle onto our minds. After a few moments, and before I could speak, Sage broke the silence stating I needed to dress in time for school to start, and that we both should think about what she had said before trying to come up with a solution. She further stated that she would be back after school, and that we could discuss it then. Without another word she turned and exited my room. Still in a state of shock from her revelation, I fumbled to get dressed before the morning bell rang.
My morning went by while I moved about it in a fog of thought. I hoped to see Sage during her class period, but she had skipped it; likely knowing that it would have been difficult for both of us to be in the same room together but not be able to talk. It was during lunch that my mind was lifted out of the fog, and it was thanks to an impromptu stop in by Addison. She had knocked on my door softly, and thinking it might be Sage, I rushed to answer it. Addison must have read my disappointment on my face upon seeing her and not my Mistress at the door, as she sweetly apologized. I told her she had nothing to apologize for, as I was just in a fog. As she entered my room, like a true friend, she quizzically asked me what was going on. Like a dam being broken, I flooded her with everything, and as an understanding friend she listened to it all.
When I finally finished spilling all my thoughts about what Sage had spoken of earlier, I felt so relieved. I needed to let it out, and thanks to Addison I was able to do so in a safe zone. She understood what I was going through and the difficulties of my relationship with Sage. When I look to her, and saw her sweet kind smile, I knew I was going to be alright. She didn't even say anything, and yet I knew that I was going to be fine once Sage left for college; I had a friend. I wasn't alone. I hugged Addison, and thanked her for listening to me at which point the bell rang and we had to separate to go back to our "normal" lives.
Just as she said she would, Sage arrived at my room after school. When she did, I was the one that did the talking. After empty my thoughts to Addison, I knew exactly what I wanted to tell my Mistress.
"You have been a wonderful Mistress to me. I have learned so much about myself, and have enjoyed so many things during my time as your submissive. You have allowed me to understand the person I truly am. I am forever thankful for that. Not being your submissive will be hard, but it is because you have been such a great Mistress that I know I will be fine. I am a better woman because of your tutelage. I will always be yours, but it is clear now that our relationship can grow no further. I must be free to explore my new self, and grow on my own. It has come time for us to part. This should not be seen as a negative, but instead this is for the best; it was of course inevitable. I love you Sage, and I always will."
Both of us had tears in our eyes as she stepped to me silently, and kissed me passionately on the lips. Our embrace only lasted for a few seconds, but it contained the fire and passion of our entire relationship. Stepping back, Sage looked me in the eye and said, "I love you too Cynthia." She then turned and left.
The End.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Thank you so much for taking the time to read through this series. I have had a wonderful time writing it, and hopefully you have as well while reading it. I know that this may seem like a sudden end, but understand that I just felt it time to put these series to bed. I no longer felt I could do it justice, and continue to give you the readers more without losing the true nature of the story. I hope that you can accept this as the end, and that you may enjoy some of my other stories just as much. However, I do want to note that though Cynthia's Submission may be over, I have the intention of including both Cynthia and Sage in future stories. So with that, I again say thank you.
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After Jerome left I remained in a state of shock from realizing that during the entire time I acted like a complete slut for him there was another person in the room the entire time; a woman. I didn't move, not even to remove the blindfold, I just remained kneeling on my floor dumbstruck. I had no idea who that woman was, nor did I know if she knew who I was, further than being a slut for Jerome. On top of that, the woman called Jerome daddy, and responded to him calling her slut, which most likely meant she was actually a slut as I was for him. Jealously and a jolt of competitive spirit enveloped my whole being all while I remained motionless and naked in my living room.
I finally shook myself out of my frozen state, removed the blindfold, and then walked on rubber like legs to close my still wide open front door. Retreating to my bathroom, I decided on a long hot soak in the bath was in order. My body had been worked over well by Jerome, and my mind was lost in thought; a bath was just the thing I needed.
I soaked until the water turned chill, and then I reluctantly pulled myself out of the tub. My body felt better from it, and I actually came to terms with the unexpected viewer of my evening romp with Jerome. I figured that Jerome would never bring anyone to watch that could potentially expose me. The woman I figured was probably there to watch how I behaved as a slut for Jerome, and as she was likely another one of Jerome's sluts wouldn't be apt to tell anyone about what she saw. By the time I was toweled off, and in bed, I felt more at ease about the mysterious woman, though I still was curious to know who she was. I hoped that I would find out from Jerome sooner rather than later.
I awoke the next morning no longer concerned about the unknown women, but instead ready to experience anything Jerome had in store for me. Unfortunately, I did not hear from Jerome until Friday morning. It was hard to go so long without hearing or seeing him; I ached for him to use me, and I wanted so badly to have him dominate me. When he did finally contact me on Friday, it was via a text message that I read after waking up. All the message contained was instructions for what I was to wear. He ordered me to where a pair of sheer black leggings paired with a long shirt. The message also stated I was to bring my collar with me to school, but nothing about wearing it. Usually such a outfit would be hard to pull off as a teacher, but because it was friday, I could be a bit more casual. I had a school themed t-shirt that I never wore because it was far too big for me, and it would do just the trick of covering up the sheer leggings I was to wear. Covering the leggings was certainly a must as Jerome hadn't mentioned anything about panties, and I certainly didn't feel like wearing them as I had grown quite accustomed to being without.
Though Jerome's text message was brief, I was just happy to have contact with him as I hoped it would be a sign of further contact and possibly a meet up. I arrived at school in the requested outfit; I paired the combo with a simple leather sandal, and after my day started I had no concern about the outfit being inappropriate. It also helped to know that Cynthia, my fellow slutty teacher, was wearing a daringly short skirt, with a quite flimsy top. I loved knowing that I wasn't the only teacher on staff with a secret slut life. By lunchtime I was rather worked up, and was hoping that I would see Jerome. However, that thought was thrown out when I looked at my phone and saw a new text from him.
Jerome: Slut, record a video of you playing with yourself over your leggings. I want to see you make a nice wet spot on them. Do not cum. Send me the video before lunch ends.
I did not reply but simply made sure my classroom door was locked before I quickly took a seat in my desk chair and began doing as ordered. It felt awkward holding my phone out to record myself while I used my other free hand to rub my already slick pussy through my leggings. It however did not take long for the wetness of my arousal begin to soak into the fabric of my pants. The naughtiness of playing with myself in my classroom only added to the gushing of my sex, and my leggings soon had a considerable wet spot that encompassed the entire crotch region. Not wanting too, I stopped rubbing myself as I knew Jerome specifically stated I was not to cum. I was close to climaxing, but as I had completed my task I had to make sure the video I recorded got sent to my black master. When he received and watched the video I got another text message.
Jerome: Good video slut. You have and open period after lunch right?
Me: Yes I do.
Jerome: Perfect, you will record another video for me during that period.
Me: Okay Daddy, what shall I be doing in it.
Jerome: I want you to take your phone and collar to the staff bathroom, choose a stall, and then strip naked. Once you are naked, you are to put on your slut collar, and then film a video with your phone in which you tell me all the dirty things you want me to do to you and that you are willing to do for me.
Me: Oh my god Daddy, that is so hot and so dangerous. I love it.
Jerome: Glad to hear that slut. You will send me the video before getting redressed and returning to your room.
Me: Yes sir.
My body was shaking with excitement, nerves, and anticipation during our text exchange. The moment the bell rang signaling the start of the next period, I snatched the collar out of my purse, and made a beeline for the staff restroom. Earlier that week I had been taking photos of Cynthia standing naked in them, and now I was about to step up the naughty factor by recording a naked video for the black man that contractually owned me.
Thankfully, when I arrived at the restroom it was empty so I quickly took the furthest stall and shut myself inside. Making sure to lock the stall door, I peeled off my two items of clothing, hanging from the back of the door before securing my slut collar around my neck. It was amazing how quickly I was able to get myself ready to begin recording. I held my phone straight out in front of me and began to do as Jerome ordered; divulge all my dirty desires. The following is word for word what I said.
"Hi Daddy. I am standing naked, and only wearing my slut collar in my school's restroom to let you know just what I am willing to do for you, and to confess what I want you to do to me. I want you. I want your big black cock. I want it stuffed in all of my holes; to choke me out or stretch open my ass. I want you to throat fuck me to the point I nearly pass out. I want you to push my limits Daddy. Use me as you see fit. Use me only for your pleasure. Make me know that I am only useful when I am serving you. Take my ass Daddy, and stretch it open more than I can imagine possible. I want to be left gaped open by you. Use me as your cum bucket; make me swallow all of your cum, or just shoot all over me. I want you to humiliate me, and record every second of it. I get off on the fear of you showing others my pictures or videos, but I know you can if you want. I want you to piss on me, and let me taste your piss. I am your white slut to use. Make me feel like a dumb slut, leave me wanting more of your treatment. I want you to use me like that time at the movies. Use me and the leave me. I want you to take me out, and then strip me of my clothes and belongings before leaving me to find a way home. Make me fear getting caught. God, I am such a dirty teacher slut, I just want to obey and please you Daddy. I am willing to do anything for you."
My confession got me very hot and bothered, but I dared not touch myself and risk orgasming against Jerome's orders. Instead, I sat down on the toilet seat, and sent the video over to Jerome. I didn't dress right away, but rather took a few moments to collect myself and my thoughts. Everything I had said in the video was true, I was not putting on and act or a show. I meant every word. The words had come naturally, I didn't have to try and think of what to say. So as I sat there naked in the stall, I was in awe of just how naughty and dirty I had become. It was almost scary to think that in such a short time period I had become an entirely different person sexually. I loved it.
After my contemplation time, I got dressed and returned to my room. Stashing the collar back in my purse for potential later use, I sat at my desk and thought about what the rest of my day could potentially hold for me. At that moment, my phone buzzed with another message from Jerome.
Jerome: After school, I will pick you up at your house at 6 pm. Wear a sexy white top, and a short black mini skirt.
Me: Will do Daddy. Can't wait.
Needless to say, the rest of my day seemed to drag on. I managed to get through the remainder of my classes which were a welcoming distraction, but once the final dismissal bell rang all I could think about was what could Jerome possibly have planned. Wanting to look my best for him, I decided I would go and shop for the perfect outfit so I stopped off at the mall on my way home. It was while I was driving in my car that I realized that the wet spot on the crotch on my leggings was still very much present. My pussy was flooded with arousal.
I stopped in at a shop that was probably more fitting for some of the students I teach rather than myself, but I knew it was just the place to get the items I wanted. It took me a few minutes of browsing the racks before I found what I was looking for, a white ribbed knit crop top with a snap-button placket and a black a stretch-knit flared mini skirt. The top had short sleeves, but was cropped to just a few inches below my breasts, and the skirt only came down to about mid thigh. After trying on the outfit, I knew I would look like the perfect sexy tart for Jerome. Also, I indulged a little and bought a pair of black caged lace-up stiletto heels made of faux suede and a thin faux leather o-ring choker that I knew would complete the look perfectly.
I bought the items and then raced home to get ready. I made sure to shower, shave, and do all I could possibly do to look my best for Jerome. Being so eager, I was done and dressed a half hour early which meant I had to patiently wait for my black owner's arrival. To help calm myself, I decided I could take the edge off by have a nice glass of white wine. So I stood at the bar top in my kitchen drinking my wine trying not to look at my phone every two seconds in hopes of having a message from Jerome.
In my nervous and anxious state, I finished my first glass of wine quickly and poured myself another. I was about halfway through the second glass when I received the text from Jerome informing that he was almost there, and that he would call when he was outside. Happy to know he would be arriving soon I knocked back the rest of my second glass of wine before grabbing my phone and clutch to wait for his call in the living room. A few moments later he called.
"Hello Daddy," I answered.
"Slut, I am outside. You only need your phone, leave your keys and purse," was his reply and instructions.
I replied, "Yes sir," as I set the clutch that I was planning to take on the coffee table and proceeding to walk outside. I smiled upon seeing his car parked out in front of my house, and made sure to strut as sexily as I could as I approached it. As was customary when I rode in his car, I stopped at the front of it and leaned down to kiss the hood. Jerome said it showed my respect to his vehicle, but it also made me feel so devilishly naughty as I could feel the rumble of the engine on my soft lips. As I sat down in the passenger seat Jerome, who was wearing a pair of dark designer jeans and a fitted white v-neck t-shirt, eyed me over with a wicked grin on his face.
"You look like a hot little slut," he stated before putting his car into gear and pulling away.
I simply blushed at his comment, and replied, "Thank you."
The cool air coming from the car vents, made my already pokey nipples stiffer. This only made it more apparent that I wasn't wearing a bra which was extremely naughty considering the color of my nipples were almost visible through the white top to begin with. That didn't matter though, as all I cared about at that moment was to be the best little white slut I could be for Jerome. Almost on cue, Jerome spoke to indicate that we would be going to a nice tapas bar for something to eat. He also took his strong black hand and moved it up my thigh to my radiating and wet pussy. I moaned as he slid his fingers across my slick lips. Then he pulled them away, but only to present them to my mouth so I could lick my arousal from them. I savour the taste of myself for the brief moment he allowed, and then just as quickly as he had touched me, he stopped. I had closed my eyes, losing myself in the moment, when I opened them I realized that we had arrived at our destination.
Jerome parked behind the trendy tapas bar, and then unexpectedly came around to let me out from my side of the car. He then asked for my phone, stating that he wanted to take my picture to capture just how sexy I looked in my outfit. With a bright smile on my face, I posed for him in front of his car and he took my picture; showing me after so I could see just how sexy I did indeed look. He then got a wicked grin on his face.
"Let's take another one, but this time just lift up your top to flash the camera," Jerome instructed. I didn't say a word, just simply took a step back and lifted my top as he told me too. He snapped another picture, before telling my to leave my top up, and then lifted my skirt up to show off my pussy. Again, I did so without a word. Once he got the picture, he handed me back my phone and then walked us into the restaurant.
We were seated quickly at a hightop table. To anyone looking at us, I'm sure we looked like just a regular couple out for a date, and that thought made me smile because I knew that really I was out with my owner to be his slut and to please him however he saw fit. As evident with the impromptu photo shoot outside. After we ordered our drinks and food, Jerome rested his hand on my thigh and told me to post the first photo he took of me earlier on my Facebook profile. He said it would make for a great, "before" picture. The wickedness of that simple statement made me gush and tremble with excitement. I quickly uploaded the picture to my account with the caption, "Feelin' hot tonight!" Of course, the caption had two meanings, but mostly everyone would assume I was just talking about the way I looked, and not the fact that I was hot and bothered to be used like a slut by my black master.
As our evening progressed and our food and drinks were brought out, we settled into a nice night together and it almost began to feel like a typical date. However, I constantly had the thought in the back of my head as to when Jerome would move the night back towards the naughty; get me to do his bidding and act like the slut he knew I was. That moment came just after our waiter cleared our plates. Jerome leaned in to kiss me, and then whispered into my ear a statement that nearly made me moan out load.
"Tonight, I am going to make your wants and needs come true slut," he said.
I could only reply, "please."
Our waiter returned shortly after with our check causing Jerome to pull away to accept it. He paid, and we walk out back to his car. He had his arm around me and his hand gripping my ass over my skirt as we walked through the crowded restaurant. It was his way of showing everyone that I was his. When we got back to his car I half expected him to tell me to strip, but he did not. Instead, I was told to simply get in, after kissing the hood of course, and we were soon driving away. Once we pulled out of the parking lot, he took my hand and placed it on the crotch of his pants, I could feel his girth and desperately wanted more. I looked to him after he let go of my hand, and with a smile on his face he simply said, "you know what to do slut."
Without a moment of pause, I leaned over to his lap and unfastened his jeans to free his hidden black snake. No sooner than had gotten it did I then get it into my mouth to bring it to life. Within a matter of seconds, his cock was at full attention, and I was eagerly bobbing up and down on it. I felt his hand grab ahold of my ass again and squeeze my cheek through the skirt. Then it transitioned to pulling my skirt up to expose my naked ass and probe my open holes. I moaned around his shaft as his finger sunk into my wet cunt, and again when he paired it with another. Suddenly, he withdrew both of his thick fingers, eliciting a disappointing groan from me, but that groan quickly turned into a pleasurable one as I felt the pressure of his digits against my asshole. The coating of my arousal allowed him to easy slip his way into my ass all while I continued to take more of his length into my mouth.
I was enjoying the experience of having his large cock in my mouth and the pleasure of his thick fingers probing my holes, but soon I felt the car come to a stop and Jerome put it into park. Though I was curious where we were, I did not dare remove my mouth from his manhood to ask or look. I knew Jerome would let me know where we were if I needed to know. He seemed to be in no particular hurray to stop me though, so I just keep right on doing my slutty duty. Eventually, he did pull his fingers from my ass, and push my head up and off of his ebony pole. I looked at him quizzically, and waited for him to speak.
"Wait here," he said as he put his cock back into his pants, "I need to run inside and get something real quick."
A second later he was exiting his car and I was left alone inside. I took a glance around at the surroundings and saw that he seemed to have stopped at a gas station on the edge of town, but rather than park in the front he had parked on the side of the building away from the street. I was curious as to why we had stopped at that location, but knowing Jerome I figured it was probably for a very naughty reason.
Moments later, he returned to the car and told me to follow him and bring my phone. I quickly scrambled out of the car to catch up to him as he walked further towards the back of the building before stopping at the door to the men's' room. That is when I noticed he was carrying a key with him, and soon he had the door unlocked and opened. He held open and gestured for me to step inside. Without delay, I hurried into the small washroom. It had only a single toilet and a small sink. The smell wasn't pleasant, and it only grew worse as Jerome shut the door eliminating any of the fresh air from outside from getting in; locking in the stale piss smell. However, once Jerome stood before me, nothing about the room concerned me, I was only focused on him and what he wanted of me.
"Hand me your phone slut, and then get on your knees in front of the toilet," he sternly ordered.
The room's size meant that I was already standing in front of the toilet, so I handed over my phone to him and quickly dropped to my knees and awaited further instruction.
"I needed to take a piss," he started, "and considering that you enjoy the taste of my piss I figured why waste it in a dirty toilet when I could fill up a dirty piss slut like yourself." Jerome then began to open his pants and pull out his semi erect cock before continuing, "I want you to open your mouth up wide. I will fill it full with piss, and then you will swallow. We will continue the process until you have taken all of my piss. I'll do my best to only piss in your mouth, as I would hate to get you clothes covered in piss, but since I will also be recording you with you phone it might be a bit more difficult than usual. Shall we begin?"



I nodded my head in understanding and to indicate that I was ready to start. Jerome held my phone up and pointed at me with the flash on. I blinked to adjust to the light, and then opened my mouth wide to await his stream. However, he didn't start right away, rather he first asked me questions.
"Hello slut, how are you doing?"
I knew immediately that he was going to make the task even more humiliating for me by have me perform for the camera. The wickedness of it caused me to shiver, but I eagerly responded to his question.
"I'm doing great Daddy."
He followed with another question, "That's good slut. Why don't you tell everyone watching where we are?"
With a big smile on my face I replied, "We are in a gas station men's room."
"And why are we here slut," he continued.
Again, with cheer in my voice, I answered as I knew he wanted me too, "So you can let me drink you piss."
"Do you enjoy drinking my piss," Jerome asked.
"Yes! So much," was my bubbly reply.
"Why is that," he pushed further.
"Because I am a dirty piss slut for you Daddy," I answered back.
Jerome continued with the questioning, pushing the humiliation further by asking, "do your students know that their teacher, Miss Bell, is a dirty piss slut?"
The mention of my students only spurred me to answer more wickedly, "no, but after they see this video they will."
"So you want your students to watch you be a dirty piss slut," Jerome asked stretching out the scene, and I was eager to continue as well.
"It seems only fair that they know what a dirty slut I really am," I replied.
"Beg for it then," Jerome commanded.
Immediately I replied, "Please Daddy, piss in my dirty slut mouth. Let me show my students just what a dirt piss slut I am."
On cue Jerome let out his yellow stream aimed perfectly right at my open mouth. He let it fill up to about half way before stopping and allowing me time to swallow. I closed my mouth and gulped down the first mouthful of acrid liquid. Once it was swallowed, my mouth popped open again to accept more. Jerome more than happily obliged by filling my mouth once again before stopping. However he filled it a bit further the second time. Still I managed to close my mouth and knock back his yellow nectar without issue.
The next mouthful wasn't as easy as Jerome let his stream continue until my mouth was filled to the brim before pinching it off. As I closed my mouth to swallow the third mouthful, some of it splashed out and onto my shirt. I didn't let it falter me though, and drank down the salty piss before opening my mouth for more. Jerome's aim wasn't as perfect as it had been before, his torrent of piss blasted me in the chin momentarily causing me to jerk back some and his urine to splash all over my face and chest. Quickly though I steadied myself and Jerome fixed his aim to fill my empty mouth once again. It was the last of it as he was only able to fill my mouth about two thirds full before his stream dribbled to a stop and he shook the last drops onto my face. After I swallowed my last mouthful of his piss, I smiled brightly at my phone he was still holding, and thanked him for pissing on me.
Jerome smiled at me as he turned the phone off, and tossed it to me. I caught it while I watched him put his cock away. I had hoped that he would have at least let me suck him off, but apparently he had other plans. He looked back at me once his pants were re-fastened, and chuckled some stating I looked a mess. Looking down at myself, my white top was splash with the yellow tint of his piss and most of my breasts were visible through the now transparent fabric. I should have felt disgusted, or embarrassed, but instead I was proud and eager to see what more was in store. Jerome reached over me to retrieve the restroom key before handing it to me.
"Go take this back inside for me slut, and I meet you in the car," he ordered as I took ahold of the key.
"Yes Daddy," I replied now somewhat embarrassed as I knew it meant being seen by someone in my current state; coated in piss and my top sheer from it. However, I didn't what to let my unsureness about the task show to Jerome so I simply stood up and proceeded to exit the small restroom. Not looking back, I walked around the building and towards the front entry of the gas station. Inside, I noticed a few customers browsing the drink and snack sections, but no one at the counter. I was thankful for that as it meant the only person who would see me would be the teller of the shop. With all the confidence I could muster, I walked up to the counter and handed over the key. As I said thank you, I could see a quizzical look come over the man's face. He at first seemed confused as to why a woman he had never seen before was giving him back the restroom key, but then it quickly changed to curiosity about why that woman was wearing a wet top that showed off her tits. It was when I turned to leave that I saw the sign of a smile form on his face, and as I reached the door I heard him say, "come back any time."
I beamed brightly all the way back to Jerome's car, as I felt extra slutty and loved everything about it. Kissing his hood, I quickly moved to get back inside. Jerome stopped me though as I opened the door. He instructed me to remove my top before entering, as it was "piss soaked." Of course I did as he wished, and was soon standing topless in public but still not allowed inside his car.
"Go toss out your piss soaked shirt in the garbage over there," he ordered while pointing towards the front of the building. I looked and could see a trash bin at the corner of the station, and not wanting to displease him, I quickly turned to walk to it. Reaching the spot, I dropped my newly acquired top into the trash can with a feeling of reluctance to do so as it was brand new, but knowing I must to please my black master. With my top discarded, I turned back to Jerome and his car. Again I kissed the hood of it to show my respect, and was finally allowed inside. Once I was in my seat, Jerome pulled away and began driving back towards town.
We drove in silence for awhile, and though I was topless, I did not worry much about anyone noticing. It was dark out, and Jerome's windows were tinted dark; it was near impossible for anyone to notice. However, as we neared the center of the town, I did begin to become uneasy as there were more people around and we were moving slower. I had a sense that Jerome was going to pull over in the middle of town, and have me get out to show everyone my tits. That thankfully did not happen, as we soon were past the downtown area and headed towards the opposite end of town. When we reached a park just at the edge of town, Jerome pulled in and parked.
The park was an older one, and did not have lights which meant it was usually empty at that time of night. We were the only car in the parking lot, meaning it was more than likely we were the only ones there. Jerome looked over at me, and then grabbed my phone from my hand. Within seconds, he had the phone held up, and was talking to me again as he obviously was recording.
"So slut, I see you have lost your top," he started.
I replied playfully, "Yeah, it got too much piss on it so I threw it out."
"Makes sense, but I hope you don't mind being topless in public because I thought we should take a nice stroll through the park to find a good quiet place where I can stuff you full of my cock. How does that sound slut," Jerome asked.
"I don't mind at all being topless in public, and it sounds like a lot of fun to get stuffed with you big black cock," I answered.
Jerome then continued, "Well let's get going then whore."
We both then exited his car, and I began to follow him as he led the way into the darkness of the park. As we walked away from the faint lighting in the parking lot, Jerome turned on the flash for my phone as he was still recording as we walked. This did two things: firstly it illuminated me so that I could be seen on the video, but it also became a pretty bright beacon of our location in the pitch black darkness of the park. Anyone near the park would notice the light emitting out and would know that someone was in the park. Of course that meant a higher chance of someone becoming curious, and potentially coming to check it out. They would most likely find me naked getting rammed by the thick cock of Jerome, and depending on the person may or may not be a scene they would be interested in stumbling onto. I could only hope that potentiality would not become a reality.
As we walked further into the park, following the slim concrete path, Jerome would ask me questions; all of course geared towards making look like a complete slut, or attempting to further my humiliation. "Do you want my cock in your ass tonight?" "Will you suck my cock clean after I fuck your ass?" "If we come across a vagrant, would suck him off and let him fuck you?" "Maybe we will find some of your students out here, and you can show off how slutty you are. Wouldn't you love that?"
Eventually, we stopped at the baseball field and entered one of the fenced in dugouts. As we did, Jerome unfastened his pants and sat down on the bench. With only a point to his crotch, I knew what I was expected to do. I dropped to my knees in front of him, feeling the crunch of the dirt covered concrete dig into my bare knees. It wasn't comfortable, but I didn't mind as I was soon reaching with my hands to free his black snake once again. With his cock out, I quickly pounced on it with my mouth. Within a matter of seconds I had near half his length in my mouth, and was pushing for more.
Initially, Jerome allowed me to do my thing at my own pace, so I happily bobbed up and down on his pole savoring it like a child eating an ice cream treat. Occasionally I pulled my mouth off to lick his pole top to bottom, and then stuff it back into my mouth and throat to see how much I could take. My knees ached from the hard surface, but my pain was the furthest thing from my mind, as my only focus at that moment was Jerome's pleasure.
After a few minutes, Jerome reached with his free hand to grab ahold of my head. He began to pull me, and hold me on his massive unit. At first it was just brief moments of pressure, holding me still and pushing me to go deeper, but as time passed his hold started to become for forceful. Jerome started to pull my head onto him to the point that I was nearly swallowing his entire length, and then hold me there until I gagged or choked. He would then let off a bit to allow me to steady myself, but would soon repeat the process all over again. As he became more forceful, he also began to speak to me to add to the humiliation and degradation of the moment.
"Take all my cock in your throat slut, and hold it in there," he said as he forcefully pulled me in to take his full length in my throat. As I started to gag he said, "That's it you stupid slut gag on my cock. Struggle for me. I wanna see how long you can hold it in your fuck hole." Jerome held me longer than he had up to that point, and though I was gagging, I wasn't struggling to get away, just merely trying to keep my composure. Soon though, I began to need to breathe and I could feel my eyes watering as they were bugging out from my struggle. I started to feel as I was going to pass out, and I very nearly did but then Jerome released his grip and pulled himself out of my throat in one motion.
I wasn't given too much time to recover, as Jerome stood up and ordered me to do the same. Back on my feet, he spun me around to face away from him and then bent me over. The dugout wasn't very wide so as I was bent forward, I had to hold on to the chainlink of the fence and turn my face to rest against it. I felt Jerome tug at my skirt, and yank it down to my feet. He kicked at my ankles and I stepped out of it. Using his shoe, he kicked it across the dirty floor of the dugout. However, I didn't take time to think about my skirt as soon felt his hefty manhood begin to press into my sopping wet cunt. He didn't penetrate me right away though, rather he took a moment to make me beg; adding to my humiliation and sluttiness.
"You want me to fuck you slut? Beg for it then."
Of course I responded promptly and appropriately, "Yes Daddy, fuck me! Fuck your slut in my wet cunt! Stretch me out with your huge black cock! Please Daddy, show how you own me by stuffing me full of your big black cock! I need it! Please!"
Without a moment of hesitation, Jerome plunged his long shaft into my wanting box. I moaned aloud as I felt him bottom out inside of me. Quickly, he began to savagely fuck my pussy with deep, long strokes. The force of his thrusts made it so I had to push back against the fence I was holding onto to keep from being slammed into it. Jerome also began to use his free hand to slap my ass cheeks with each thrust into me. I'm sure my loud moans, groans, and occasional yelps could be heard from anywhere in the park, but frankly that did not matter to me. All that matter in that moment was that I was getting fucked, and fucked well by my black owner. My only wish was that it would last all night.
As Jerome kept up his brutal pounding of my sex, i began to fell the start of an orgasm coming. Not knowing if he wanted me to cum yet, I made sure to announce it to him to find out if I had his permission to cum. After I told him of my nearing orgasm through pants and moans, he replied with a chuckle and told me I wasn't to cum yet. He then unexpectedly pulled his cock completely out of my now battered hole. I looked back in wonderment and desperation, and watched as he spat out onto the crack of my ass. His fingers then began to rub his saliva into my asshole, which soon felt the pressure of his rigid girth. I relaxed as best I could, as my rear entry gave way and allowed access to mighty member.
Jerome slowly pushed his entire length into me, and continued to push into me causing my face and upper torso to get smashed up into the chainlink fence. He then placed his hand on my face to hold it firmly against the fence and then proceeded to fuck my ass like a wild animal. I screamed loudly as he rammed his way in and out of me, while continually pressing me harder into the metal chain link. This fucking was very forceful, but also very erratic. I got the sense that he wasn't looking to take his time, and was only looking to bring himself to a climax. That was very much the case, as after a few moments Jerome announced he was going to cum, and then heaved himself hard and deep into me. I felt his cum shoot off inside the depths of my ass, and the weight of him as he spasmed against me keeping me pressed against the fence.
By that point my entire upper body was being forcibly pressed into the fence, and I was literally panting with arousal. When his load was finally spent, Jerome slowly pulled himself out of my ass and then sat back on the bench. I was left leaning on the chain link fence and with my ass gaped open for a moment before he ordered me to turn and clean his cock with my mouth. Again I found myself on my knees with in the dugout bobbing my head on his black shaft. Even though he had cum his shaft was still as rigid as before. However, it had the combination taste of my ass and pussy coating it. As I cleaned myself off of his cock I felt his cum begin to creep out of my open asshole and dribble out onto the concrete between my legs.
When Jerome felt I had done an adequate job of cleaning his cock, he pushed me away, and then looked down to see the leaked ejaculate on the cement. A evil grin formed on his face, as he panned my phone to capture the cum on the floor and then back at me.
"It looks like you made a mess slut. We don't want to leave that there, so go ahead and lick it up like a proper dirty slut," he commanded.
I said nothing in return, as I just simply scooted back some before leaning down to lick up his cum. Usually I enjoyed the taste of his jizz, and though it tasted the same, because the floor had a coating of baseball dirt on it, each lick I took also contained the gritty sand making my task just that much more unpleasant. However, I did not complain or stop, and soon had each drop of sperm licked up and swallowed. Of course Jerome captured the whole process on video. Which each drop of sperm dutifully cleaned up, I sat back up on my heels and looked to Jerome.
"Does the slut want to cum now," he asked as I looked fondly at him.
In my must desperately slutty voice I replied, "oh yes Daddy, this slut wants to cum so badly. Please let me cum."
Jerome grinned his patented grin as he reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a zippo lighter before continuing on with his questions. "What is the slut willing to do to be allowed to cum?"
"I will do you whatever you wish," was my desperate answer.
"Will you set your slutty skirt on fire, burning your last piece of clothing, and leaving you nude," was his next question.
Even if I wasn't already revved up beyond return, the thought of burning my clothes to commit me to being naked would have sent me over the top. My response came quickly and carelessly. "Yes! I will light my skirt on fire to cum. Anything you want Daddy."
He didn't say anything further, instead he just reached out and handed me the lighter. I took it from his grasp, and cautiously opened it. Lighting the flame, I reached down to the ground for my discarded skirt. I brought it to meet the glowing flicker of the flame, and after a few brief seconds my newly purchased skirt caught fire. Dropping it to the floor again, I handed the lighter back to Jerome and looked to him for further instruction.
"Very good slut, you may touch yourself, but if you don't cum before the fire stops then you don't get to cum," he instructed.
My hand instantly went to my sodden sex. In a blur my fingers rubbed my clit eagerly trying to bring myself to a climax. Watching my skirt burn up into nothing but ash only added to my aroused state, and the idea that I absolutely would have no clothes to wear after it burned was just the extra incentive I needed to explode with a powerful full body orgasm. I screamed out in pleasure, and my entire body spasmed from the powerful release of my pent up arousal. I completely lost myself in the moment, very nearly passing out. Thankfully, I did not as I may have fallen onto the fire that was my skirt. When I did finally come down from my climactic moment, I open my eyes to see that my skirt was nothing more than a pile of ash which triggered an aftershock to course through my body.
Jerome laughed aloud, and then said, "Okay slut, we are done here. Let's go."
He then stood up and began walking back toward the parking lot. Though I was still a bit frazzled from my orgasm, I hurried to my feet and followed after him. We reached his car, still parked alone, in no time. As we did Jerome told me to go and stand in front of it so he could take the "after" photo for the night triggering me to remember the photo he took to start the night that was now posted on my facebook timeline. I smiled before stepping to stand in front of his car. I did my best to pose just as I had in the previous picture; of course this time I was nude except for the heels and choker. Once he snapped the photo slid my phone into his pants, and then spoke.
"Well slut, I think that just about ticks off everything off your wants list. I stretched your ass open, I used you as my cum bucket, and let you drink my piss. The only thing that remains is, how did you put it,? To take you out, strip you of your clothes and belongings, and leave you to find a way home. Yeah it was something like that. I guess you will get your wish slut. As I see it, you threw out your top, burned up your skirt, and I have your phone so that pretty much meets what you asked for. It's pretty late so I don't expect there to be too many people out, but hey you never know right. You might just get caught, but then again, it's the fear of getting caught that really excites you isn't it?"



Upon finishing his little speech, Jerome walked past me and entered his car and I just stood there dumbfounded and extremely aroused. He was actually going to leave me stranded and naked to find my way home. I couldn't believe it. I was both scared and aroused at the thought of it. This whole night was his way of granting me everything I confessed to him earlier that afternoon in the video from my school's restroom. The video he had asked me to send him, in which I confessed everything I wanted him to do to me and was willing to do for him. Never did I imagine that he would make each and everything thing I mentioned come to fruition in one night, but now that he had I was so very happy he had. As he started his engine, and just before pulling away, he leaned out the window to tell me one last thing.
"Oh, and in case you think I forgot about the part in which you said you get off on the fear of me potentially showing other your slutty pictures and videos, just remember I have your phone with me; I could very easily send a photo or two to some of your contacts. I bet the thought of it just makes you quiver with excitement. See ya later slut."
Jerome then pulled away, leaving me standing alone and naked in the dark parking lot. I had no money, no clothes, and no phone. All I could do was begin walking back towards my house which was a good thirty minutes at least from where I was. He was right though, it was late so there wouldn't be that many people out, at least not out by the park, but the closer I would get to my house the closer I would be getting to the center of town. He was also right about how the knowledge that he could send any number of slutty pictures of me to countless people in my contact list from my own phone caused my pussy to gush even while I was scared to death a the idea of it. Knowing I did not have much else I could do, I started walking. I knew the sooner I got home, the sooner I could get myself off to the fact that I was just a crazy white slut for Jerome.
My walk home was both a mixture of fright and arousal. Initially, for the first portion, I saw no cars and no other person which caused me to become even more deeply turned on by being naked out in public. As I neared the center of town though, I had to began to deviate my route so that I would walk down less busy roads and paths. Often I chose to cut through neighborhoods, to avoid major traffic lights. Occasionally, I would have to scramble to hide when I would see headlights shining in front of me; ducking down behind parked cars, or hugging a tree to shield me from the passing vehicle. During those moments my heart would race with fear, but my pussy would drip with arousal. Eventually though I did get home, and thankfully did so without being caught. Just the thought of it though was enough to make me shiver.
As I walked up to my house, I saw that propped up against my front door was my cell phone. Jerome must have dropped it off for me. As I reached down to pick it up, I considered how thoughtful that was, and decided to text him right then and there that I was home and to thank him for dropping my phone off. However, when I turned my screen on my jaw dropped. My Facebook app was open to my pictures, and the most recent picture uploaded was not the one of me earlier in the night at the tapas bar, but was the one from just before Jerome left me naked; the one of me posing naked in front of his car in the parking lot of the park. To add to the humiliation of a nude photo of myself being on my Facebook profile, the caption stated, "Still feelin' HOT!"
Quickly, I opened the picture to delete it from my profile. Thankfully, it didn't look as though anyone commented on it so I wasn't sure if anyone had seen it. When I got the picture deleted, I double checked to make sure it no longer was showing up on my feed before pulling open my messaging app. Still standing naked in front of my house, I typed a text to Jerome.
Me: Oh my god... I can't believe you posted that picture to Facebook. It is so naughty.
Jerome: I take it you are home. So you didn't like the picture?
Me: No, I love the picture, I just can't believe you posted it to my profile. Anyone could have seen it.
Jerome: I thought the idea of others seeing your slutty humiliating pictures makes you hot?
Me: Yes, it does. The idea does.
Jerome: So then be honest with me, did finding out I shared your slutty naked picture public on Facebook get you wet?
Me: Yes...
Jerome: Of course it did slut. Imagine if I had posted one of you taking my piss. How aroused would you have been if I that was the case?
Me: Oh my god... I can't even imagine. It would have been so naughty and slutty.
Jerome: Deep down you wish I had don't you?
Me: ... :/ I don't know... maybe.
Jerome: Don't lie to yourself slut, right now you are wishing I had posted a picture on your Facebook profile of you drinking my piss.
Me: Yes... oh my god, I can't believe it, but yes.
Jerome: There you go slut, good job. Of course there isn't anything stopping you from making that happen. All you have to do is open up your gallery, find a picture I took of you drinking my piss, and share it to Facebook. It could be up in seconds.
Me: ... I can't do that... :/?
Jerome: You know you want to slut, and to make it easier for you I order you to do so. However, I will let you take it down after ten minutes. Caption it, "Cooling down with a refreshing drink."
Me: I'll do it, I can't believe it, but I'll do it. :\
Jerome: That's a good slut. Text me once it is posted.
I timidly open open my gallery, scrolled through the pictures and videos of the night, and selected a photo of me, mouth open accepting a stream of piss. With a few simple clicks, it was shared on my Facebook profile.
Me: It is posted.
Jerome: Good, I'll start the timer now slut. While we wait, what are you doing right now other than trying to keep from frigging yourself to another violent orgasm at the thought all your friends seeing what a piss slut you are?
Me: Oh my god that sounds so scary, and so... hot.
Me: I'm still standing in front of my house. I haven't gone in yet.
Jerome: Really? Snap a pic and send to me so I can see.
Adhering to his request, I held my phone out in front of me, and snap off the naughty selfie.
Me: Here you go. ;)
Jerome: Wow slut, you must have really enjoyed your walk home in the nude. Go get your big black dildo and bring it back outside. I want you to ride it front of your house while all your unknowing neighbors sleep.
Me: Yes sir.
I darted off into my house and towards my bedroom to retrieve the sextoy. In no time at all I was back outside with it in hand.
Me: I got it Daddy... how should I ride it?
All thoughts of the explicit picture publically shared were temporarily forgotten. I could only focus on one thing, doing as Jerome wanted.
Jerome: Squat down on top of it and fill your nasty cunt with it slut. Make sure to take pictures for me, or maybe even for sharing on Facebook.
As I sank down on the thick rubber dong, the thought of sharing even more erotic pictures only caused my cunt to gush more allowing the long fake cock to sink even deeper. I bounced up and down while occasionally taking and sending pictures to Jerome. Soon I was lost in my mission to fuck myself senseless, and could care less where I was. The sounds off my pussy getting stuffed roughly filled the quiet night air, and I drew nearer to another climax. I texted Jerome to ask for permission to which he responded yes. Instantly, I exploded with the sensation of another powerful orgasm; this time collapsing on my porch and panting like an animal in heat.
When I recovered enough to stand back up, I looked at my phone and saw a message from Jerome indicated that the ten minutes were up. With a now peaceful aura about me, I casually opened Facebook and deleted the picture. Again, I didn't see any comments and took that to mean no one had seen it. I picked up the cum coated dildo off the ground and retreated into my house feeling drained yet satisfied. I fell asleep that night quickly and with a smile on my face.
To be continued...
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I didn't hear from Jerome again until he texted me the following Friday morning asking what I had going on for Saturday. My daughter had another cheer competition so I informed him that I was going to support her. He told me that he wished I was free, as he wanted to see me. Actually what he said, was that he wanted to use my slutty holes, but it meant the same thing to me. Of course I wanted to see Jerome as well, but I knew I couldn't miss my daughter's performance so to try and please him, I asked if there was anything I could do that would make up for the fact that I wouldn't be able to meet up with him.
Jerome: In fact I believe there are some things you can do to make up for the fact that your holes are unavailable for my use.
Me: Anything ;)
Jerome: That's what I like to hear slut. To start, I think you should go to her competition wearing only a dress; no underwear.
Me: I can do that.
Jerome: You should also stuff your cunt with a pair of your daughter's panties before you go as well. I know how much you loved doing it the other night.
Me: Do you want me to leave them in while I am at her competition?
Jerome: Yes. Stuff them all the way in, but leave just the tag of the panties hanging out.
Me: Oh god, that sounds so naughty.
Jerome: You will also bring your hood with you in your purse.
Me: Is that so I can make more content for you to post online?
Jerome: Of course slut, and I also have an idea on how to up the look of said content, but it will require you going out today and picking up a few items.
Me: I will happily get whatever you request.
Jerome: I want you to get a slave collar and tag for yourself, but you are not to do so at a sex shop. Instead, you will purchase the collar at a petshop, and have a custom tag made at the machine they have in the store.
Me: I am wet from the thought.
Jerome: Pick out a black leather collar, and pair it with a red heart tag. At the machine you are to have it engraved to say "Cheating Slut."
Me: Consider it done.
Jerome: Great. Make sure to take a picture of yourself wearing it to send to me. I'll be in touch on Saturday with further instructions.
Me: Okay, I can't wait.
I was practically dripping wet after our text conversation, and was couldn't wait for Saturday. It would be such a wickedly naughty day, I knew that for sure. The moment our text exchange ended, I rushed to my bedroom to get dressed to go out and pick up the materials Jerome had requested. I had been naked when he had contacted me, so when I went to dress I didn't really feel like putting too much on. Also, I thought about what I was going to be wearing the next day and figured I should go for a test run in only a dress. I pulled a simple summer dress from my closet; one that I usually made sure to wear underwear with, but this time would be going without. The light fabric on my skin felt amazing and I knew that the following day would be a huge turn on. Grabbing my purse I headed out the door.
The nearest pet shop was in the center of town, but at that time of day I figured it wouldn't be that busy. After only a short drive I was soon pulling into the parking lot of the shopping complex, and then walking into the store. Just as I had figured, the place was practically empty except for the few employees. I made a beeline to the pet accessories aisle, and searched for the collars. They were easy found, and I soon began to look through them for only the black leather ones. There was only a small selection that met my criteria, and most were studded or bedazzled which I didn't really care for. I selected one that was a thin strip of black leather. It had a typical fastener, and the ring to a leash on the opposite side. Holding the item in my hand I realized I had no idea if it would fit, or what size to get. The only way to know which size would be correct would be to try them on, which was fine if I was testing them out on a dog, but I would have to put them on my own neck.
I was again thankful for the scarcity of other customers. Not wanting to think too much about the absurdity of trying on dog collars in public, I quickly brought one of them up to try and pull around my neck. The first one was too small, so I discarded it and grabbed the next size up. Again, after repeating the process, it too was too small and I had to test out another. Eventually, after four attempts, I found one that I thought would fit just right. Satisfied, I noticed the leashes and figured I might as well get one as the thought of Jerome leading me around like a pet honestly got me wet.
With the two items in hand, I headed back towards the front of the store and the registers. I was quickly checked out, and stationed at the self-serve kiosk for custom tag making. There were a variety of options and styles to choose from, but Jerome had already informed me as to what he wanted. I quickly chose the red heart shaped tag, and then typed in my custom name; "Cheating Slut." I blushed as I typed, but knew that it was a true name tag for me. I was a cheating slut, and I loved it. It took a few moments for the machine to engrave the name on the metal tag, but eventually it was spit out and I was able to attach it to the collar.
In my car, I stuffed both the collar and the leash in my purse before racing home. I was revved up from my purchase, and couldn't wait to get home to truly try it on. It was only seconds after I was inside my home before I started to strip the dress from my body and pull the collar from my bag. As if practiced in putting a collar on myself, I had it fastened around my neck in no time at all and was proudly staring at myself wearing it in a mirror. The look of it made me feel so slutty, and so submissive. I wished Jerome was there to see me, and then quickly use me, but he would only be able to see a picture of my collared self. I held my phone up and snapped a picture of my entire nude body to send off to him, and to show my completion of his task. The simple nude selfie of me only wearing a dog collar and a pair of heels seemed more erotic than any other picture I had sent to him, or that he had taken of me. I felt so exposed, and I loved it.
He didn't respond back, but I didn't mind In fact, I was inspired to send him another picture. Not another of me naked, but a simple picture of me holding the accompanying leash I bought. I added text to the picture that said, "I bought a leash for you to hold." The second picture was meant to entice Jerome, and as I sent it the image of me naked and collared while he led me around on the leash once again popped into my head. My hand instinctively dropped to my crotch, but I resisted playing with myself. Instead, I removed my collar, and stored both it and the leash in my purse. I then went and grabbed the black hood to also stash it away in my purse so that I had them ready for the next day.
With the items stored, I refocused on my normal life as a wife and mother. My family would be home in a few hours, and I realized I hadn't gotten any groceries from the store to make dinner with. Thankfully I had time to do so, and went to get dressed to run the errand. Usually I would have dressed in my typical house wife and mother clothing when going out, but since meeting Jerome my desire to dress more provocatively had soared to new heights. As I went through my clothes, I was looking for a dress to wear that was even shorter than the one I had worn to the pet store as I wanted to once again go out without my underwear on. I was sexually charged and wanted to push my own boundaries. The dress I had worn the night I went out with Jerome would have been perfect, but I remembered that I no longer had it as it was most likely still in the trunk of his car. Not happy with the options my closet held, I went off to my daughter's room to peruse her closet.
As her mother, I was familiar with the items of clothing she wore. In fact thanks to Jerome I was becoming quite familiar with them. I knew she had some dresses that I had felt were quite short for her, so I began to search for them. As I pulled through her garments, my pussy began to slicken with the thought of not only going out in public in a short dress and no underwear, but also with the knowledge that I was planning on wearing my daughter's short dress. After only a short search I came across the perfect option. It was a plaid pattern dress, in the look of a shirt, and it was belted. The dress was casual, and I wouldn't look out of place, but what made it perfect was the length. The skirt of the dress fell to just barely my mid thigh, and the dress itself also buttoned up the front which allowed for daring cleavage options.
Happy with my selection, I took it with me back to my room to get dressed and get ready to go out. Minutes later I was ready to go, and giddy to do so. I had chosen to leave the top two buttons undone which revealed a good amount of cleavage, but nothing to shocking. I also left the bottom button undone to allow for a higher slit in the front. Of course I was covered, but it made for a more daring look as the lowest button fastened was at the level of my bare and uncovered pussy. Needless to say, I was desperately horny.
Getting into my car, the hemline of the dress rose and spilt in such a way that my pussy was completely exposed. Thankfully, I wouldn't be doing a lot of sitting in the grocery store I thought. When I arrived at the store and began to shop, I felt as though all eyes were on me, but that could've been just my own mind making it seem that way. Whatever the case, I loved it, and I floated around the grocery store on a cloud of arousal and excitement as I secured items needed in my basket. In the produce section, I was drawn to the phallic shaped items; the cucumber, bananas, carrots, zucchinis, and even the thick eggplants. Even though my dinner recipe did not call for any of those ingredients, miraculously they found their way into my basket; I was sure I would find a good use for them.
As I continued my stroll through the store, I could feel the cool air of the refrigerators waft up and caress my naked sex under the dress. It was such a freeing and sexual feeling. I knew that I was getting really turned on when I began to imagine what it would be like to be completely naked in the store. It was at that point I figured I should probably checkout, as I may do something that could potentially get me in trouble.
At the register, the cashier who rung me up was a college aged girl who was sweet and cheerful, but didn't seem to be aware of my near nakedness or the naughty intentions of some of the items I had purchased. I reckoned however, that in all actuality why would she as I did just look the part of well dressed women doing some grocery shopping. In my mind though, I was a sex crazed slut just waiting to be used. As she handed me my receipt, all I could think about was how I wished I was seeing Jerome. Unfortunately, I was not going to be seeing him, and would have to settle for performing for him through text message in an unknown manner on Saturday during my daughter's cheer competition. Though it was minimal, I knew it was better than nothing.
When I got home, I unpacked all the groceries, and then stripped naked. I returned my daughter's dress to her room, and then redressed in a more appropriate outfit for when her and my husband would be home. I then went about preparing dinner and the process of making it so that it would be ready upon their arrival. The task of doing so was a great distraction from the many naughty thoughts that had inhabited my brain, and in no time at all I had dinner near completion just as both my husband and daughter got home.
That evening was our typical friday night. We talked about our weeks, and the plans we had for the weekend. Stephanie and I confirm what time she has to be at the school for the competition, and my husband let me know that some of his friends had invited him out to the bar on Saturday night to watch some game and have drinks. I smiled at him and said that he should go and have fun, but inside I was doing flips of joy as I thought it may allow me time to meet up with Jerome after my daughter's event. Almost as if I had planned it, Stephanie asked if it was alright if she stayed the night at her friend's house after the competition, which I of course said was perfectly fine. With both my daughter and husband out of the house for the evening, I had the perfect opportunity to meet up with Jerome. All I had to hope for was that he would be available to meetup with me. I knew the possibility that he would be spending his evening with Miss Bell, so I began hatching a plan to entice him to chose me to spend his Saturday night with.
The rest of dinner, and that evening went as normal, all the while I continued to plan out my tactic to make Jerome have me over the next day. Even when we all sat down to watch a movie together, I was only half engaged as my mind rolled over thoughts and ideas. I hardly knew what was going on in the movie, but when I looked over at my husband I knew I was doing better than him. He had fallen asleep, and looked like he was dead to the world. I softly shook him awake, and told him to go to bed. My daughter giggled at his groggy response, but said she should probably head to bed as well to get need sleep before her big day. I watched as my two loved ones walked to their rooms, and told each to sleep well. I then explained that I would soon be heading off too once I finished the movie. However, my real intentions were to stay up until I knew both were asleep, and then set my plan into motion to convince Jerome to choose me over his other slut Miss Bell to use the following evening.
It was about an hour later that I felt confident that both my husband and daughter were asleep and I began to set my plan in motion. Firstly, I stripped naked and retrieved my newly purchased dog collar from my purse along with my hood. Then, I retrieved one of the thick cucumbers I had bought at the grocery store. While I was in the kitchen, I used some grapeseed oil I use occasionally for cooking to lubricate my ass. Satisfied that I had all the components needed for my plan, I put on the hood and collar before heading outside with the cucumber and my phone in hand. Once outside, I held my phone up in front of me, and began to record a video.
My plan was to begin walking down my street to the corner while I spoke to the camera about how I was available the next day to come over and see Jerome. Being naked, hooded, and collar was my way of showing him how dedicated I was to him. Also, I had a surprise for when I reached the corner of my street that I hoped would really cement my desire to be used by him.
It was late out, so I didn't really fear of anyone being outside and seeing me. I walked as if everything was normal, all the while I spoke into the camera about how much I wanted to see Jerome the following evening, and how much I needed to be used by him. The further away I got from my house, the more aroused I became and the more desperate I began to sound on the recording. By the time I reached the end of my street, which was about four houses down, I was spewing out my desire and desperation. It was at that point that I unveiled my secret which involved the cucumber. I held it up and let the camera know exactly my intentions.
"To prove just how desperate I am to have you fuck me and use me, I am now going to stuff this thick cucumber into my ass right here on the corner of my street. Once it is inside my ass, I will send you this video before I take it out or even begin to walk back to my house."
Just as I said I would, I then moved to get into a better position. It was a bit awkward, but once I got down onto my knees I was able to hold my phone in one hand to capture the green vegetable as I pushed it into my lubed asshole. It felt so amazingly filling as it stretched me open and slid into my depths. I pushed until just the last half inch of the cucumber was visible at which point I swung my phone around to speak once again stated that I hoped Jerome liked what he saw. Satisfied with my task, I stopped recording, and while still on my knees with the cucumber lodged in my ass, I sent the video off to Jerome. Even after the video was sent, I remained kneeling on the sidewalk corner just basking in the naughtiness of what I was doing.
I am not sure just how long I remained stationary, but it seemed like a long moment as eventually I began to feel the ache in my knees from the hard surface. When I stood to relieve the pain, I felt the pressure of the cucumber send a jolt of pleasure through my body, and I instantly got the idea to leave it in. I wanted to see what it would be like to try and walk back with it in place in my ass. Taking a few tentative steps at first, to see if it was possible to walk, I began to make my way back. Each step sent a jolt of sensation through my body; it was amazing. Eventually, thanks to my movements and gravity, the cucumber began to slip out, but rather than let it fall, I instead used my hand to hold it in place as I walked. The fact that I was walking naked in public never entered my brain, all I was focused on was the moment and sensation of it all.
By the time I returned back to my house, my pussy was drenched with arousal, and I was actually panting like a dog in heat. I didn't want the night to end, but I also knew it must. Reluctantly, I pushed the thick vegetable out of my rectum, and removed both the collar and hood before entering back into my home. Inside, my home was quiet as both my family members were sound asleep. I stashed the hood and collar back into my purse before heading back into the kitchen. In a bit of extra naughtiness fun, I decided to put the cucumber back into the fridge without even cleaning it. It just seemed too much of a waste to toss it out.
With a smile on my face, I went back out to the living room and sat on the couch; deciding not to redress. I was half waiting to hear from Jerome, and half just not ready to go to bed. As I sat, I began to do my now typical nightly browsing of interracial porn which only added to my arousal level. However, I had to stop as I knew it would be an early morning for me, and hopefully an enjoyable evening as well. Standing up from the couch, I went into my daughter's restroom to retrieve the pair of her panties that I would use to complete Jerome's instructions of me for the next morning. After a bit of digging, I uncovered a bright red thong that would do just the ticket. I then retreated back to my bedroom, and my snoring husband. Not really wanting to get dressed I decided instead to just sleep in the nude, so after stashing my daughter's thong in my hamper, I joined my unaware husband in bed and drifted off to sleep.
Of course, when my alarm rang out the next morning I was groggy but almost instantly I perked up at the thought of what my morning held. My husband was still out cold as he often liked to sleep in on the weekends, so there was no questions from him as to why I had slept naked. I scurried into my closet to retrieve the summer dress I had worn the day before to get the collar, and then locked myself in the bathroom to shower and get ready. Of course as was my habit now, I made sure that I was completely shaved of all hair below my neck while I cleaned myself; though I would never truly be able to wash away all my dirtiness. Washed and moisturized, I got myself slipped into the light summer dress and did my hair.



After a few minutes I was happy with my look and went to retrieve the stashed thong of my daughter's. Holding my dress up with one hand, I began the process of stuffing the tiny red thong into my already slick slit. It took a little bit, but eventually it was in with just the tiny tag label left hanging out. Looking at myself in the mirror only further turned me on, and I couldn't help but take a picture to send off to Jerome. It was meant to be a kind of "thinking of you," picture, but also as I still hadn't heard back about the video I sent him last night I was hoping it would indicate that I was ready to perform for him. Somewhat surprisingly, my phone buzzed with his reply rather quickly.
Jerome: So the cheating slut is ready to go out and support her cheerleading daughter I see.
Me: Yes I am, and I am ready to perform for you too.
Jerome: That is good slut. I want you to text me once you are at the event and sitting in the bleachers.
Me: Will do sir.
Jerome: Oh, and I liked the video slut. But about seeing me this evening, that will have to be determined on how will you perform this morning. I must say though you do have competition. Especially considering how slutty Miss Bell got with me last night. I'll send you a little sample picture set to maybe inspire you to go that extra mile.
Reading that he enjoyed my video filled me with elation, but hearing that he still may not have me over and instead meet with Miss Bell made my heart sink. I knew at that moment I would do whatever I needed to do to be the slut Jerome used that night. So as each picture of Miss Bell popped up in my messages, they had the desired effect Jerome had hoped for; inspiration. I was determined to be better than her. The first picture showed her standing completely naked in a parking lot, that was followed by of her standing in front of her house naked. Then a series of her still in front of her house, but squatting over and riding a massive black dildo. The last picture was of Miss Bell on her knees in front of a toilet, mouth open, and taking a stream of Jerome's urine. My jaw dropped from the slutty images, but also my pussy gushed. I just could not believe what I was seeing, but I knew that if I wanted to see Jerome that evening, I would need to go to and maybe step over my limits; which I figured was something I had already been consistently doing since meeting Jerome.
With a newly inspired spirit, I went out to get my daughter going, and get her to her competition. Stephanie mentioned that I seemed focused, and I simply replied to her that I just was happy to get to see her compete. The competition her cheer team was apart of was being held in another town so we had a bit of drive to get there, but the drive did nothing to calm my arousal as the panties stuffed in my pussy kept my mind engaged on the potential for naughtiness.
As my daughter and I drove, we chatted a little, but mostly we rode in silence as my daughter had her nose buried in her phone. That was fine by me considering I was not in the normal mother state of mind. My head was filled with the thoughts of Jerome, and the potential tasks he would have me do at my daughter's competition. I figured that whatever it would be, it would be extremely naughty and very much inappropriate.
Eventually, we arrived at our destination. I dropped my daughter off at the front before parking the car and walking in by myself. Considering I never really got on with any of the other cheerleading mothers and that my daughter would be occupied with her team, I knew I would be all by myself for the day; which frankly made things easier. Inside the gym of the town's high school, I found the schedule of performances and saw that my daughter's team was performing in the middle which meant I had time before they went on to perform for Jerome. Wanting to text my arrival to Jerome, I quickly took a seat on the bleachers, and tapped out a message to him on my phone. His reply was almost instant.
Jerome: Well slut, when does your daughter's team perform?
Me: In about an hour or so.
Jerome: Shall we begin then?
Me: Yes. What shall I do for you?
Jerome: To start, take a selfie of yourself right where you are now. I want to see how you dressed.
I didn't respond, but instead opened my phone's camera app and quickly posed for a selfie. Considering I was sitting, I was able to capture my entire body from the knees up. Happy with my completion of the task, I sent it over to Jerome.
Jerome: Like the dress, but to make sure you aren't wearing underwear like I requested send me another picture, but this time have it show up your skirt. I should be able to see the tag of your daughter's thong hanging out of your lips.
Me: Oh my god... okay.
That picture was a bit more risky to take, but thanks to the distraction of the event no one was really taking notice of me. So with as much confidence as I could muster, I spread my legs open enough to aim my phone up the dress and capture the picture Jerome requested. In seconds it was sent off to him.
Jerome: Very good slut. Do you remember what I had you do at your daughter's last competition?
Me: Yes. You had me go into the restroom, stirp naked in a stall, and send you pictures as proof. Then I was not allowed to wear underwear for the rest of the day.
Jerome: That's right slut, so today you will be doing something along those lines. However, you will not being doing it in the restroom this time.
Me: Okay, but where would you like me to go then?
Jerome: I'll let you choose, but my only requirement is that you are to not be confined in a room. Think more public, and less private. Oh, and go ahead and put your collar on now as you go in search of the perfect location. Once you find it, text me for further instructions.
Me: Yes, of course.
I then reached into my purse and pulled out the leather collar. I certainly felt a little uneasy about putting on what was really a dog's collar in public, and the explicit tag that labeled me as a "Cheating Slut" only added to my uneasiness. However, I wasn't about to allow that to keep me from doing as Jerome requested. I needed to push myself to do just as he wished in order to earn m time with him later. In seconds, I had the leather strap fastened around my neck before standing to walk out of the gym. I decided to see if I could find a spot inside the school, away from the gym and the other attendees. Of course I had to hope that more of the school was unlocked than just the gym and adjoining corridor.
As I entered the entryway of the gym, I weaved myself through the crowd keeping my head down as to not make eye contact with anyone. I worked my way over to the side of the room that had doors leading to the rest of the school. To my surprise and relief, they were unlocked so I quickly slipped through them in a manner that was meant to draw the least amount of attention. Inside the hallway I was immediately aware of the silence, and began to feel confident that I could find a place that would be perfect to complete whatever tasks Jerome had planned for me. I walked through the empty halls of the school once, checking each room as I passed to make sure no teachers were in on the weekend and also to scout potential locations. After my initial pass through I was pretty sure no one was around, but I definitely knew that could always change at any moment. I also found an ideal location down one of the side wings of the school. It was a long hall for what looked to be art classrooms, and it ended in a dead end with only a smaller offshoot to the left that led to a storage room. Getting myself set up just in front of that storage room door, I texted Jerome.
Me: Okay, I think I found a good spot in one of the school's hallways.
Jerome: Good. Go ahead and strip naked then slut. Make sure to send me another picture once you do.
Again, I didn't respond, but rather chose to just do as ordered. I pulled my simple summer dress up and over my head, setting it atop my purse which was on the floor. I then held out my arm straight and snapped the image of my nude form wearing only a collar standing in the empty school hallway. Just as I had earlier, I quickly sent the image to Jerome.
Jerome: Put on your hood, and take another.
With a quickness spurred on by my high level of arousal, I retrieved the hood from my bag and put it on. A moment later, I took another picture of myself and shot it over to Jerome.
Jerome: Now, you are to record a video. You will start by showing your discarded dress on the floor, then showing yourself standing naked. Next, you will begin to walk away from your dress panning back and forth between filming yourself and filming where your dress was left. Walk at least two hundred feet away from your dress before stopping and sending me the video.
Me: Yes sir.
I was focused at that point, and was willing to do whatever he requested. My arousal burned and pushed me to continue. Switching over to video mode, I did just as Jerome requested. I filmed my discarded dress laying on the floor of the hall, then turned it to capture me standing naked, hooded, and collared. I then began to walk just as he instructed, panning back and forth from myself and the spot where my dress laid. As I continued to walk further away from my only form of clothing, it just happened that roughly two hundred feet away was also the end of the hallway which opened out onto a larger passway. I chose to stop just at the end of the hall and send the video to Jerome. As he not said I was to return to my dress after sending him the video, I remained at the end of the hall to wait for his reply and further instructions.
Jerome: Excellent video slut. Now I want you to make another, this time you are to walk further into the new hallway, but at some point I want you to stop and play with yourself for a bit. After a while, pull the thong from your pussy and hang it from one of the door handles in the hall. You will then send me the video and return to your dress. Do not dress until I contact you.
The idea of walking further away from my dress while being naked only further added to my unbearing arousal. Loading my camera app up, I started once again walking and filming myself. The hall I was now in was larger and had two ends that anyone could possibly come in from. I could feel my body quiver the thought, but I pressed on. Walking about halfway down the corridor, I finally picked a spot to stop. I was next to a classroom door, so I simply leaned back against it and started to slowly tease my drenched snatch with my fingers. Knowing I was close to cumming, I did my best not to get to carried away as Jerome had not told me I could orgasm. However, I did take my time to enjoy the pleasure and sensation of mastubating in a school.
Eventually though, I did have to stop myself. Reluctantly I focused my fingers on the tiny bit of thong hanging from my glistening lips, and began to tug them out. The tiny garment slipped out easily thanks to my arousal, and were noticeably wet with my juices. I reached up and carefully hung them from the handle of the door I had propped myself against. Then I quickly sent the video over to Jerome. My walk back to my dress and starting spot was quick, but I continued to bask in the feeling of being so naughty in such a public space. By the time I returned, Jerome had replied to my video.
Jerome: Good job slut, but if I have the timing right, your daughter should be set to perform soon. I wouldn't want you to miss it, so go ahead and redress. You can remove the hood and collar, but do not retrieve the panties from the door handle. When you daughter has finished, you are to text me.
With a hint of disappointment that he didn't push me further, I redressed and hurried myself back to the gym bleachers. As I walked back, I felt the chill of the air on my inner thighs that were slickened with my arousal. When I returned to my seat, and waited for my daughter's team to perform it took me a few moments to collect myself and stop fantasizing about Jerome's throbbing thick cock. I wanted to be a good mother and actually watch my daughter perform, but his massive member kept drift into my thoughts. By the time here team finished their routine, I hardly even recognized but was able to at least stand and clap.
Shortly after they finished, I met my daughter and told her I wasn't feeling my best and that since she was going home with her friend that I was just gonna leave early. She bought my excuse, and told me not to worry about. Kissing me goodbye, she ran back to her team and I walked out to my car. I didn't feel sick, but knew that if I stayed I wouldn't be able to focus so I thought it better to go home to be by myself with my naughty thoughts.
Once I was on the road back home, my horniness took hold of me and for no reason other than I was extremely aroused decided to hike my dress up over my hips. I drove the rest of the way home with my legs open and my hand constantly dropping into my lap to gently touch my wetness. By the time I was home, my thighs were sticky with my juices and I wasn't even two steps inside before I had my dress pulled off. It was at that moment, that I decided what I needed most was a glass of wine and a nice hot bath.
Walking naked into the kitchen, I poured myself a full glass of red wine and then headed to my bathroom to get the tub going. Moments later, I was soaking in the steamy water drinking my wine and letting myself just enjoy the moment. However, before I could get too lost in the moment, my phone chirped with a message from Jerome.
Jerome: I have decided that you have earned coming over this evening. When you arrive at my door you are to be naked and wearing your hood and collar. No shoes either. Be here at 6 pm.
A smiled formed on my lips, as I felt as though I just won the best prize. My body buzzed alive with the thrill of what Jerome would have in store for me. I still had a few hours until I was to meet him, but I could not stop thinking about the endless ways he could use his black cock on me. My wetness was noticeable even in the tub. I spent the next half hour just basking in my victory while I sipped my glass of wine, and felt the water in the bath begin to chill.
At that point, I decided to get out, re-moisturize my skin, and then checked in with my husband. He told me that he would be out pretty late and that I shouldn't worry about waiting up for him. I wished him fun, and to be safe before walking once again naked into the kitchen. I refilled my wine glass, and then pulled out some vegetables to make a light healthy dinner salad for myself. Of course I made sure to use the cucumber from the night before. With each crunch from it, the memory of how I fucked my ass with it in public returned to my mind.
When I finished both the salad and the wine, I cleaned up and returned to my room. I wasn't sure what to wear as I would just be stripping it off before going up to Jerome's house. So not so surprisingly, I decided to not wear anything at all. I would just drive over to his house naked. It may have been a combination of my arousal and the two glasses of wine, but it seemed like the ideal thing to do. Considering I still had about an hour left, I grabbed my hood, collar, phone,and keys from my purse and set them next to the door. I wanted to travel light, and not have to worry about where to store my purse.
I made a call to check in with my daughter, she said she was on her way over to her friends house and that she had a great time at the competition; her team didn't place, but came close. She asked how I was feeling, and I told her that I felt better, but I was just going to take it easy at home while her and her dad were out. I wished her a good safe night, with a wicked grin on my face. As I sat on the couch and counted the minutes until I was to leave, the anticipation of actually driving over to meet Jerome completely naked grew and grew. It would be still daylight out, or at least dusk, and there was sure to be plenty of other cars out driving home or out to dinner. It would be a trip to remember that would be for sure.
Eventually, the time came for me to make my way over to Jerome's. My sex literally dripped as I stood to walk to my waiting items. At my door, I took a moment to collect myself, and take a deep breath. My car was parked in the driveway, and once I stepped out of my door I would be completely exposed to the view of any of my neighbors if they happened to be looking. Not wanting to psych myself out, I figured it best to just do it with all the confidence I could muster and to act as if everything was normal. I wasn't going to scamper and hide my way to the car, but instead walk to it naked and proud. One last deep breath, and I did just that; walked out to my car without a second thought. I didn't even look around, just sauntered to my parked car as if nothing was amiss.
Once inside, I was overcome by the experience as my body began to tremble, and I felt dizzy. It took me a few moments to regain my composure, but once I did I locked myself back into the laser like focus and began my drive to Jerome's. The streets were certainly filled with other cars, and I felt as though everyone of them could tell that I was completely naked inside of mine. Thankfully though, I knew that to not be true, and the darkness of my tinted windows helped calm worries. Stopping at red lights though was definitely a crazy thrill, as I knew that if the cars next to me looked hard enough, or the car in front of me looked through their rear view just right, they would be able to see that I was stark naked. God, it was certainly a drive to remember.
When I finally arrived in front of Jerome's home, I again had to steady myself, but I didn't wait to long before I pushed myself to get a move on. I had my hood and collar on in moments, and was swinging my legs out of my car to begin my walk up to his door. I decided to leave my keys in the car, but took my phone with me in case Jerome wanted to use it to take pictures. Just as I had when walking out of my house, I did not act nervous as I walked up to his. I walked as if all was normal, and was just popping in to see a friend. It was when I knocked on his door and waited for him to open it that I took a moment to really come to terms with what I was doing. I was showing up to the house of a black man, naked and collared to allow him to use me sexually in any means he wished. I was such a cheating slut, which made my collar tag so perfect.
Jerome opened the door after only a few seconds, and I was instantly greeted to his muscular frame wearing only a pair of basketball shorts and holding up a camcorder. He greeted me by simply ordering me to enter. Once inside, he had me drop to my knees before him and began to ask me questions as he recorded.
Jerome started by asking, "Well slut, are you ready to serve like the cheating slut you are?"
I replied, "Yes sir, I am."
"Does your husband know you are here to serve my big black cock," he prodded.
My reply was of course, "no he does not."
He then asked, "what about your daughter slut? Does your daughter know that her mother showed up at a black man's house naked, and is willing to serve him?"
"No she does not sir," was my quick reply.
"Where do they think you are slut," he asked.
"They both think I am home. My husband is out with his guy friends, and my daughter is staying at a friend's house," was my prompt answer.
Jerome continued, "but you are here with me slut, and what exactly are you here for slut?"
"I am here to be your slut, to serve you," I answered.
"And what exactly are you willing to do to serve me," Jerome inquired.
"Anything! I will do anything you wish," was my enthusiastic reply.
"That's right slut, now suck my cock," he commanded.



I said nothing, instead I reached my hands out, pulled down his shorts to free his semi-erect cock, and quickly took it into my mouth. Within seconds his unit was rock solid, and I was working to take as much as I could into my mouth. Jerome allowed me to suck his black mamba without instruction as he continued to record everything. After a few minutes of my dutiful blowjob, he did finally speak.
"You have quickly become a very well behaved black cock slut. The mere mention of my black cock, and I got you over here sucking it on video. You have no care that I plan on posting this video online, and that everyone will be able to see you acting like the cheating black cock slut you are. I should pull the hood off to really show you off. You probably would love that too, and I really probably should do it. Maybe later, right now I want to play a different game. Remember how you brought condoms over the first time I fucked your pussy, but I ended up fucking you raw anyway?"
Me mind flashed to that day, and how great it felt to be filled by his cock for the first time.
"And do you remember when you said you wanted me to cum inside your unprotected cunt, but I have not done so yet? Well tonight might be that night, but we will let the condoms and your marriage be the deciding factor on that."
I was completely confused by what he meant, but I didn't let it falter me continuing to suck his dick for all I was worth. However, he soon pulled it away and order me over to kneel by the coffee table in the middle of the room. On top of the table lay the box of condoms I had brought over that first time. He saw me look at them and then smiled before letting me in on what he was getting on about.
"So the game works like this, I am going to fuck your cheating pussy with my big black cock, but will do so while wearing one of those stupid condoms. However, before I put on the condom, I am going to place your wedding ring on the tip of my cock and then pull the condom on nice and tight. Therefore if the condom breaks, it will be because the symbol of your marriage caused it too. Now considering that these condoms are already too small for me, I have a feeling that your pussy will be flooded with my cum by the end. How does that sound slut?"
"It sounds lovely," I replied.
Jerome grinned once again, and then asked for my wedding ring as he stepped out of his shorts. Sliding the glimmery piece of jewelry of my finger, I handed it over to him and watched as he places it just at the tip of his cock's helmet with the diamond face up. He then reached down and grabbed a rubber, ripped open the packaging, and then slowly rolled it onto his massive package. I could see that the condom was stretched significantly on his manhood, and that at the tip my ring was press hard into the taut latex. The way I figured, the condom would bust after the initial thrust, but I wasn't going to let that keep me from enjoying Jerome's big black cock.
He had me lean over the coffee table with my ass out. Walking behind me, he knelt down and began to finger my dripping sex making sure to record everything. After a few more seconds of his finger tease, I finally felt him place the end of his cock at the entrance to my cunt. I couldn't actually feel my ring, but knowing that it was there made me so much more excited for him to push his way in. The moment I felt him enter me, a very audible moan escaped my lips. In my mind the condom immediately broke, but really I had no way to know. Jerome for his part took his time to sink his length into me, and as he bottomed out he also added a bit to the moment by telling that he wouldn't tell me if the condom broke if it broke.
Once his entire length was inside of me, tenderness was left by the wayside. Jerome began a cock pummeling on my slutty hole; hammering his way in and out of me. I knew that there would be no way the condom would be intact by the end of the onslaught, and I didn't care. He grabbed ahold of my shoulder, and pulled me harder onto his pistoning cock. I felt like nothing more than a slut for his use, and it drove me wild. Moans of ecstasy flowed out of my mouth and filled the room. The sounds of his pelvis slamming into my body also filled the air and made the scene so raw and animalistic. There was no romance, just pure unhindered fucking.
Our fuck session went on for about ten minutes before Jerome began to slow and grunt. He was cumming, and I would soon find out if the condom held up, or if his sticky load would be spewed into my fertile pussy. At first I felt nothing, but but very quickly I began to feel the extra warmth of his cum coating my insides. My unprotected womb was being filled with his spunk, and rather than worry about the risk of pregnancy, all I could think about was how wonderful it felt to allow Jerome to cum inside my cunt. I was proud. When Jerome was satisfied that every ounce of his juice was emptied into me, he slowly pulled out and once again began the erotic dialogue for the benefit of the video.
"Looks like your marriage let you down slut. The condom is destroyed, just like your cheating cunt which is now filled with my thick cum. Oh, and here it comes dripping out of your open hole. Reach back with your hand and catch it slut."
Just like a good little slut, I obeyed and reached my hand between my legs and held it below my worked over sex. Soon I began to feel the warm sticky goo fall into my hand and was so completely aroused by just how much was dripping out. I felt Jerome stick one of his fingers into my dripping gash and slide out my ring. He let it fall with a copious amount of cum into my waiting hand before wiping his finger off on my ass and speaking some more.
"That is just about all of it slut; now get down on your knees and face me. Keep the cum in your hands."
Again, I complied just like a good little slut while he continued.
"Now slut, I want you lap up my cum and clean your ring. However, I don't want you to make a mess of your mask, so I am going to peel up the bottom part of it so that it won't get any cum on it."
Jerome then reached forward while still recording, to lift the bottom portion of my mask. He pulled it up and over my chin and mouth. My entire mouth was visible, but my eyes and nose were still covered by the mask. I felt confident that my identity was still concealed. When he moved his hand away, I lifted mine which held the cum and brought it to my mouth. Dutifully, I began lick up and clean the gooey liquid from my hand and ring. Jerome seemed to be happy as he once again began to talk.
"God, you truly are just a nasty little cheating slut. Look at you licking up my cum that I shot into your pussy. Such an eager white slut, desperate to taste my black seed. Do you like being a nasty cheating cumslut for me?"
I paused momentarily to respond, "Yes, I love being your nasty cheating cumslut."
"That's good enough slut; put your ring back on and get my dick in your mouth. You need to clean it up like a proper cheating whore," Jerome continued.
Not one to miss out on taking his wonderful cock into my mouth, I slid my ring on in a flash and reached to take hold of his tool. Within seconds I had it in my mouth and was lovingly devouring it with my tongue. He was still mostly erect, and as I began my oral duties I felt his free hand rest atop my head. However, he didn't rest it there for long. Soon I felt his hand clench close and grab the top of the hood. Then I began to feel it being pulled ever so slowly up and off my face. I inched further and further up; exposing my nose, then my eyes, and then my entire head. I never stopped sucking his cock though, and he never stopped filming. He now had my whole face on video, it would be very apparent who I was. Then to add to it, he pulled his dick away from my eager mouth and spoke some more.
"Good job Wendy, now say thank you."
Even though he used my name, I didn't balk, I proudly looked into the camera and said, "thank you."
To be continued...
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After my last meeting with Jerome in which he finally came deep inside my pussy, and then continued to film me as he removed my mask and used my first name I was a wreck of emotions. Not immediately though because for the rest of that night, I dutifully performed for him; allowing him to fuck my ass, and taking his cum down my throat another time. I came so hard that night I nearly passed out. It was my drive home, in which I was naked as I hadn't worn clothes to meet him, that I started to come to terms with everything that occurred and what it could possibly mean for the future.
Jerome had plastered my unprotected womb with his seed which meant I was at risk of getting pregnant and had filmed my uncovered face cleaning his ebony shaft and put a name to my face as well. Both of those events caused me to shake with anxiety as well as with excitement. As I drove I was able to conclude that the risk of pregnancy was low as I could take a morning after pill to deal with that and that I could trust Jerome not to include the part of the video with my face if he chose to post it online.
By the next day when I received a text from Jerome to check out the newest video, and after I had gotten the pill, I was happy to see that he did indeed cut the video right before my face was revealed. It showed that he was slowly pulling the hood off, but blurred and faded to black before I was revealed. God, it made me feel so naughty and slutty to know that there was a catalog of pornographic material piling up online of me. Never in my life would I have thought that would be a thing, but now that it was I found I was somewhat proud about it. I almost wish others knew it was me, so I could get credit, but I knew that was crazy. My life would definitely change if anyone found out about the new secret me, and I guess that is what made everything I was doing so much more exciting.
At the start of the of the next week, Jerome informed he was coming over to see me once both my daughter and husband left for school and work respectively on Monday. I was ordered to be waiting for him wearing only my new cheating slut pet collar, and a pair of my daughter's thong panties while on my knees in front of my open front door. My pussy gushed at just the thought of doing so.
The moment I was alone, I basically sprinted to my closet to strip off the bedclothes I was wearing and to retrieve the collar from its hiding place. Strapping it to my neck I rushed to my daughter's room and rummaged through her underwear drawer. I found a tiny sliver of a thong. It was a white cotton Victoria's Secret V-string, and when I pulled them on my sex was only just barely covered. I then hurried to my front door, pulled it open and dropped to my knees in front of it to wait. It was nerve-wracking to be so exposed, but it was also so exciting. Anyone passing by my house that cared to look would have been able to see me, and fucking hell did that cause my already dripping cunt to flood further.
Thankfully, I didn't have to wait too long, as about two minutes after I had gotten into position I saw Jerome's car pull up in front of my house. I waited still as a statue as he exited his car and proceeded to walk up to greet me. He looked absolutely God-like, as he wore a tight fitting t-shirt and a pair of jogging pants. His smile beamed as he took note that I had done just as he had asked.
"God, you are such the obedient little cheating slut. I love that," he said as he stepped past me and into the house. He didn't close the door but did tell me to sit on the couch before he continued to speak.
"So after our last meeting, I got the sense that the chance of being exposed as a slut really drives you wild. I mean after I pulled off your mask and you saw I was still recording, you didn't flinch a bit. Then I spoke your name while recording and you still didn't balk; you just kept on being the true slut you are. In fact, I think the idea of being exposed spurred you on that night and made your climax that much more powerful. Am I right with my theory slut?"
I took just a brief moment to contemplate what he had said, but because I too had been thinking about it after our last meet up, I quickly nodded my head and said that he was right.
"Perfect, because I think I have a way to give you that feeling 24/7 without actually having to expose you. Do you know what a time bomb is slut?"
I answered that I did, that is was a bomb that you set a timer for so it would explode at a later time. He smiled and continued.
"That's right slut. So what I am thinking is we can do something similar, but instead of an explosion on a timer, it will be your exposure and it will be up to fate." He then held up and item in front of himself. It looked to be a keychain of sorts in the shape of a miniature hot pink hand grenade. My confused look must have been apparent because he laughed before continuing his explanation.
"This is a thumb drive, a 64-gigabyte thumb drive to be exact, and it is to be your exposure time bomb. You will attach this to your key ring and simply go about your normal everyday life. However, you should know that on it I have preloaded some very racy pictures and videos I have taken of you. Those files alone would be enough to most likely expose you like the slut you are if in the hands of someone else, but I want this to be even more of an 'exposure grenade.' You see, I want you to record another video right now to upload onto this thumb drive that truly would expose you if it ever got out. Do you see how this works slut?"
I did understand, and in fact was impressed by how at the same time it was both simple and elaborate, as well as both relatively safe and extremely dangerous. I would have on my possession an item that would contain humiliatingly exposing images and videos of myself, and yet no one would be the wiser unless of course, they got their hands on it. Quite the secret, but because of its distinct shape and color, it would certainly draw the attention of others not to mention my husband and daughter, both of which would have pretty easy access to it if they were so curious. It was brilliantly terrifying. I had to do it.
"Yes, it is ingenious. I love the idea and am also scared to death of it," I replied. "If I may ask, what is the video you want me to record?"
"I knew you would love this slut. The video I want you to record is simple, I want to film you as you are now confessing to the camera just how much of a slut you are. You should be specific and telling, state your full name and other personal details about yourself. I want to capture all of your dirty fantasies, and desires. The dark, hidden ones that you wouldn't want anyone to find out about ever. Then you will upload the video onto this drive and complete the form I created and loaded onto it as well. So, are you game?"
With my body buzzing, and my mind racing a mile a minute, I again nodded my head indicating I was. Truly, I couldn't believe I was going to do such a thing, but once he told me about it, I also couldn't keep myself from doing it. Jerome in turn smiled and then held up his phone. He told me to start whenever I was ready. With one steadying deep breath, I spoke.
"Hello, my name is Wendy Everett and if you are watching this then that means you have been lucky enough to find the key to my vault of erotic secrets. I am a married cheating slut, that loves sucking and fucking black cock. I do whatever I am told to do when ordered by a man with a big black cock. When I say whatever he asks, I mean it. I will get naked on command, public or not. I will eagerly stuff his fat cock down my throat, or let him rip open my cunt and ass with his pole. I even let him film and take pictures of me as I do it because it is a deep dark fantasy of mine for those pictures and videos to leak online and show me as the true slut I am. I mean that is why I made this "time bomb" after all. The thrill of exposure drives me wild, and I actually get off at the thought. My husband and daughter have no idea that I am a dumb slut for black cock. In fact, I'm such a filthy slut, that the panties I am wearing right now are actually my daughter's. God, I know I shouldn't be like this, but the thought of being a good slut for black cock pushes me to do all of the nastiest and humiliating things asked of me. In fact, I often find myself fantasizing about degrading acts I have yet to be asked to do but hope one day will. I want a black man to completely use me. I want him to piss on me, piss in me, and make me drink his piss. I want him to share me with all of his friends so they can each have a turn using me like a dirty slut. So even though on the surface I truly hope no one sees this, deep down I know that it would be the ultimate thrill if someone did. Please, if you are reading this, let the world know who and what I am."
When I finished, Jerome was beaming with a smile from ear to ear, and I knew that I did exactly what he wanted. Everything I had stated was 100% true, and it felt so liberating to speak it aloud. However, knowing the confession was recorded and was to be uploaded onto a thumb drive most certainly worried me. No one could ever gain access to it; that was something I would have to make sure would not happen.
"That was great slut, now go and get your daughter's laptop from her room. I want you to use her computer to upload the video just to add to the naughtiness of it all," he explained once I finished. Without a word, I stood and left to retrieve my daughter's computer. I knew she didn't password protect her computer as she had no need to because it always stayed in her room and her father and I weren't the types to pry into her personal things. When I returned, Jerome indicated that I was to sit on the back on the couch and then handed me the thumb drive. Holding the item in my hand, I felt a jolt fly through my body. The life-changing power it already held was mind-boggling, and I was about to add to it. I didn't have to ask what I was to do, as I already knew.
Plugging the drive into the port, I quickly opened it on the computer and could see the files Jerome had already put into it. There were a couple dozen pictures and a few videos. There was also one text document as well that I assumed was the one I was to fill out after uploading the video. It was at that point that Jerome told me that he had emailed me the video I was to upload. Opening a web browser I soon logged into my email. His email was my only unread one, and I quickly had the file downloading onto the thumb drive. While it uploaded, I opened the text document to begin completing that. As I did, Jerome left me to do my duty and went exploring around my house.
The form I had to complete had me input basically all of my personal information.
full name (first, middle, last, and maiden).
date of birth
husband' full name
daughter's full name
Mailing address
Home phone number
Cell phone number
Email address and password
Facebook login and password
Instagram login and password
Social security number
Once I had filled in all of that information, there were a few areas that just said "insert photo" next to the description.
Photo of smiling slut holding I.D. next to face
Photo of smiling slut holding I.D. next to face, full body
Photo of just the slut's I.D.
Photo of smiling slut holding I.D. in the waistband of panties
Just as I finished reading the descriptions of the needed pictures, Jerome returned and he was completely naked. His magnificent black cock stood out rigidly in front of him and he beamed his smile at me. My mouth watered at the sight of it and hoped I wouldn't have to wait too much longer to get my hands, and other things, on it.
"Did you finish the form slut?"
"Yes, but I need to take the pictures with my I.D. still."
"Well, hurry up and go get it, and we can move on to the really fun part."
I rushed to retrieve my I.D. from my purse, and within seconds was back standing with it in front of Jerome. We quickly took the required pictures, and rather than have me insert them into the document, Jerome instead told me he would finish that task and that I was to simply suck his black cock while he did so. I was happy to serve him and was on my knees with my mouth on his cock in a matter of seconds. I couldn't see what he was doing on the computer, but that didn't matter as I was only focused on enjoying the gift of his girth stick in my mouth.
After a while, however, I realized that he was still working on my daughter's laptop and knew he couldn't still be adding the pictures to the document and was probably doing something else. While that worried me some as it was my daughter's computer, having his big black cock to focus on allowed me not to think too much about it. I continued to dutifully devour his thickness, while he continued to tinker on the computer. At no point did he seem at all interested in what I was doing, and this only spurred me to double my efforts. I began to gag myself on his shaft; sticky saliva soon coated his ebony pole and my face became a sloppy mess. Wanting him to focus on me and not the computer, I buried my face in his balls and began to bathe them with my tongue, sucking them into my mouth one at a time while I stroked his slick shaft with my hand. When that didn't pull his attention away, I lifted his sack with my other hand and darted my tongue towards his ass. I jammed it into the crease of his cheeks, searching for his tender hole in hopes to spark a reaction. A small success when he scooted forward and allowed me better access, but he still worked on the laptop. I was a desperate slut at this point and began a frantic lick assault on his asshole. It felt so dirty to rim him and at the same time so exhilarating. There I was, freely acting like a slut and all I wanted in return was the opportunity to go further with my behavior; to get him to use me in whatever way he saw fit.
Eventually, my efforts were rewarded as I heard the laptop close and Jerome shifted his weight to pull himself up and away from my oral attack. I looked up submissively at him, a saw him smiling down at me. He then grabbed me by the hair and began to walk towards the hallway. I had to scamper on my hands and knees to keep from being dragged. He led the way into the hall restroom that my daughter used as her own. Inside he ordered me into the shower and told me to remain on my knees.
"In your little confession video, you let it out that you wanted what I am about to do. Just remember that," Jerome said as I watched him grasp his rigid cock and aim it at me kneeling in the tub basin. Without warning, he let out a rushing stream of urine right onto my chest. I jolted back at first but remained in position. He was pissing on me, and it was all because I confessed to wanting it to happen earlier. The only reason I had done so was that of the photos Jerome had sent me of Miss Bell in which one showed her also getting pissed on. Ever since I saw that picture, I knew I would have to do just the same if I wanted to prove myself worthy of Jerome, and the more I thought about it, the more I desired it.
Jerome allowed his warm stream to bathe my naked chest for a few more seconds before adjusting his aim and directing the yellowish flow onto my face. I didn't move away as he did this and allowed him to shower me in his golden rain. The words I knew would be coming came after a few seconds, "open your mouth slut," and I did as commanded without hesitation. His warm, pungent urine filled my open mouth and soon began to overflow and pouring out. Feeling like a filthy slut, I obediently remained still and basked in the unreal feeling of having someone use me to relieve themselves. Abruptly, Jerome's flow stopped, leaving me with a mouthful. "Swallow slut" was all he said, and as I had all morning I complied, gulping down the acridly sharp tasting urine. When I opened my mouth to show my completion of the task, I was rewarded with a blast of his piss right into my face.
Jerome continued the pattern of stopping and having me swallow for a few more moments until his stream peter out at which point he simply pressed the tip of his cock to my lips and had me suck the last drops into my mouth. My belly felt full with his piss, and my body buzzed with the feelings of my slutty behavior. Before meeting Jerome would I have ever thought of drinking urine, let alone have someone piss on me and enjoy it. I was amazed at how far I had fallen into my role of Jerome's slut.
"Fuck slut, next time I will have to make sure and get that on camera. It will make a nice addition to the timebomb. Hell, if you wear the mask, the internet would love it. Now clean up and meet me in your daughter's room. Oh, and when you come, make sure her panties you are wearing are in your mouth."
Jerome then left me to spray myself off in the shower which I quickly did as I was eager to have him fuck me. I wasn't entirely keen on it happening in my daughter's room, but I was too aroused to truly care at that point. After drying off I slipped the tiny underwear off and put them into my mouth. There was a hint of piss on them as well as my arousal. Entering my daughter's room, I found Jerome standing with his massive erection proudly sticking out in front him as he waited at the foot of my daughter's bed. He just points for me to get on the bed which I did. I was on my hands and knees presenting my open sex to his mighty cock, but it wasn't his cock that I felt. Instead, I felt a thin object pressed against my asshole and then slip inside. Looking back to see what was going on, I saw Jerome smiling behind me while holding the package of sharpie markers my daughter had gotten for her journaling.
"What do you say, should we see how many of these you can fit in your ass? If you can fit the entire package, I promise you a special treat."
The idea of having all of those markers pushed into my ass made my pussy gush. I didn't know if it was possible, but I was willing to try. So with my mouth filled with my daughter's panties, I muffled out a yes for him to fill my ass with her markers, of which she used every day for her journal. It was a package of twelve, so with one in already I had just eleven to go. Thankfully I could tell Jerome was putting a little bit of lube on them, and I knew from my recent experiences with him that my ass was able to take quite a bit.
When got the first six in, I felt about as stretched as I did when he fucked me in the ass but knowing I was only halfway done concerned me. I wasn't entirely sure if I could fit more. After the sixth, each new one felt like I was getting split open. Jerome allowed me time to adjust after each one though, and I was able to keep going. I was, however, moaning like a mad woman, which thankfully the panties helped muffle or the neighbors would probably have called the police to investigate. After about ten minutes, Jerome informed me that he had just put in number twelve, and though I was stretched more than ever before, I was shocked to know that I had taken all of them.



"Here, reach back and hold them in. I got to go and get my phone to take a picture of this shit."
He then left me to hold in the staggering amount of markers in my ass. They felt firmly lodged inside, but I could also tell that if I even attempted to move my ass they would probably all shoot out. When he came back into the room, he told me to move my hand out of the way and look back to smile for the camera. He snapped a few pictures, and then put his phone away to grasp the markers. In an instant, he ripped them out of my ass and shoved his piercing member into my dripping cunt. Almost immediately I came from the abrupt sensations I felt. Jerome for his part just hammered home his thick cock sending me into a constant wave of orgasms. I lost track of how long he pummeled me, but I do know I had never experienced quite the orgasmic ride as I had at that moment.
Eventually, he reached his point of no return, and he pulled all the way out of me, flipped onto my back, straddled my chest, and then sprayed my face with a massive eruption of cum. When he came recovered from his intense orgasm, he got off of me and went into the living room. Upon his return, he was fully dressed.
"Damn slut, that sure was one hell of a good time, but I should get going so you have time to get your house put back together before your family gets home. Remember, put the thumb drive on your keyring so you have it on you at all times. Text me later tonight, and I will let you know about the special treat you earned. Bye slut."
He then left me laying on my daughter's bed covered in his cum. I looked at the clock on my daughter's wall to see what time it was and realizing I still had a few hours until anyone was due home, I took a moment to just collect myself and recover where I was. After a few minutes, I stood and re-entered the hall bath to once again rinse off. Stepping out of the shower, I pulled the panties from my mouth and threw them in the hamper. I then walked naked into my daughter's room to begin the cleanup process. I gathered all the markers and her sheets for cleaning. Then I retrieved her laptop from the living room and returned it to her desk. With the thumb drive in hand, I did as told and attached it to my keyring. Once I felt comfortable everything was tidied up, I went to my bedroom to take a good soak in my bathtub and reflect on the morning.
Eventually, my family got home and I was once again the simple housewife and mother. No signs that I was an extreme slut for a black man was present except for the hot pink grenade now attached to my keyring. Both my husband and daughter spoke about their days as we all ate together and then watched some television. Has had become habit my husband and daughter retreated to their bedrooms and I used the excuse that I wasn't tired to stay up by myself in the living room. Once I was certain they were both in bed, I texted Jerome.
Me: I had an amazing time this morning.
Jerome: Of course you did, you got to act like your true slut self. Are you naked?
Me: No, but I can be.
Jerome: Get naked, and send me a selfie to prove it.
Just as commanded, I stripped out of my sleep clothes and snapped a picture to send to him.
Jerome: Very nice slut. I love that you just do as you are told; no questions asked.
Me: Thank you, sir, I am yours to command.
Jerome: And command you I will. Do you want to know what your treat is?
Me: Oh yes, please sir.
Jerome: I have set it up so that you can enjoy two black cocks at once. One of my buddies is up for fucking you with me.
Me: Oh my god sir, I can't believe it.
Jerome: What? You don't want that?
Me: No, no, no, I do. It's just that I have never been with two men at the same time before. But the idea of being with 2 black men has me dripping.
Jerome: Of course it does slut. You are just a slut for black cock, isn't that right?
Me: Yes, I am just a slut for big black cock.
Jerome: Haha. Since you're all riled up now, how about you do something naughty for me?
Me: Whatever you want.
Jerome: I pulled out a dress from your daughter's room earlier and left it in the hall closet. I want you to put it on and take a picture of you wearing it. When I receive the pic, I will tell you what to do next.
Me: Right away sir.
I scampered to the hall closet to retrieve the dress Jerome stashed. Thinking that he had this plan for me made me realize how much thought he put into making me perform as his dutiful slut, and it made me feel proud in a way. Finding the dress, it was a simple floral sundress with spaghetti strap shoulder straps, I quickly pulled it on. The dresses hem came to mid-thigh and I felt rather exposed in it, but I had to complete my task so I couldn't dwell on that. Back in the living room I snapped off another picture and sent it away to Jerome.
Jerome: Just like I thought, you look great. Perfectly slutty.
Me: Thank you, sir.
Jerome: Now, I don't know if you have had a chance to leave the house since our meetup this morning, but I thought it would be fun for you to get the chance to now. I want you to get your first experience going out with your time bomb. So get your keys, of which have the time bomb on them, and drive to the bar on main and first. It's a weeknight so it shouldn't be too crowded. You are to go in and get a seat at the bar. Order a drink and leave your keys on the bar in plain sight in front of you. When your drink comes, take a couple sips from it before leaving to the restroom. You are to leave your keys next to your drink right on the bar. When you get to the restroom you will text me.
Me: Oh wow, that sounds so daring. I love it, but I am so nervous.
Jerome: Better get going slut. The last call is in a few hours, and I have a few more tasks planned for you at the bar.
Me: OK sir, I am leaving now.
Sneaking into my bedroom as to not to disturb my sleeping husband, I retrieved my keys. I then walked out of my front door to my car. It felt so devilish to be leaving my house in the middle of the night to not only go to the bar but to be leaving to perform for the black man I was cheating on my husband with. As I drove I could feel how wet my pussy was getting at just the thought of what I was going to be doing.
I arrived at the bar after a short drive and parked. Inside, Jerome was right, it wasn't very crowded, mostly just a bunch of regulars and a few couples. Finding an open seat at the bar, I quickly was able to order my drink and just stared at my keys sitting on the bar in front as if mocking me. When my roman coke arrived, I took the few sips from it as Jerome instructed I was to take and then took a steadying breath before standing up to head to the restroom and leaving my keys and drink unattended. Inside a stall of the bathroom, I texted Jerome.
Me: I am in the restroom.
Jerome: Great, but prove it. Send me a picture, and be naked in it.
He certainly knew how to amp up the moment. I peeled my daughters dress off and hung it from the back of the stall door. I then held my arm out and took the third selfie of myself for the night to send to Jerome.
Jerome: Sexy slut. Leave your dress off until I tell you.
Me: Yes sir.
Jerome: Do you think anyone will notice your keys and timebomb?
Me: Maybe, there are a few people at the bar. I'm sure the bartender will notice.
Jerome: It would be hot if your keys were gone when you go back. Or at least the time bomb.
Me: Oh my god, it would be humiliating.
Jerome: Yes, but admit it, you would be so turned on knowing that someone had access to your darkest secrets.
Me: Yes I would, but I would also be terrified at my life collapsing.
Jerome: Worth the risk I guess, or you wouldn't be standing naked in a bar restroom while your keys sit unattended in public. Well, I guess you should get back to them, but when you sit, from now on your ass must be touching the seat directly. Do not sit in the dress. I will text you later with another task.
Me: Yes sir.
I was relieved that once I redressed and returned to my stool, my keys and the attached flash drive were still there. Upon plopping down on the seat, I did as commanded and let my bare ass sit on the stool. It felt cold and strange to do so. As I waited for the next text from Jerome, I sat quietly and finished my drink. The bartender came over upon me doing so and asked if I wanted another, as I had not heard from Jerome, I went ahead and ordered another round. I figured it might help calm my nerves for whatever he had planned for me next, which about halfway through my second drink my phone buzzed and I found out.
Jerome: I think you have been out long enough, and you should be getting home. However, before you do, you need to make sure your time bomb is safe. The best way to do so would be to stuff it in your slutty cunt, so that's what you are to do. But, you must do it while sitting at the bar. Once in, you will leave it there until you are parked outside your home and text me to ask for permission to remove it.
Me: Oh my god, that is so naughty. I love it.
After setting my phone down on the bartop, I grabbed my keys and brought them to my lap. I casually detached the flash drive from the keyring before setting my keys back on the bar. Taking a sly glance around the room to see if anyone was watching, I slipped my hand holding the device under my dress and pressed it easily into my slit. It was a big object, and it was soon secured inside of me. As quick as I had started, I was done with the task, and as far as I could tell, no one was the wiser. I calmly finished my drink, paid my tab, and then left to return to my car. The feeling of the device moving inside of me as I walked was a fun experience, and it was only elevated once I sat down and began driving home. By the time I parked in front of my house, I was a gushing mess and was wishing desperately for release. So I was somewhat disappointed that after I texted Jerome, I found I wouldn't be seeing him that night.
Me: I'm back at home, can I please take out the time bomb?
Jerome: Okay, but before you do, you need to strip out of the dress again and take another picture of yourself standing outside next to your car. Send it to me and then I will decide if you can take it out.
Me: Okay, I will do as you please right now.
As it was rather late and I was extremely horny, I quickly peeled the dress off and slipped out of my car to take the picture. Once I snapped the picture, I got back into my car and sent it to Jerome.
Jerome: Very nice slut, you may go inside and take out the time bomb, but you must leave the dress in your car. That will be all for tonight. I will be in contact with you soon my cheating white slut.
Me: Thank you, sir, I can't wait.
When I got inside my house I pulled out the flash drive lodged in my pussy and re-attached it to my key ring. I then plopped down on the couch and fingered myself to a powerful orgasm before retreating to my bedroom to clean up and go to bed.
To Be Continued...



        Lesson Plan Ch. 10

        Miss Bell serves at school and plays an online game.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/lesson-plan-ch-10

Title: Lesson Plan Ch. 10

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Miss Bell serves at school and plays an online game.

Tags: school, exposed, video, humiliation, slut, online, teacher, anal, black cock, picture

Series: Lesson Plan


Author's Note:
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I first want to apologize for the long gaps between chapters. I tend to write these stories in spurts, and often take my time to get the proper inspiration. I hope you enjoy this one just as much as all my others. Fear not, I will continue this storyline as well as my others. I even have ideas on incorporating some characters from other series together in a possible new story. I will have more on this as I get further along. (Possibly Sage, Stephanie, and Eve). If you haven't read my previous stories, I highly recommend checking them out. As always, please rate and comment on this story, and feel free to leave me feedback. Also, I enjoy getting suggestions for possible scenarios in my stories. I can't promise to use all of them, but have found myself drawing inspiration from past suggestions. Enjoy, and happy reading.
*****
My last session with Jerome was by far the wildest and the one that pushed my boundaries the farthest. I'm not even sure if I have any left. The fact that I let him post a nude photo of me on my facebook, and then I posted another even more raunchy on my own made me wonder if I understood just where this relationship was heading. When I wasn't with Jerome, I was fantasizing about being with him, or about what he had made me do already. While I was with him nothing else mattered but keeping him happy. I mean I signed a notarized contract that stated I was his black cock slut, he had me under his complete control and we both understood that.
I didn't hear from Jerome over the weekend, and when I didn't see any messages on my facebook referring to the two erotic pictures I had briefly posted, I suspected no one had seen them. Not being in contact with Jerome for the weekend was tough, but I managed somewhat unsuccessfully to keep myself from going too crazy. I went for a long run on Saturday, which considering I didn't wear panties, and had to dress as slutty as I could, it made for a more interesting run than usual. When I was home, I adhered to the contract and remained nude except for my collar, which of course made me long for Jerome. I looked through my phone at times to view the many photos and videos he had taken of our times together, and only really caused myself to get more aroused and wild to serve him again.
By Monday morning I still had not heard from him, but I was so riled up, that what I chose to wear to work might have been a bit closer to slut than to teacher. I wore a lilac a-line dress that had a sixties style to it, but the hemline was rather short. However, what made the look just a little more slutty, other than the lack of underwear, was that I also wore a pair of purple stay up thigh highs with a lace top and my lilac heels. My look was certainly inspired by my desire to be fucked, rather than by practicality.
When I arrived at school, I momentarily regretted how I dressed, but then I realized I was covered up and that I was merely overthinking it. It also helped that when I got to my room, Jerome finally texted to inform me that I was to keep my lunch clear of any plans. I smiled as I read it, and hoped that it meant I would be seeing him soon, the simple thought of that made me gush and I knew my morning classes would drag by.
Just as I guessed, my morning seemed to creep slowly along with my only reprieve being a quick, in between classes, conversation with Cynthia, my teacher friend who has a secret life like myself. She looked stunning and slutty as I assumed her mistress was the reason she was wearing a pair of white skin-tight leggings and an oversized sweater that just covered her ass. I knew from my knowledge of their relationship that she wasn't wearing a bra or panties either. Our quick chat ended with us both giving each other sly grins, and I was back to struggle through my last class before lunch.
When my last class was finally nearing the end of the period, I had to physically hold my legs down as I sat at my desk to keep them from bouncing up and down with anticipation. The bell rang at last, and my students filed out as typical. I followed behind the last student to close the door before basically sprinting back to my desk to retrieve my phone. To my disappointment though, there was no message waiting for me. I put this off as nothing to be upset about, as Jerome was probably going to be showing up in person and didn't need to message me as he already had me keep my lunch period clear. So I sat patiently at my desk for what I hoped would be his eventual arrival. After about twenty minutes I began to fear he wasn't going to arrive and that was when I heard a knock at my door. I rushed over to open it and was happy to see Jerome grinning t me as I did. He quickly entered my room, and I shut and locked the door once he was inside.
When I turned to look back at Jerome, that is when I first noticed he was carrying a small bag with him. I watched as he went over to my desk and set the bag on top of it and then remove a small digital camera from inside. He then turned to face me while holding up the camera. As he had the first time he came to visit me in my room, he ordered me to remove my dress, which I quickly complied with even though the school was still in session. In fact, the school still being in session only added to my level of excitement; I felt so naughty. With my dress off and draped over a nearby desk, I stood in just my heels and thigh highs to await further instructions. The red light on the camera lit up and I knew he was recording me.
Jerome: So slut, why don't you tell everyone watching, where we are?
From his suggestion, I figured he wanted to roleplay that others would be watching me perform for him so I went along with it. At least I hoped it was roleplay, as the thought of others seeing me like this was exciting, it was also very dangerous. Still, that fear wasn't enough to make me stop.
Me: We are in my classroom.
Jerome: Are you a slutty teacher, or a slutty student?
Me: I'm a slutty teacher.
Jerome: What do your student's call you then?
Me: My student's call me Miss Bell.
Right after I said that the lunch bell rang to dismiss students back to class.
Jerome: Was that the bell for students Miss Bell?
Me: Yes, they just got done with lunch and are going to their classes now.
Jerome: Do you have a class now Miss Bell?
Me: No, I have an open prep period now.
Jerome: I see, so you are being a daring teacher slut getting naked while school is in session?
Me: Yes, very daring.
Jerome: Let's show the viewers that there are actually students in the school right now. That way they know you are being truthful about being a daring teacher slut.
I watched as Jerome walked past me to the door of my room with the camera in hand. He cracked the door open just enough to let the camera get a glimpse of the crowded hallway before closing the door and returning to stand in front of me at my desk. Seeing him incorporate actual students like that made me shiver at just how crazy what I was doing was. I should have been appalled at what I was doing and how I was behaving, but instead, I was feeding off of the experience.
Jerome: Is it the daring aspect that drives you to be such a slut, Miss Bell?
Me: That, and my desire to serve a big black cock.
Jerome: Oh, I see, and how to do you like to serve big black cock?
Me: I love to take it in my mouth, my cunt, and my ass. I just need to be used by it.
Jerome: Well it just so happens that I have a big black cock, would you like to serve it, Miss Bell?
Me: Yes, I would love to serve your black cock.
Jerome: Then come on over here and show me how much you want to serve.
I walked towards Jerome and the camera in a slow and seductive strut before stopping and falling to my knees in front of him.
Jerome: I see the teacher slut knows how to behave, go ahead and pull my cock out.
Not needing any other encouragement, I reached up to the waistband of his track pants and began to pull them down in the front with one hand and reaching inside with the other. I was surprised to find he wasn't wearing underwear, but not enough to stop. Grasping his semi-erect manhood, I pulled it out of his pants and held t in my hands before my face while I looked up at him and the camera.
Jerome: Is that what you want Miss Bell?
Me: Yes.
Jerome: Beg for it. Tell everyone what you want.
I began to slowly pump his cock as I looked into the camera and begged to take his big black cock in my mouth.
Me: Oh please let me suck on your big black cock. I need to feel it deep in my throat; feel the power of it as I choke on it. Please, I want your black cock so bad.
Jerome: Go ahead slut, take my cock into your mouth. Show everyone how well you suck black cock.
My mouth instantly darted to the head of his dick, giving it a long, full kiss before using my tongue to bathe his now fully erect shaft. I wanted to put on a good show for the camera and the idea that others were watching was driving me to be the best slut I could be. Soon I was taking his length into my mouth and bobbing up and down on. Slowly, I moved my mouth over his rigid cock and began to push it further towards my throat. Each time his cock reached the entrance of my throat, I would make a gagging sound as I was practically choking myself, and back off but never fully remove his pole from my mouth. After a few more minutes of filming and watching me in action, Jerome began to once again talk to me from behind the camera.
Jerome: So Miss Bell, what subject do you teach?
As I backed off of his cock to answer him, he grabbed ahold of his member with his free hand and took control of it, rubbing and slapping it onto my face as I answered and he continued to ask questions.
Me: I teach English.
Jerome: Do your students have any idea what a dirty cock sucking slut their English teacher is?
Me: No, not at all.
Jerome: Does it turn you on knowing that from now on whenever you look to this spot in your classroom, you will remember sucking my big black dick, and your students will not have a clue?
He just left his cock resting on my face as I answered.
Me: Oh my god, yes.
Jerome: What would your principal do if she found you like this?
Me: I would be fired for sure.
Mentioning my principal caused me to truly realize how risky my behavior was, but it wasn't enough to stop me.
Jerome: But serving a big black cock, is worth the risk of losing your job?
Me: Yes.
Jerome: Well Miss Bell, you truly are a slut.
He reached behind him into the bag while leaving his cock resting on my face and covering one of my eyes.
Jerome: Put these on and lock them behind your back.
He handed me a pair of heavy-duty metal handcuffs, and I dutifully attached them first to my right wrist and then reaching behind me to my left wrist. My arms were now secured behind my back, only to be released by Jerome.
Jerome: You did a good job of blowing my slut, but let's see how will you do at getting face fucked.
Jerome then retook his cock into his hand and guided it into my open mouth. He began to saw it in and out slowly at first, but soon faster and rougher. Using his hand to hold the top of my head, his length slid deeper over time until I was constantly gagging and choking on it. Tears welled in my eyes from the onslaught, but my cunt leaked with arousal. Eventually, he did stop and pulled his cock completely out of my battered mouth. I knelt before him catching my breath as he spoke once again.
Jerome: Not bad for a teacher slut, but now I want to use your other holes. Get up and bend over your desk facing towards the door.
With a bit of a struggle from being restrained, I stood up and walked over behind my desk and laid my upper body atop of it. Jerome had cleared an area to allow me to do so and had also sat the camera up on a tiny tripod atop a student desk that was directly in front of my desk. He then walked around behind with his thick cock swaying between his legs.
Jerome: Okay Miss Bell, I'm gonna fuck you now, and I want you to pretend that your students are sitting in their desks watching. I want you to tell them exactly what is going on, how it feels, and what you want.
I was so revved up that I just fell into the scene he laid out.
Me: Attention class, as you can see the man behind me is about to stuff his big, fat, black cock into me and fuck me with it. I want you all to watch and see just what kind of slut your teacher is.
Jerome took the cue and pushed his fat cock into my dripping cunt. I moaned at first but then remember my duty.
Me: Oh god class, his cock is so big. It is stretching me open. I love it and want him to pound my pussy. I want him to show you all how well I can take his black cock.
He started thrusting into me in long and rough thrusts causing me to gasp and moan. When my head began to fall forward from pleasure, Jerome grabbed ahold of my hair and held my face up for the camera.
Me: Yes, fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me good. Show my class what a slut I am.
I was lost in the role, and loving the feelings of pleasure he provided from his cock slamming into my gushing sex. However, he surprised me when he suddenly pulled all the way out.
Jerome: You want me to show your class what a true slut you are? I can do that.
I then felt the head of his cock press at my asshole and I knew what was coming.
Me: Oh yes do it, Daddy. Class, now this man is going to shove his big black cock into my ass. Watch me take his long thick cock in my tight ass class.
His cock slipped into my tight hole, and I moaned aloud once again; completely forgetting about where I was and who might hear. He slowly slid his entire length into my ass and I played narrator for the make-believe class and camera.
Me: Oh God class, his cock is tearing my ass open, but it feels so good. He is sliding it deeper and deeper. I feel so full. Oh fuck, I just took his entire black cock. He is all the way in my ass. Now class, watch him ram my ass.
Jerome did just that, pulling back and then slamming into me. He built a rhythm, and I just accepted and enjoyed it. Every so often he would use one hand to slap my ass while holding onto a tight grip of my hair with the other.
Me: Yes Daddy, fuck my ass. Fuck my ass harder. Slap my ass Daddy. Fuck, I'm going to cum.
After I came down from the high of my orgasm Jerome continued pounding my ass hard for another five or so minutes until he slammed his cock up to the hilt and began to spew his copious amount of cum into my bowels.
Me: Class, he is cumming in my ass now; filling me up with his thick cum.
When his orgasm subsided, I felt him begin to pull out slowly and leave my asshole open and stretched.
Me: I'm gaping open now class. He really did a number on me.
I watched as Jerome reached over me and into the bag once again. He pulled out a rubber butt plug and brought to my gaped open hole.
Me: Class, a special surprise as the man is now going to plug my ass with that toy, therefore, locking his cum inside my ass.
The plug slipped in with ease, and I felt the familiar filling of being filled. Jerome happy with his work walk back around the desk to retrieve the camera.
Jerome: That was fun Miss Bell, now why don't you say bye and thank you to everyone watching.
Me: Thank you, everyone, for watching me be a slut for black cock. I hope you enjoyed the show. Bye.
As I spoke, I noticed Jerome expertly retrieve his bag from the desk without panning away from my face. When I finished by saying bye and smiling big for the camera, he slowly began to walk backward away from me and towards the door. I kept the big smile on my face until he reached the door and began to open it. The camera stayed focused on me, capturing what I am sure was a look of first confusion and then fear as he began to walk out of the room and let the door close behind him.
I didn't know if this was all still part of the scene or not, but I did know that at that moment I had been left naked and bound in my classroom with no way to unlock myself or to get dressed. I remained bent over my desk in shock for a few moments as I took in what just happened. My mind raced thoughts like; was he really leaving me like this, he had to be coming back, and how the hell am I going to get out this if he did leave me. After a minute, I stood and tremble with fear, as I figured he would have been back by now. After two minutes, I was fearful that he actually had left me, so figuring I had to do something, I walked over to where my dress was and retrieved it before returning to my desk and sitting down in my chair. It was after 5 minutes that I became really scared as he hadn't returned, and then to break the silence of the room there was a knock at my door followed by an attempt to open it.
I couldn't move. I knew that in all likely hood it was Jerome, but I couldn't be certain it wasn't another teacher or even a student. As I sat still in my chair contemplating the few options I had, the person knocked on the door again, this time with a simple rhythm. For whatever reason, this knock settled my nerves as I was now more confident it was Jerome. Rising up from my seat, I slowly walked over to the locked door. Upon reaching it, I tried to ask who it was through the door but received no answer. Though I was relatively confident that it was Jerome on the other side it was still a risk to open the door in my state. I tried again to ask who it was, this time I received just a simple knock in response.
Taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, I began to turn in such a way that I could turn the handle and open the door. My reasoning for doing this was that it had to be Jerome if I had any hope to be released from the cuffs and that if it wasn't it was better to be found as I was sooner rather than later. Somewhat uncomfortably, I began to open the door. Because of the way I was positioned, I couldn't quite see the person on the other side right away and had to almost open the door complete before I saw that it was indeed Jerome. He just smiled brightly as he walked inside and allowed me to let the door close.
"Sorry for leaving you like that, but I thought it would make the video better to look as though I left you naked and bound in your classroom, and then once I had, I figured I should play with you a bit more and went to put my bag back in my car," he said once the door shut and we were left facing each other. "Did you think I had really left you?"
I answered honestly, "Daddy, the thought crossed my mind, but I had faith that you would be back."
"Did you get wet from the thought of being left naked and cuffed in your room," he asked
"Yes, Daddy, but I was also very nervous," was my response.
Jerome both reassured me and scared me with his next comment as he unlocked the cuffs from my wrists.
"Well, as long as you continue to be a good little slut for me, I won't ever expose you. Some of you, yes, but not all of you. At least not intentionally. The danger of the possibility is what makes our thing so great."
I was left to ponder his comment, as he instructed that I should probably get dressed and fix myself some as my next class would soon be starting. Looking up at the clock I could see that he was indeed right. I rushed over to retrieve and put on my dress. As I did, Jerome opened the door, informed me that I was to leave the plug in until he told me to take it out and that he would be in touch soon. I was still partially naked as he opened the door and left; my heart raced.
With the time I had left, I was able to make myself somewhat presentable. Even now, looking back on it, I don't know how I managed to get through the rest of my day. The plug in my ass was a constant reminder of just how naughty and risky I had been, which of course only caused me to need Jerome again. When I finally got home, was pussy was a sopping mess, my ass ached from the constant pressure of the butt plug, and I desperately needed to soak in my tub.



I got the tub going after stripping my clothes and putting on my slut collar and then went to pour myself a big glass of wine. As I soaked in the tub I replayed the events of the day in my head and found my hands drifting to clutch my needy cunt. The plug in my ass only added to my desire, and I hoped to hear from Jerome soon to be allowed to remove it. When my bath started to lose its warmth, I pulled the plug and toweled myself off. Figuring it was still early in the evening, I decided to pour myself another generous glass of wine as I waited to hear from Jerome.
By the time I finally got a text message from Jerome, I was nearly finished with my second glass of wine and was physically sitting on my hands to keep them from drifting to my aching cunt as I sat on the couch mindlessly watching Youtube videos on my laptop. He initialized the contact by asking what I was up too, at which I replied, "drinking wine and watching Youtube." His reply was to have me refill my glass, and then send him a smiling selfie of me holding up the glass for the picture. I polished off the remainder of wine in my glass before getting up and pouring what was my third of the night and figured I should just bring the almost empty bottle with me back to the couch. Situating myself on the couch, I expertly posed for the almost elegantly naughty selfie. Jerome replied once I sent him the image with a link to a shared Google Drive folder.
I sent the link to my laptop and loaded up the folder that was titled with my name. Inside of it, I found a single video file; the video he recorded earlier that day at school. Opening the video file, I watched in awe at just how slutty I was. I felt as if I was watching someone else, even though I knew it was me. Though I had allowed Jerome to record me many times, I never truly watched any of them. This was a first for me, and it certainly had the effect of stirring up my desires further. Nearing the end of the video, in which Jerome walked out of the room while I was still cuffed and naked over my desk, I received a new text from him.
Jerome: I assume you watched the video slut?
Me: Just finishing it now. It is very hot Daddy.
Jerome: I know, you a very sexy slut. Are you still wearing your plug?
Me: Yes Daddy, but I would like to take it out. May I?
Jerome: Will that depends, are you willing to have some risky fun?
Me: Oh Daddy, what kind of risky fun?
Jerome: No, No, slut. I won't tell you more until you decide. If you say yes, you will get the plug out tonight, but if you say no it will stay in until tomorrow.
Taking my wine glass in my hand, I took a big gulp from it as I pondered my options. I wanted the plug out as it was not really that comfortable, and the idea of having to sleep with it in didn't sound fun. Also, the idea of having some fun, even if it was risky, did sound fun. Plus, I was almost three glasses of wine, nearly an entire bottle, tipsy, so that also may have been why I eagerly responded that I was up to play.
Jerome: Great to hear slut. Have you ever heard of Temporarily.exposed?
Me: No, I haven't. What is it?
Jerome: It is a website for temporarily posting pictures for others to view. I was thinking about what we were talking about earlier, how you get off on the risk of exposure and I figured this site might be perfect for you.
Me: Okay Daddy. What exactly do you have in mind?
Jerome: You are going to play what the site calls the "1-minute" challenge. Basically, you will upload a picture to the site for one minute. If someone sees it and then re-uploads it before the minute is over, you are required to upload another under the same rules. This continues until one of your pics reaches the one minute mark without being re-uploaded.
Me: Okay, I see how it works and it sounds fun but also scary.
Jerome: To make it interesting, your first picture should be of you in lingerie, and then you can strip more off as the game progresses. You can keep your face out of the pictures if you want. I will let you take the plug out once the game is over. Get dressed in some sexy lingerie now and take your first picture slut.
Me: Okay Daddy.
I reached for my wine and knocked back the last of it, finishing my third glass of the evening. As I walked to my bedroom, I could feel the effects of the alcohol and figured it might help provide me the courage to play such a risky game. From my dresser, I pulled out one of the sexy lingerie combos I had acquired since I started serving Jerome and then returned to the living to take my picture. I posed for the picture in a 4-piece lingerie set that included a bralette, a thong, seamless lace top thigh highs, a garter which were all red.
Me: Daddy, I took the first picture and am at the site to upload it, but I need to know what to set all the options as.
Jerome: Will slut, first you should title the photo "1-minute challenge," so everyone seeing it will know you are starting the game. Then set the expiration timer to 1 minute, randomize extensions, turn off allow deletion and allow search engines, turn on allow downloads and comments, and you can leave everything else turned off.
Me: Okay Daddy, I will let you know once I finish.
Jerome: I will be watching how it goes. If you have any questions, feel free to ask me.
With a bit of nerve, I quickly adhered to Jerome's guidelines and submitted the picture of myself in the slutty lingerie to the site. When it loaded up on the website, I trembled at the sight of it as I realized I had just posted a nearly nude photo of myself online and was urging others to repost it. The only thing that calmed me was that I cropped the image so my face was not visible, and the randomized extensions had left it at none. To steady myself some more, I poured the rest of the wine into my empty glass.
Me: It's up Daddy.
He did not respond, but I figured he was doing just as I was, watching the page with my picture and the timer as it ticked closer to zero. As it ticked away I waited with bated breath to see what would happen. I wasn't sure what I wanted to happen more, for the picture not to be reposted or for it to actually reposted and have to continue the game. With the timer at 15 seconds, my page refreshed and my eyes flicked to my image which to my shock was then momentarily duplicated. I had lost the first round, and even though my original picture vanished after the minute, the one posted by an anonymous viewer had a timer set to 15 minutes and what looked like multiple extensions upon inspection.
Jerome: For the next round, remove your bra.
Taking a swig from my glass, I removed my bra and posed for a very similar style picture, but with my tits exposed. Going through the same steps, I uploaded the second photo and was pleased to see the randomized extension was set to none. Just as before, I sat and watched as my new photo counted down, and just like before, though sooner, the page refreshed and a duplicate of the photo was posted. My pussy twinged at the thought that others were seeing me, and I had no idea who they were. Even before I received Jerome's next message indicating to remove my thong for the next picture, I had them at my ankles. Again I took a similar picture, this time in only the stockings and garter belt, and had it posted. This time the randomize gods where not on my side, as the extension amount was set to the max of 50, and the time added for each extension was set to 30 minutes.
It wasn't long after it was posted that the picture got extended by 30 minutes, and then soon after an hour. However, it didn't matter, because faster than the previous two pictures, another was reposted losing me the third round. To add to the defeat, the duplicate picture was set to expire at one hour and seemed to have an hour extension set as it too quickly jumped to two hours. I had to swig back the last of my wine as I realized my naked body would be up for view on the site for a long time. The wine was having the effect of not causing me to worry though, an I eagerly went along with Jerome's next suggestion for my new picture.
Jerome: Show your ass off for the next one slut.
In a matter of minutes, the new picture was up on the site. Extensions were not allowed this time so I had a chance of the picture expiring before it got re-uploaded. But it was not meant to be as almost immediately it was re-posted. I was starting to worry the game would never end.
Jerome: Okay slut, now show what you got stuffed in that ass of yours.
I got a sense at how the pictures would be progressing from this point on, but the combination of my arousal and the wine made me not worry about anything but complying to what Jerome wanted to see. For the next picture, I posed myself bent over at the waist and holding open my ass to show off the embedded plug. Just like the the others, once the picture was taken, it wasn't long before it was up on the site. Again, extensions weren't allowed, and again it didn't matter as it was soon duplicated on the main page soon after it was posted.
Jerome: Having fun slut?
Me: Yes I am Daddy. It's crazy and scary, but fun.
Jerome: Good, now I'm gonna let you take the plug out, but you still have one more picture to take and post.
Me: Okay Daddy. Thank you Daddy.
Jerome: Remove the plug, and then put it in your mouth. You will then take a picutre like that.
Me: But Daddy, you said I didn't have to show my face.
Jerome: You will only have to show your mouth, no one will be able to tell who you are just from that. Post it, or I will post one of you with my cock in your mouth and you better believe your face will be visible.
Me: Okay Daddy, I'll post it. I'm sorry to upset you.
Jerome: And since you questioned me, go ahead and set the post time, number of extensions, and extension time to max. That way you will learn a lesson for next time.
Me: Yes Daddy, I understand.
Jerome: Once it is up, you should probably get some rest as it is a school night. Not as though that should matter to a teacher slut like yourself. I'll be in touch.
Sorrowfully, I began to reach back and pull the plug out from my asshole. There was a slight pain as it popped free. I immediately brung it to my mouth and inserted inside, tasting the tang of Jerome's cum from his generous deposit earlier. The remainder of his load slowly oozed out of my tender rear. Just as I had with all the other photos, I posed accordingly, though I wasn't sure if I was to get a full body shot or just an upclose of my mouth and the plug. I went with the full body option as I figured it would go better with the rest of the set. Once taken, I cropped it just to show my mouth and the plug inside of it and then got it uploaded. I set the options accordingly, and because of my punishment I realized there was a good chance it would be on this website for quite a while.
I didn't watch to see what happened to my picture after it was uploaded. Instead, I took Jerome's advice and headed for bed. It was late, I was drunk, and I knew two things for sure after that night; I was going to have a hangover the next morning, and I was becoming more excited by the idea of exposing myself.
... To be continued.



        Exploitable Lust Pt. 09

        Family away for weekend, wife gets naughty.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/exploitable-lust-pt-09

Title: Exploitable Lust Pt. 09

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Family away for weekend, wife gets naughty.

Tags: public, interracial, video, humiliation, wife, slut, collar, anal, bbc, picture

Series: Exploitable Lust


Author's Note:
Thank you for taking the time to read my story. I first want to apologize for the long gaps between chapters. I tend to write these stories in spurts, and often take my time to get the proper inspiration. I hope you enjoy this one just as much as all my others. Fear not, I will continue this storyline as well as my others still in progress. I hope to soon be incorporating some characters from other series together into a possible new story. I will have more on this as I get further along (Possibly Sage, Stephanie, and Eve at college). Also, I have a feeling Cynthia maybe showing back up soon, either in a new series or a new story. If you haven't read my previous stories, I highly recommend checking them out. As always, please rate and comment on this story, and feel free to leave me feedback. Also, I enjoy getting suggestions for possible scenarios in my stories. I can't promise to use all of them but have found myself drawing inspiration from past suggestions. Enjoy, and happy reading.
~
After my last performance for Jerome on Monday, I was eager to set up the next one. Partially because I enjoyed being a willing slut for him, and partially because he said he would have a friend that was going to be incorporated in our fun as well. However, on top of the desires and fantasies of what our next meeting would bring, I had news to tell him that I hoped would lead to an extended amount of fun for all. Tuesday morning as both my husband and daughter were getting ready for their days, I was reminded by both that the coming weekend they would be out of town. My husband had his annual guys golf weekend in his hometown, and my daughter's cheer team was traveling with the boy's basketball team as they battled for the state championship in the capital. I would have the entire house to myself, and a weekend available to serve Jerome.
So needless to say that once my family left the house I had my phone in hand and was texting Jerome my news. I was so giddy with excitement of what could be potentially a wild weekend that I stripped off my clothes and put on my slut collar. Jerome didn't respond right away which meant I had to keep myself busy so that I didn't get carried away and play with myself all day. I cleaned up the house for the first part of the morning while naked and collared, but found myself constantly checking my phone to see if I had any new notifications. I was becoming over aroused, so when my cleaning brought me into my bedroom and I saw my car keys with the attached time bomb, I figured I had to do something. Remembering how naughty it felt to be out in public with it the night before, I decided I should push myself to get out with it again.
I wasn't quite sure what exactly I should do but I did know that I wanted to look sexy for whatever I decided. Thinking about what Jerome would like, I went into my daughter's room to have a look in her closet. I was surprised to see that she had recently gotten some new clothes from what looked to be a recent shopping trip to Forever 21. I hadn't realized she had done so but was happy to have some new options to browse from. It didn't take me long to find the outfit I wanted, a light blue, distressed denim, mini skirt, and a yellow, crop top, Wonder Woman, t-shirt. The two items together would make me look like a little tramp, and I knew they would be just right especially if I paired them with my white tennis shoes and ankle socks. Of course, underwear would not be allowed.
Taking the clothes with me back to my bedroom, I quickly got myself ready to go out by putting on a touch of makeup and styling my hair some. As I dressed, my phone chirped and I snatched it up in hopes of hearing from Jerome. Unfortunately, it was a message from my husband reminding me that my car needed to go in for an oil change. Initially, I was upset that it wasn't Jerome, but my husband's message gave me the answer as to what I could do while out. If I took my car into the mechanic's, I would have to hand over my keys to them, which meant I would be handing over possession of the time bomb as well. Of course, I knew it was highly unlikely that the mechanic would discover what was on the thumb drive, but it was still a risk. The simple idea that he may be curious as to what the bright pink grenade on my key ring was, and look to see what was on it, made my pussy gush.
Enthused with the plan, I got dressed, remembering to take off and stash my collar, and then headed to my car. Inside, I saw my daughter's discarded dress from the night before and thought about running it back inside, but then naughtily decided to leave it on the passenger seat for the mechanic to see. A sly smile formed on my face as I started the car and drove away to begin my naughty adventure. As I drove to the auto shop, I figured that after I dropped the car off, I could do a bit of new clothing shopping for myself which would allow me the perfect opportunity to show myself off while also getting some more scandalous clothes of my own.
At the mechanics, I certainly felt the eyes of all the greasy workers on me as I waited to turn over my keys to have them service my car. The feeling of having them all stare at me was only outmatched by the feeling of terror and arousal I felt when the mechanic took ahold of my keys. I could have imagined it, but I am fairly certain that he did a double take at my keys when he noticed the grenade. I practically had to shake myself out of my aroused stupor and back to reality as he walked away to get back to work. He had told me that it should be ready within an hour or two and that he would call when it was ready if I didn't want to wait.
As I walked across the street to the mall, I felt as though the entire world was watching me. At home, my daughter's short skirt and crop top seemed fine enough, but in the real world, I felt practically naked. However, I hadn't any other option at that moment so I just powered on and told myself that I was doing it for Jerome. With my self-encouragement, I entered the mall determined to find some sexy outfits fit for my naughty side and some potential lingerie for the weekend.
While I shopped, the thought of my timebomb in the hands of the dirty mechanic was not far from my mind. On several occasions, I had to enter into a dressing room just to simply wipe up my wet pussy. I was amazed at the type of outfits I browsed and even purchased. Never before would I have even looked at the styles of clothes I bought, but with my new free and adventurous side guiding my decisions I was actually wondering just how daring I could get with my purchases. After stops in a few shops, I had acquired three new dresses, two tiny skirts with four pairing tops, and a number of different lingerie sets. None of the clothes where the type expected to be worn by a mother and wife in her forties, and that only made me more satisfied with them, as I knew that they were the type of things a slut would wear for her black master.
My shopping spree came to an end when I got the phone call from the mechanic letting me know that my car was ready to pick up. With my bags in hand, I strutted myself out of the mall and back to the auto shop. I no longer worried about how I looked in my daughter's clothes, and instead walked with the confidence of a woman that knew what she wanted; to be the best slut for her black master.
At the mechanics, I waited for a moment in the office for the man to bring me my keys and then pay for the service. It was certainly a relief to have the pink grenade back in my possession, but I still couldn't shake the thought of what would have happened had the mechanic uncovered my secret. With the oil change paid for, I took my bags to my car and headed for home, and upon arriving, I quickly headed for my bedroom to stash the new clothes, strip naked and put on my collar. I wanted to let myself be free for a bit more before my family got home, so I grabbed the black dildo Jerome had given to me into the living room, and rode it long and hard on the coffee table. I would bring myself to the brink of orgasm and then force myself to dismount the rubber cock so I could suck my juices from it. Once I settled down some, I would get back on and start the process all over again. That went on for about an hour until I was wild with arousal and completely exhausted. I didn't let myself cum once as I felt it was Jerome's privilege to control when, how, and where I did so. Covered in sweat, I retreated to my bathroom to shower and then get dressed normally as my husband and daughter would be getting home within the hour.
The evening with my family was the typical eat dinner, talk a bit about their days, watch some television before retreating to our bedrooms. I was hoping to hear back from Jerome late that night, but I was sadly disappointed when he did not. Thankfully, because of my afternoon solo session, I was too exhausted to stay awake dwelling over it. In fact, I was so beat that I slept in and didn't even realize my husband and daughter had left for the day. Feeling refreshed from a good night's sleep, I peeled off my clothes upon the realization that I was alone and just laid in bed looking at my go-to interracial photos and videos. My phone suddenly chimed with a new message, pulling me away from the rabbit hole of naughtiness I was traveling down. I was ecstatic to see it was a reply from Jerome.
Jerome: So my slut has the house to herself this weekend?
Me: Yes, from Friday morning until Sunday afternoon.
Jerome: And what exactly is the slut going to do during that time?
Me: I want to serve you freely, and allow you to use me as your slut.
Jerome: Oh really? So my slut wants to serve me? In private or public?
Me: Both. Whatever you want. I am just your willing slut to command.
Jerome: In that case slut, I think we can have a great time this weekend. I will be over Friday morning, but until then you are not to cum.
Me: Yes sir.
Jerome: Great, I'll see you Friday then slut.
With my weekend confirmed with Jerome, I went from desperate arousal to wild arousal instantly. The only problem was I would have to wait. It was only Wednesday morning, so it would be 48 hours until I could get as wild as Jerome wanted me to get. Those hours I knew would drag by, and that they did. I tried to keep myself busy by going out grocery shopping, but of course, I was in such a mood that I did so not wearing panties or a bra, and in one of my daughter's sundresses. My attempt at distraction was, however, a fail. I was just too lost in my fantasies to adequately function in any normal manner. I am not even sure what it was that I purchased, but I am sure it wasn't everything I had written out on my list.
Later that day when my husband and daughter got home, they both began almost immediately preparing for their respective trips. Their buzz of energy, however, did keep them from noticing me lost in thought of the many ways Jerome could potentially use me while they were away. We decided to order out for dinner, partially because they were busy packing, and partially because I wasn't really present enough to make dinner. The rest of the evening was a bore, and I went to bed that night dreaming of my weekend of freedom.
The next morning, after my family left for the day, I showered and decided to spend the day at home naked except for my collar. I wanted to work myself up, so I did all I could to look at erotic interracial images and videos online, reviewed my daring time bomb material, and perused the online database of the erotic images Jerome had posted of me. All the while I rubbed and touched myself to just the edge of orgasm before forcing myself to back off. I must have done that at least a dozen times, and all over my house. By the time my husband and daughter got home, my pussy was basically a fountain, and if I hadn't put on clothes I probably would have left a wet trail wherever I went. It probably should be mentioned that I chose to dress in clothes far more provocative than I had ever worn with my family around. I wore a pair of very small pajama shorts with no panties and a loose fitting tank top. Again my the members of my family were to busy to really notice, but I did get some extra attention from the delivery boy when I paid for dinner.
Because of the way I was dressed I half expected my husband to try a play at having sex under the pretense that he was going out of town, but it was not to be as he crashed pretty hard after dinner. He said he had to work hard to get everything done at his job so he was able to take the next day off to travel. I was fine with that, as I feared even a quick sexual romp with my husband might have been enough to send me into a climax which would have been against Jerome's order.
My daughter also went to bed early, as she said the bus that was taking the players and cheerleaders was leaving the school a 5:30 am, and so she needed to get up early as to not miss it. My husband offered to drop her off on his way out of town, and she happily agreed. So I was left to get back to my earlier antics of stripping naked and playing with myself some more once both retired to bed. I even pushed myself to be bolder by going outside while naked and touching myself on the front walkway. Once I opened that can of worms though, I found myself continuing to up the ante.
I started to walk away from my house still naked and stood out in the middle of the street. With a buzz of excitement, I bent at the waist and reached my hands back to spread open my ass to an imaginary car coming my way. That led to me slipping two of my fingers into my ass, and moaning aloud as I told myself what a naughty slut I was. Not wanting to actually get caught, I did eventually get out of the street and headed back to my house. As I walked up the path to my door, I sucked on my fingers that had just been inside my asshole sparking me to act naughtier so I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled the rest of the way to my house. My naughty behavior didn't stop there though, because as I re-entered my house, I headed straight to my daughter's bathroom.
Inside, I opened her hamper and search for every pair of her dirty panties I could find. There were quite a lot, as I had been pretty distracted and hadn't done her laundry for a while. I sorted out the underwear into two piles, thongs and everything else. The thong pile was considerably larger, but that is what I was expecting and hoped for. The other panties went back into the hamper, and I took the thongs back into the living room with me. I had ten thongs in all, and it was my plan to stuff each one inside of me. Pulling out the two athletic style thongs, I quickly pushed them into my mouth. They were both a bit damp, as I figured they were worn during her cheer practices.
Fueled by the naughtiness of having my daughter's moist panties in my mouth and the overwhelming arousal I had built up through the day, I began taking the remaining thongs one by one and inserting them into my drenched cunt. At first, because of how dainty the pieces were, there wasn't much struggle to get them inside and I soon had four pairs stuffed inside of me. It was with the fifth one that I began to feel resistance, and I just barely managed to get the sixth one in. Not wanting to leave two out, I realized I could try pushing them into my ass, and not much after thinking it was I actually doing it. I panted as I pushed the final thing into my ass, and felt astonished that I had inserted ten of my daughter's thongs into myself. Two in my mouth, six in my pussy, and two in my ass; I was a filthy slut of a mother.
Feeling as though I might get in trouble, or worse, cum, I decided to end my fun and go to bed once I removed each pair of panties from inside of me and returned them to the hamper. Even though the fabric of the thongs did an adequate job of soaking up my juices, I still went to bed that night with a slick slit. I dared myself to sleep naked, and needless to say, I dreamt the entire night once again of serving Jerome for the weekend. My antics at night led me to sleep hard though, and I was startled awake when my husband kissed my forehead the next morning to let me know he was leaving. I wished him a safe and fun trip as he left, and then waited until I heard the garage door shut indicating he and my daughter were getting into the car. I waited a few more moments before getting myself up and out of bed. Knowing that in just a few hours Jerome would be over, I had plenty of nervous energy.
In the shower, I shaved my body smooth, then I moisturized after, and did my hair to look my best for Jerome's arrival. I did not, however, get dresses as I figured he would either inform me what he wanted me to wear for his arrival or would enjoy seeing me naked and available for him when he showed up. One thing I did make sure to do though was to eat a good breakfast as I wasn't certain how much time I would get to eat over the weekend and thought it a good idea to at least start the day off with some sustenance in my body.
Jerome never told me an exact time he would be over, rather just said he would see me in the morning. So I was left to wait until I either heard from him or he showed up. This, of course, meant I began to get antsy waiting and led to me working myself to a few more edges. At around 8:30 Jerome texted me, and I was happy to hear from him as I was trembling with desire to serve.
Jerome: On my way, be dressed in something sexy. Also, attach your time bomb to the pull on your purse.
Me: Yes sir, I can't wait.
With my reply sent off to him, I raced to my bedroom to dress. It was the perfect opportunity to wear the new clothes I bought earlier in the week. From my closet, I pulled out one of the tiny skirts, a black flared skirt, and a racer back white top. Choosing as I knew Jerome would want, I went without a bra or panties and paired the look with a modest black spike heel. Looking myself over in the mirror, I was impressed with just how sexy I looked but was a bit nervous about the length of the skirt and lack of bra under the white top. My nipples were already erect and pushing against the tight fabric, and doing a twirl my skirt easily lifted up to expose my naked sex and ass, but I knew Jerome would love it and that was all that matter to me at the moment.
Retrieving my keys, I slipped the hot pink grenade off the ring, and onto my purse zipper pull before stashing the keys inside. A short while after I got ready, Jerome knocked at my door, and I eagerly rushed to open it and greet him. He immediately, without saying a word, pulled me in for a forceful and passionate kiss; I melted. It only lasted a moment, however, before he pulled away and spoke.
"Good morning my slut. You are looking very sexy."
"Thank you and good morning sir," I replied. My heart still fluttering from the kiss, I took a moment to look at him. He was dressed in a pair of jeans, a casual white t-shirt, and a pair of tan boots.
"Grab your purse and your phone, we are gonna get some coffee and then run a few errands," he ordered in return.
I nodded my understanding and acceptance of his command before moving to grab the items requested and returning to him at the door. We walked to his car, with his arm secured around my shoulders pulling me into his muscular frame. It felt wonderful to be in his presence and in his embrace, but like the kiss, it was short lived because as we reached his car he let me go and ordered as he had in the past for me to kiss the hood. I did so without delay so that I could join him inside. Once my door was shut, Jerome pulled away and I waited for what was to next.
"Here, I want you to apply this to your wrist," he said handing me what looked like a small piece of paper. "It will mark you as mine for the weekend."



"Okay," was my reply as I examined the item. When I flipped it over, I realized it was a type of temporary tattoo, however, the design for it was quite risque. It was a barcode, but with the words "BLACK OWNED" written above it, and a queen of spades logo over the left-hand corner. My heart fluttered at the idea of having such a proclamation on my wrist, and I was actually eager to get it put on. I read the directions, and as if reading my mind, Jerome handed me a damp cloth he had stashed on his door panel. Within minutes, I had the tattoo applied and was amazed at how real it looked. Showing Jerome, he smiled his approval and said, "Great, I have more if that one starts to wear away." Moments later we arrived at a coffee shop that was situated within a larger strip mall. I got out of the car and met Jerome at the back after he parked. He pulled me in close and spoke to me.
"When we get inside, I will find us a place to sit, and you will get us two lattes."
"Yes sir," was my simple reply, and as we entered the shop we did just that. Jerome gave me a tiny swat on my ass before leaving to find a place for us to enjoy our coffee, and I got in line to order. There were a few people in front of me and as I waited for my turn I could sense the attention I was gathering in my very revealing outfit. If possible, my nipples got even harder and strained to bust through the fabric of my top. By the time I got up to the counter, I could feel the slickness of my sex coating my thighs and hoped that it wasn't apparent to anyone else.
I ordered the coffee, and when I went to pay I realized the subtle naughtiness of Jerome. Because he had me put my time bomb on my purse zipper, I had to handle it as I opened my purse thus conjuring up the recollection of what was on it. Also, as I handed my debit card to the barista, I used my hand that had the temporary tattoo on my inside wrist and could tell that the twenty-something girl who took my order was trying to figure out what it said. If her reaction told me anything, she was able to read it and seemed to have become quite flustered upon doing so. Again, my pussy gushed.
After a short wait, the lattes where ready and I took them over to where Jerome was sitting. He had chosen a small table with two chairs near the back corner of the coffee shop. There were others sitting nearby but were mostly absorbed in their laptops. I set down the two drinks atop the table and then took my seat in the empty chair.
"Thank you slut," he said loud enough that I could hear him, but most likely not loud enough for anyone else to hear.
I replied in a similar manner, "you're are welcome Sir. I think the barista read the tattoo on my wrist; she seemed flustered as I paid."
"Did it turn you on knowing she saw you are black-owned," he asked.
"Yes, it really did sir. I am practically dripping."
He smiled and took a drink from his drink before asking me, "Are you enjoying being out in public as my slut?"
"Yes. It feels exhilarating to step outside of my normal everyday day life."
"Are you nervous that someone you know will see you," he asked.
"Not really. I don't have many people I am that personable with other than my husband and you sir. I know people, but none that I would be worried about seeing me with you."
"Interesting," he said as he took another sip of his latte, "I am gonna ask you some more personal question now, and you are to answer them honestly."
I nodded my head that I understood, and then took a drink from my coffee as I waited to hear what he was going to ask me.
"I know that I am the first black guy you have ever been with, but how many guys, including your husband, have you been with?"
I replied, "Three, including my husband, I have been with three men."
"That's it," he questioned, "only three men for a naughty slut like yourself?"
"Yes. Before my husband, I had two short-term boyfriends that lasted maybe a few months, but neither were really anything to write home about," I explained.
"Well then," he continued his questioning, "is it safe to assume that you have only sucked three cocks as well?"
I shook my head as I took another drink, "Only two. I didn't give my first boyfriend head."
Jerome seemed amazed at the revelation, as he took a moment before saying, "we will certainly see if we can get those numbers up. When is the last time you have had sex with husband?"
"Oh gosh, I'm not sure. He usually so tired from work, and I am quite frankly to busy thinking about you, that I don't think we have had sex in about a month," I answered.
Smiling, he said, "Poor hubby, his sexy slut wife is to busy serving her black owner to get any of her slutty pussy. What's the sluttiest thing you have ever done for him, or with him?"
I had to think about it for a moment, but I soon remembered a moment during a vacation and relayed the moment to Jerome.
"Once, while on a vacation about ten years back, I got a little tipsy and let my husband have sex with me on our room's balcony that overlooked the pool. I was completely naked but it was late at night so I don't think anyone saw us."
"Haha," he laughed, "You have done far more slutty things for me in just the short time we have known each other. I seem to have unlocked your inner freak."
"Yes, you have," I replied smiling and blushing.
"Well let's get out of here, I want to stop into a few stores here and we can take our coffees to-go," Jerome announced as he stood and held out his hand.
I reached up and took his hand as I stood, and we walked out and towards the other stores in the lot. As we exited the coffee shop, Jerome again pulled me in, but this time his arm was around my waist with his hand resting on my ass over the skirt. He gave me a little squeeze, and I felt my heart beat faster and my slit moisten. The first store we stopped into was a party supply store, and Jerome led us towards the costume section.
"I want to find a nice mask for you. That way when I film and take pictures of you, you don't have to wear the hood anymore and more of your pretty face can be seen," he informed me as we browsed. I was a bit unsure about having more of my face visible but trusted in Jerome to have my best interests in mind. Reaching the end of one aisle, Jerome grabbed a back opera style eye mask of a hook.
"This should work. Try it on and let me see how you look slut," he ordered.
Taking the plastic mask from him, I pulled it onto my head and into position over my face. Unlike the hood I wore, this mask only covered the areas around my eyes and left my mouth, nose, and head visible.
"Yeah, that looks perfect. Pose for a picture now."
Doing as I was told, I struck a pose for Jerome right in the aisle way and he snapped a picture using his phone. He then showed me the image after I took off the mask, and I was happy to see that it did an adequate job of concealing my identity while also making me look mysteriously sexy.
"Go ahead and pay for the mask slut, and I'll upload this photo to the gallery with the others. Meet me outside when you are done."
We walked together until the end of the aisle, and then I continued to the register while he walked to the door. Just as it played out in the coffee shop when I paid, I was reminded of my time bomb, and the clerk took notice of my tattoo. It felt so naughty to be showing off my slutty side so freely, and I was desperate to have Jerome use me soon. Not just fuck me, but truly use me as his slut.
I caught back up with him outside and he grabbed me around the waist again as we walked to the next store. As we did, the hand on my ass began to squeeze me a bit more firmly, and then I felt him begin to bunch up the material of my skirt. Little by little, it crept up until his hand freely palmed my naked cheek. I was shocked at how brazenly he was feeling me up in public, but I didn't try to stop him. The groping only lasted a brief moment before he let go of the skirt and my ass was once again covered. I wasn't sure if anyone saw, but the thrill and idea that someone may have kept me riled up.
The next store he led us into was a small grocery store, and Jerome informed me that he wanted to pick up a few items to eat. He grabbed us a basket and we shopped the store while I paid close attention to the items he picked out. In the produce section, he grabbed a bunch of bananas, a carton of strawberries, and a bag of grapes. Then he got a carton of milk from the dairy section along with a can of whipped cream. When we strolled through the frozen department, he picked up a bag of frozen blueberries. We stayed in the frozen section for a moment as Jerome browsed, and the cold air accentuated my hardened nipples, and it must have gotten his attention because he grabbed me and kissed me as he had at my house. With his free hand, he reached under my skirt and once again grabbed my ass, this time lingering for a bit and inching a finger towards my hole. I moaned into his mouth as he tapped the tip of his finger against the tight entrance before breaking off the kiss and removing his hand.
Following our moment of passion, we walked towards the beer coolers. Jerome instructed me to grab one of the thirty packs of light beer from a case. With the beer in my possession, he handed me the now filled shopping basket and as he had at the previous store, informed I was to pay and then meet him outside. Even though it was a struggle for me to carry both the case of beer and the basket of groceries, I made no protest and made my way to the checkout line.
Just as I had at the coffee shop, as I waited in line to check out, I could feel eyes on me, and the items I was purchasing probably only added to the assumptions about my nature. Reaching the front of the line, I was once again reminded of my sluttiness when pulling open my purse to retrieve my wallet, and again drew the quizzical eye of the cashier upon sight of the tattoo. I just smiled and thanked the older man before grabbing the bags and the case of beer on my way out of the store. To my surprise, Jerome had retrieved his car and pulled it in front of the store to wait for me. As I approached, he rolled the passenger side window down and told me to put everything in the truck. He also reminded me that I was to show his car respect before entering.
I felt an elevated sense of naughtiness when I leaned over to kiss his car's hood after putting the bags and beer in the truck. Primarily the feeling came because I was doing so right out in public, and just outside of a relatively busy store. However, I did as required, and then quickly entered the car so we could be on our way. Before we even left the parking lot, Jerome reached over and grasped my chest, kneading my breast through my top. His hand then dropped to my lap and pulled up my skirt to grope my flooded cunt. He pulled his hand away after a moment and lifted it covered in my juices to my mouth. I dutifully began to lick arousal off of his fingers and hand, hoping soon that I would get to do the same to his massive member. I would apparently have to wait, as he was satisfied with my cleaning of his hand and pulled it back to the steering wheel. A few moments later we arrived back at my house. Reaching into the back seat, Jerome grabbed a duffle bag I had not been aware of and the gave me some instructions.
"Bring the stuff we got into the house. Leave the grocery items on the counter, but put the beer in the fridge. Wait for me in the kitchen naked except for your heels and the new mask."
He then left me in the car as he headed inside my house. I was curious as what he had planned, and what was in the bag, but I knew whatever it was I was going to enjoy it. I also knew that he most likely planned on filming me or taking pictures to post, as he made sure to instruct me to wear to mask. It took a bit of maneuvering, but I managed to get the bags and beer into the house in one trip, I was eager after all and was quickly naked as requested. I wasn't quite sure where Jerome had gone once he got inside, but as I waited for him, I hoped he wouldn't be too long. He eventually came into the kitchen and I wasn't surprised to see he was holding up a video camera when he did.
"Hello again slut, how are you doing," he asked and I understood he was recording and setting a scene. I followed along and responded, "Hello sir, I am doing great, but am eager to serve you."
"And serve you will slut, but before that, why don't you tell everyone where we are today?"
Still going with the role, I replied, "We are in my kitchen sir."
"That's right, which is the perfect place to make a delicious smoothie," he said as I watched him pan the camera to the counter that held the groceries from earlier. He then panned back to me and instructed me to get out my blender. Not questioning him, I turned away from the camera and bent at the waist to retrieve the blender which just happened to be stashed in the lower cabinet behind me. Once I pulled out the appliance, I turned and stood back up at which Jerome indicated I was to set it down on the counter next to the, what I now knew to be smoothie ingredients. I was still a bit in the dark about what was going to happen, but I kept playing along as I knew that whatever Jerome had planned, it certainly would be exciting and slutty.
"Good job slut, now go ahead and start making your self a nice and tasty smoothie."
Figuring I would actually enjoy a good smoothie, I did as I was told without question. I peeled a banana and dropped it into the blender, along with a handful of strawberries and blueberries. I then poured in some milk to help liquify the mixture of fruits. Giving Jerome a quick glance as I put the lid on, he returned my glance with a silent nod, and I began to blend everything together. It was long before it was a smooth and frothy drink, and as I stopped the blender he told me to get out a glass. Walking as sexily as I could for the camera, I took the few steps to the other side of the kitchen and grabbed a tall glass from the cabinet. Bringing the glass back to the counter, I went to begin pouring the smoothie into it but Jerome stopped me.
"Hold on slut, not just yet. You'll get to drink it, but you have one more step to complete. Have you ever heard of an 'ass smoothie'?"
I legitimately had not, and my reaction conveyed both my obliviousness and intrigue about such a thing.
"No, I have not heard of an 'ass smoothie'."
"Well after today you will have a thorough understanding of what one is. Simply stated it is a smoothie that comes out of your ass. Now since you did such a good job of mixing up the smoothie, we can now get to the fun part, pouring it into your ass. That is where this will come into play," he held up what I recognized as a speculum. "I'll do the job of pouring it inside of you, all you have to do is get into proper position. Prop yourself up against the cabinets so that your ass is pointing straight up; almost as if you were going to try and eat yourself out. Think you can manage that slut?'
"Yes sir," I said with a great deal of enthusiasm and while dropping down to my knees to prepare to do so. It took me a little doing, but I managed to get into the proper position, and I looked up through my legs as Jerome took the time to pan the camera over my body and onto my now upturned ass. He then poured some oil onto my ass that he must have grabbed off the counter, and began to press the speculum into my ass. With the device firmly in place, he started to expand which in effect spread open my tight hole. The stretching felt a bit painful at first, but it wasn't anything I couldn't handle. When he was satisfied that I was adequately opened, he stopped and grabbed the pitcher off of the blender.
"Here it comes slut, I'm going to pour into to your opened asshole and you just relax and let it fill you up. I'll take it slow as to not spill any, so try not to move or you won't get your full serving."
I then felt the cold liquid began to pour into my warm and stretched open asshole. It was a strange sensation, to say the least, but wasn't an unpleasant one. Jerome would pour until it was about to spill over and then stop, and I would slowly begin feeling the drink sink further into me allowing him to pour more inside. This pattern went on for awhile until that last drips of the pitcher spilled into my open hole. Jerome had me wait for just a little longer to allow for the smoothie to sink further into me before pulling out the stretching device. Upon its removal, and before I got back into an upright position, he brought the speculum to my mouth to lick.
"Like licking the spoon when you are baking," he said with a laugh. I only smiled in response, as I licked the cold plastic. The taste of the smoothie was actually pretty good, and I hoped that it having been poured into my ass wouldn't affect the flavor too much.
When he felt I had done a sufficient job licking clean the speculum, he tossed it aside on the floor of the kitchen and instructed me to stand. I was nervous in doing so, as my abdomen region felt full and I feared that once I stood, the all of the liquid would come draining out of me. However, as I turned over and began to stand, I found my fears for not, as my asshole had time to tighten to a close as I licked the speculum and I was able to hold everything inside.
Jerome held out the glass to me and said, "now you can enjoy your smoothie slut. Just squat over this glass and let it out of your ass."
Grabbing the glass from him, I respectfully began to squat over it. In an attempt to prevent a mess, I pressed the glass firmly against my ass, encircling my asshole, and began to expel the cool liquid of the smoothie into it. Performing such I was washed over with a feeling of embarrassment from that fact that I was basically having a smoothie bowel movement in front of my black lover who was recording it for the intent of posting it online for countless others to see. However, as I thought of the number of potential others who would see me doing this, the embarrassment of the degrading act faded and was replaced with a new level of arousal. When I eventually filled the cup and felt as though no more of the smoothie was still inside of me, I pulled the now full glass away and stood up.
"Okay slut, enjoy you ass smoothie," Jerome instructed as I stood silently before him with the unusually served concoction in my hand.
Amazingly, the drink was still cool, as I could feel it through the glass. I looked at it momentarily, and if I didn't know it had been inside my ass, I wouldn't have been able to tell just from looking at it. Smirking for the Jerome and the camera, I lifted the drink to my lips and took my first sip from it. To my somewhat surprise, it tasted normal; just like a strawberry and banana smoothie. I took another larger gulp and then indicated my pleasure.
"So good. It is creamy and cold. I love it. I might have to make ass smoothies a regular thing."
My next gulp, however, had more of an acidic tang then normal and I assumed that it was the flavoring of my ass coming through. I didn't let the change in taste affect my expression though, and I certainly didn't stop drinking. After a few moments, I had guzzled the creamy beverage down and set the empty glass atop the counter. I smiled at the camera and Jerome again feeling proud of myself and waiting for his next move.
"Did you enjoy your smoothie slut," Jerome asked.
"Yes, I did, very much."
"A slut needs her nutrition I guess, no matter how it gets prepared. Say bye to your fans slut," he said.
Raising my hand up and smiling, I waved and said, "Goodbye everyone. I hope you enjoyed watching as much as I enjoyed drinking my ass smoothie."
Jerome turned the camera off, before giving me further instructions, "Well done slut, go ahead and clean up all the smoothie stuff and then yourself if you need to before meeting in your backyard."



He then walked away and left me to my task. I quickly washed the blender's pitcher and the glass out, then wiped up the slight amount of spillage I found on the floor. Pleased that I had cleaned the kitchen well enough, I went into the hall bathroom to wipe away the stickiness left by the smoothie. While I was in the bathroom, I looked at myself in the mirror, and I didn't see a mother or a wife, I saw a lust driven vixen and I felt proud as that was what I was for at least this weekend. With a bit more confidence in my step, I headed to meet Jerome outside in my backyard. I didn't change as he had not told me to do so, but I understood that meant going out naked and in potential view of my neighbors if they were home.
The backyard of my house was of decent size, and well landscaped because my husband paid a crew to keep it maintained regularly. Jerome I saw, was standing in the middle of the yard and was once again holding the camera up, filming me as I exited the house. Though my house was a single story home, the neighbors on either side of my house were both two-story homes and could easily see into the yard from the upper floors. The homes behind mine were fortunately single story homes and didn't really have a view into my yard unless someone was standing up and looking over the fence. Though I was unsure if any of my neighbors were home I didn't want to upset Jerome, so when he did say anything, I continued walking to him. However, after my first step, he uttered a single command.
"Crawl."
Doing as expected, I dropped to my hands and knees and began to crawl towards him. It was such a demeaning and degrading way to be made to approach him, but it didn't bother me, and instead fueled my arousal further. As I neared him, I watched as he used his free hand to unfasten his pants and pull free his semi-erect cock. At his feet, I looked up, and he simply said, "suck." Finally getting the prize I had been aching for all week, my mouth quickly took hold of his thick pole and I began to service him like the slut I was. His manhood grew to its full size only seconds after I started, and I brought my hands up to help me in my task.
I was lost in the joy of giving Jerome pleasure when suddenly startled by the sound of the side gate being opened and voices of men approaching. Jerome didn't seem alarmed but also didn't seem to be bothered when I back off of his cock to look over at the side of the house at the source of the noise. A wave of embarrassment crashed over me as from the side of the house came the crew my husband used to maintain the landscaping. I completely forgot that this was the Friday that they were scheduled to show up. The small crew of three men each froze in shock upon sight of me; a sight I'm sure they were not expecting. I was kneeling naked and wearing a mask in front of a large black man who was filming me with his enormous cock inches from my face and no one seemed to really know what to do. Jerome, however, continued to film and even panned to show the arrival of the landscapers. I looked to him for guidance, but none came as I suspected he wanted to see what I would do. What I wanted to do was to continue sucking off Jerome, but I didn't like the idea of three men hired by my husband watching. I wasn't worried they would tell him as they never came by when he was home, I just didn't like the idea of a live crowd, nor did I want to give them the idea that they could potentially join in. As nonchalantly as I could, I addressed the crew.
"Oh my god, I am so sorry. I completely forgot that you guys were scheduled to work on the yard today. Now is not a great time, do you think you can come by next week instead?"
It took a few seconds for any of them to shake out of the shocked state, but eventually, one of the men did and very sympathetically responded by saying, "oh of course, yes. Sorry to barge in like this, we didn't think anyone was back here. We will be going, and will come back next Friday."
As they spoke, Jerome had used his free hand to begin rubbing his momentarily neglected cock on my face. I didn't object even though it was adding to my severe embarrassment. I watched as calmly as I could, as the landscapers turned and walked back to the side of the house. It wasn't until I heard the gate close that I turned back to Jerome. He had the biggest smile on his face, as he spoke to me.
"That was a fun, unexpected interruption. I'm sure they will never forget the time they stumbled upon the wife of one of their customers blowing a black man in her backyard. Did you like getting seen sucking my big black cock by those men?'
Wanting to forget what just happened and get back to my task, I quickly answered, "Yes, I felt like a true slut." I then took his cock back into my mouth and continued where I left off. Jerome didn't seem to mind and simply allowed me to devour his manhood as he filmed. I hoped that he would soon fuck me, but it was not to be as after about five minutes of my oral ministrations on his pole he began to tense and flood my mouth with his thick seed. Swallowing fast, I managed to ingest all of his wonderful cum and felt proud in myself for doing so. Though I still hoped he would fuck me, I didn't say a word as he pulled his still erect cock from my mouth and began to speak once again.
"There you go slut, a good taste to start out what I expect to be a wild weekend. Do you like swallowing my cum slut?'
Looking up at him and the still recording eye of the camera, I replied, "yes I do, it is so good. I love it."
"Do you swallow your husband's cum," he asked.
"No, not usually."
Have you ever sucked him off in your backyard like you just did for me," he continued with his questioning.
"Never."
"Well then, I guess it is safe to assume he has never fucked you out here either," he responded.
"No, he has not," I answered.
"Too bad, because I am. Stand up and turn around," he announced.
In a flash, I rose to my feet and turned away from him. I felt him push against my upper back to bend me over, and then gently kick my legs apart. He then swiftly pressed his bulbous cockhead at the entrance of my pussy before pausing for a moment to ask me a question.
"You want this cock slut?"
"Yes, oh god yes please," was my enthusiastically honest answer. He accepted my answer and shoved himself in with one quick motion accordingly. I let out a deep and passion filled moaned as he did, completely forgetting that I was outside and surrounded by neighboring houses.
"Yeah, that's it slut. Moan out loud. Let your neighbors know that you love getting fucked by big black cock. You can come all you want, but just make sure I can hear you when you do."
Jerome began to pummel my pussy with his black tool, and I responded with a cacophony of moans, groans, and wails of pleasure. My first orgasm came very soon after he started, and I yelled out that I was cumming, and that I didn't want him to stop. As I rode my first explosive climax, I felt Jerome start to smack my ass as he pumped himself in and out of my needy cunt. I was in a state of bliss as Jerome ravaged me, and spoke dirty to me.
"That's it slut, cum from my big black cock. Let your neighbors hear what cheating slut wife you are, and how much you love my cock. Tell em' slut, tell your neighbors."
In an orgasmic haze, I responded, "Oh my god, I love your black cock. Yes, fuck me harder. I'm your slut, I'm your cheating slut wife, and I love your big black cock."
I came again after my loud proclamation and once again moaned aloud to signal my climax. Jerome's hammering didn't slow and he continued to punish both my pussy with his fat cock and my ass cheeks with his hand. Both of which came with derogatory exclamations and orders.
"God, you just came again, you really do love this black cock and don't care who knows it. After this weekend, I don't think your poor pathetic husband will ever be able to satisfy you. I own you, and you love it. You love being my white fuck toy. You love me using you like a simple slut. You love that I record it all too and that I post it online for others to see. You want everyone to know what you truly are; a black cock slut."
"Yes, yes! I'm your slut! I love being your slut! Oh god, fuck! Yes, everyone, I'm a slut for black cock," I replied before exploding into my third orgasm. It was so powerful that I collapsed and shock on the grass as Jerome stood above me with his mighty cock swaying in front of him. As I recovered from the intense climax, I noticed that Jerome had stopped recording and had also refastened his pants, putting his member away.
"When you recover, go shower, and then meet me in the living room," he instructed as he walked towards the house and left me laying in a puddle on the yard.
I laid in the grass, recovering both my energy and my senses, for a few minutes. I was basking in the afterglow of what was truly an amazing and crazy experience. It dawned on me as I laid there that, it was only the beginning of what would surely be an amazing and crazy weekend. It was after all only eleven o'clock in the morning on the first day. If this kept up, I would be an exhausted mess by the time my family returned.
Eventually, I got up and made my way inside. I went straight to my bedroom and started the shower. I was curious what Jerome had planned for the rest of the day, and so I took a quick refreshing shower after discarding the mask and heels on my bedroom floor. After a quick rinse, but not getting my hair wet so I wouldn't have to re-do it, I moisturized my skin and then headed out naked to see Jerome in the living room. When I reached him, he was sitting on the couch with my daughter's laptop in front of him.
"There she is, I need a beer slut, go and fetch me one out of the fridge while I finish up here," he ordered.
Not saying anything in return, I turned to the kitchen and did just as he asked. While I did, I wondered what exactly he was doing with my daughter's computer, but decided not to focus on that and instead be a good slut for him. I returned to the living room with the requested beer in hand and handed it to him. I stood waiting for him to say something, or to guide me as to what I was to do next. He didn't say anything as he took the beer from me and drank a big swig before setting it down on the table next to the laptop. After a few moments, he finally spoke.
"There we go. Here check it out. I uploaded the two videos we recorded, take a look."
I sat down next to him as he turned the screen a bit towards me, and to my surprise there where two new videos and the picture from the party supply shop on the profile page for anyone to view. Seeing them made my heart flutter and my pussy gush. I looked so seductive in the new mask. However, the fact that more of my face was visible and the idea that the new videos were filmed at my house certainly scared me some.
"What do you think slut? Will everyone like these new videos," Jerome inquired.
"Yeah, they will love them I'm sure. It's scary though, I'm nearly recognizable, and my house," I started to say before he cut me off.
"Of course they will. Everyone loves a good black cock slut. You make the perfect kind too; you're married and a mother."
"Thank you, but will my daughter find this page when she uses her laptop next," I ask genuinely concerned.
"Oh no, I will erase the browser history so she won't accidentally stumble across them. Well, that is unless she finds the copies I hid on her hard drive along with the others I hid the other day. Considering she hasn't found those yet, I'm sure she won't find the new ones either. Probably only uses her computer to look at porn like her mother anyways. If that's the case, she might find your videos if she takes after your inclination for black men."
My jaw dropped in shock and horror. Hearing he had saved videos of my slutty behavior on my daughter's computer caused me to worry, but also in a weird way drove my arousal into another gear. Nervously I asked, "how could you do that? I can't have my daughter finding those videos."
Jerome drank some more of his beer and smiled as he answered, "Relax slut, I hid them where even if she was looking she would probably not find them. I did it to add to the excitement you got out having a time bomb. I figured this would be just another level. You will get so aroused now everytime you see her using her computer as you wonder if she will find out about your secret. Don't lie to yourself now slut, you love that I did this don't you?"
If I was being honest with myself and thought about it, I actually did find it exciting, so I nodded that I did, and I felt the shame wash over me.
"Haha," he laughed, "of course you do. Now go make me some lunch, I'm hungry and need to eat if I am going to be able to continue to give what you want and desire."
I rushed off to the kitchen again to get a lunch prepared for him. I should have felt appalled that he was treating me like a simple servant, but that's what I was, his servant; sexually and otherwise. So instead I felt proud and honored at my role with Jerome, and quickly constructed a grilled chicken sandwich with some chips for him. Returning to the living room with his plate, I set it down on the table in front of him and asked, "is there anything else I can do for you, sir?"
"No slut, I am okay for now. You can sit down and watch those new videos as I eat and watch Sports Center," he answered.
Doing as I was told, I grabbed my daughters laptop and sat down on the couch to watch my most recent slutty behavior. However, before I could even start my phone began to ring. I looked to Jerome, and he insisted I go and see who it was. Quickly I hurried to retrieve my phone before it stopped ringing. It was my daughter, I had told her to call me once she had gotten settle at the hotel, so I answered it as I walked back to the couch. Seeing me on the phone, an evil grin formed on Jerome's face as he pointed for me to drop between his legs. He began to unfasten his pants, and I realized that he wanted me to suck his cock again, but this time while I was on the phone. In full slut mode, I did not object.
"Oh honey, I am so happy to hear that you made it safe and with no issues," I said to my daughter before bobbing my head down and engulfing Jerome's mushroom head with my lips. It was only a quick kiss before I released it and asked my daughter, "what are your plans now that you have gotten to the hotel?" I took his cock back into my mouth as I half listened to my daughter's answer. Something about getting cleaned up, and then going to the nearby mall and having a bite to eat. When it was apparent that she was done, I popped off of Jerome's black pole momentarily to tell her to be safe and to have fun, but I must have sounded a little off because she replied, "Are you okay Mom, you sound a little distracted." Having to think quickly on my feet I spouted out that I was fine, and was just eating some lunch. My daughter seemed to buy it, as she said bye, and told me she would call me later. Again I told her to have fun and to be safe before we both hung up the phone.
Jerome allowed me to suck on his member for a little longer after my phone call ended, but he eventually pushed me off and told me to let him watch his show. Feeling somewhat hurt by this, I silently stood up and re-took my spot on the couch with the laptop. I noticed Jerome had plugged in headphones, so as I watched the erotic videos I used the headphones to listen and not distract him. For the next hour, I simply sat naked and in awe as I watched just how slutty I had been. The only time I had to stop was when Jerome handed me his finished plate and empty beer to take away. Dutifully, I did as ordered, and brought back a full beer upon my return.
When I finished watching the two videos, I was thankful that Jerome seemed ready to move on to something new as I was quite literally a leaking mess of arousal. It was early afternoon, and Jerome said he wanted to go out and have a bit of fun with me. I was told to get dressed into something sexy and to bring with me the mask and my "cheating slut" collar; this, of course, meant he intended on doing some more filming. Rushing off to my bedroom, I pulled out one of my new dresses. It was a red bodycon style dress that hugged my curves and left nothing to the imagination with a hemline only reaching my mid-thigh. To add to the sluttiness of the dress, it had side slits on either side that went up to my hip and were laced together with black cording. The slits effectively displayed I would be without panties. I picked out another pair of heels to go with the dress, and since my hair and makeup were still looking good, I retrieved the collar and mask before meeting Jerome back in the living room.
He was waiting for me by the door with an appreciative grin for how I looked. I was instructed to put the mask and collar in my purse, and then he asked for my wedding ring. Knowing that enjoyed using my wedding ring to remind of my real life when I was being his slut, and knowing that it always made me hotter, I happily handed it over after sliding it off my finger.
"Go and get a travel coffee mug slut," he commanded once he had my ring. Intrigued by what he had in mind, I dutifully fetched the requested item. Upon my return,I handed him the mug, and I watched as he dropped my ring inside the empty vessel. He then unfastened his pants, freeing his flaccid, but still magnificent cock. With his cock free, he lowered the mug and began to let out a stream of piss into it. I watched in awe as he emptied his bladder and filled the mug nearly to the top.
Shaking off the last few drops he said, "that will do, now you will have something to drink while we are out, and you will be constantly reminded that your marriage now means less to you then the taste of my piss."
He handed me the travel mug, and I peered inside to see my glinting ring at the bottom of his piss before securing the lid on to it. With a sly grin, I raised the mug to my lips and took a sip. The warmth of his piss coated my lips, and the pungent flavor filled my mouth before I swallowed it down. It was a mind trip to me that I was actively drinking piss, and getting turned on while doing so. Also, Jerome's genius showed again, as I would be drinking his piss actively in public, and yet no one would be able to tell as the mug was not transparent. So to anyone else, it would look as if I would be merely drinking coffee.
With my first sip of his urine still coating my mouth, Jerome grabbed my hand and led the way outside to his car. I, of course, had to kiss the hood before entering, but that wasn't an issue at all. In fact, I found myself happily doing it to show Jerome the respect he deserved. Inside his car, I took another swig from my mug as he drove off. He hadn't told me where we were going, but that didn't bother me because as long as I was getting to serve him, I was happy.
After a short drive, we arrived at the new outdoor mall in town that was filled with trendy shopping stores and hip restaurants and bars. It was a hot spot for the younger crowd looking to enjoy themselves. Even though it was still early in the afternoon, as we parked I noticed that it seemed to be pretty busy which of course meant that more people would see me dressed as I was and unknowingly witness me drinking Jerome piss. I felt my silt dampen at the thought. We exited the car, and Jerome took my free hand in his as we walked towards the shopping center.
"I thought it would be nice to do a bit of casual browsing in the shops, and maybe grab a drink or two at one of the bars," Jerome said as we walked. So that is what we did, we strolled through the pathways as if a normal couple. I, of course, got my fair share of odd glances and stares on account of how revealing my dress was, but rather than be embarrassed by them, I instead revealed in them and would take a drink from my mug with each one I noticed. Occasionally we would stop into a store and browse, and usually, that would come with some heavy fondling on Jerome's part when we were in a more private section and away from prying eyes.



When we entered Victoria's Secret, Jerome insisted I try a few items on, he also insisted that I take pictures to of myself in the items to send to him. On top of that, he said that I was to wear the mask for the pictures so that he could share them online. I just smiled and did as I was told, getting a thrill from trying on the provocative outfits and snapping pictures for him and the many unknown others. I even finished my secret beverage while I did so. When I finished my impromptu lingerie show, I told Jerome I had finished my drink, and he instructed I was to retrieve my ring from the mug and put it back on. With my ring back in place, he had me purchase the outfits I had tried, and then we continued on our way. When we got outside, Jerome gave me some further instructions.
"Here, take my keys and go drop your bag off in the car. Then meet me at that bar over there," he said and pointed to a bar just up the path. I took the keys from him and nodded my understanding before turning to walk alone back to his car. As I did, he grabbed my ass through the dress and gave it a firm squeeze causing me to let out a squeal of surprise. My outburst caught the attention of a few passersby, and I smiled a wicked smile as I walked off feeling like the luckiest woman at the mall.
When I reached the car, I quickly stashed the bag inside and was about to turn to leave but I saw a package of gum in the center console. I took a piece as I figured my breath could do with a bit freshening up from all the piss I just consumed. Feeling the need to serve Jerome, I hurried to the bar to meet back up with him. I could sense he had something big planned, as it seemed he had been working me up with our little afternoon outing.
I found him standing at the bar when I returned. As I approached, I made sure to strut my stuff for anyone looking. I wanted everyone to see that the hot white woman was here with the black stud. When I reached him, he pulled me in, grasping my ass with his strong hands before motioning me to take a seat at the stool. Just as I sat, the bartender came over and dropped off drinks. Jerome must have ordered for me, as I had a delicious looking cocktail sitting in front of me.
The way in which Jerome positioned me on the stool, I was sitting sideways to the bar, and he stood just in front of me with one of his legs between mine keeping them apart. We drank and had a casual conversation, but as we did I felt him begin to slowly push my legs further apart. This caused my dress to ride up and begin to show more of my pussy. His hand then dropped to my lap, and I he expertly slid two of his fingers into me. He only left them inside momentarily before pulling them out and up to my mouth. I eagerly excepted them into my mouth and sucked my juices off. When he was satisfied I had done a good job he pulled them away, and I took a big drink from my cocktail to steady myself.
"Go into the restroom, and return wearing your collar slut," he whispered into my ear after I sat my drink back onto the bar. "I want everyone here to see what you are; a cheating slut for black cock."
My cunt quivered at his command, and I had to take another long drink to calm me, but I did not object at his order. I swung my legs to the side and hopped off the stool to make my way to the restrooms. When I reached the ladies room, I wasted no time and didn't even bother with a stall. No one else was inside, not that it mattered, and I dropped my purse on the counter of the sink with a plop. I opened it and pulled out the leather strip of my collar. With a slight tremble in my hands, I brought it up to my neck and began to fasten it in place. Once it was in place, I gave myself a look in the mirror and saw the reflection of an insatiable slut; me. I don't know if anyone noticed the change in my appearance, but I didn't care, because I only needed the approval of Jerome.
Returning to the bar, I saw that my drink had been refreshed and that Jerome had an approving grin on his face. I took my seat on the stool, this time leaving my legs open as wide as I dared, and took another drink from my newly refilled cocktail. It wasn't long after my return that Jerome asked, "are you ready to have some real fun slut?" I knew he had something more planned, and I eagerly nodded my head that I did. He instructed that I finish my drink and pay the tab. This meant that I would again be flashing my tattoo off along with my collar. Knocking back the rest of my drink, I felt a bit of a buzz come over me as I waved for the bartender indicating we were ready to settle up. He came over with the bill, and I handed him my card. The rise of his eyebrows made me certain he saw the tattoo's message, and when he returned I was certain he saw my collar and tag. I just smiled as I signed the bill, and then walked out with Jerome knowing that everyone knew I was more than likely about to go get fucked.
When we got into the car and drove away, I realized we weren't heading back to my house. I was curious as too what this meant, but then we arrived at the adult store I began to see what kind of fun Jerome had in mind, or at least I thought I did. Once we parked, he looked at me and asked, " have you ever heard of a glory hole?" Though I was somewhat caught off guard by his question, I was able to indicate that I had. Though my knowledge on the topic wasn't all-encompassing, I had a general idea what they were about.
"Great because you are going to get to very familiar with them tonight," he continued. "We are going to go inside to browse a bit and maybe buy a few things, and then we will go into the video booths to have some fun."
Jerome then opened his door indicated he was ready to go inside, and I wasn't given any time to think about what was happening, I just had to follow. I had been to this store once before but got so shy by everything inside that I left almost as soon as I got there. This time, with Jerome guiding me, I took everything in and looked in amazement at all the sexuality that it contained. We looked at outfits, toys, and DVDs, all of which made me drip at the thought of owning. I blushed when Jerome reached out and grabbed a metal jeweled butt plug from one of the racks and handed it to me. He then grabbed a black realistic dildo, that looked even larger than the other he had given me. Holding the two sex toys in my hands, he led us up to the counter to purchase them. After I set them down, Jerome asked the middle-aged woman working the register for twenty dollars worth of coins for the video booths as well. She nodded her head in acknowledgment of his request and then let us know the total at which Jerome nudged me to pay. I should've figured as it had been the pattern all day. The cashier smiled when she saw the tattoo, and even commented, "aren't you a lucky slut," as she processed my card before handing us the bag and a small cup of tokens. I replied, "yes I am," as I grabbed the bag from her.
Jerome thanked, and led the way to the video booths. It was a dimly lit hallway lined on one side with what looked like closet doors that each had a number on them. Jerome walked up to door number 3 and opened the door, holding it for me to enter first. Inside there a bit more room than I thought there would be, just enough for both of us to sit inside on the two corner benches that sat across from each other; one just inside the door to the left, and the other on the right next to the video screen. Jerome closed and locked the door behind us, and then fed some of the tokens to turn on the video screen and allow us some more light. Of course, he chose the interracial selection of videos to play before letting me in on exactly what he plan was.
"Okay slut, your gonna get to be a glory hole slut tonight, so get that mask on as I want to make sure I document all of your glory. Oh, and take your timebomb off of your purse and hand it to me."
With a buzz of excitement, I retrieved the mask from my bag and removed the pink grenade from my purse's zipper pull. I handed him the flash drive as I pulled on my new mask. Jerome then leaned forward and worked to attach the flash drive to the ring on my collar, and I felt the weight of my time bomb on my neck once it was secured. As I got accustomed to the extra weight, I watched Jerome pull out his phone and begin to once again film me.
"Hello again slut," he started, "why don't you let everyone know where we are now."
Innocently, I brought my hand up and waved to the camera before replying, "hi, we are in a glory hole video booth."
"That's right, and because you told me earlier that you had only sucked off three other cocks in your life, I figured this would be the perfect place to get your numbers up," Jerome said. "How does that sound slut?"
With a bit of nervous excitement in my voice, I answered, " that sounds really slutty, but I can't wait."
"I'm glad to hear that because it looks like you have your first cock in need of service," Jerome informed me as he panned his phone to my left onto a penis sticking through the hole in the wall. It was a normal sized white cock, but it was already erect and waiting.
"Oh my," was my response upon seeing it, and I instinctively leaned forward to take it into to my mouth.
"Just like a slut, immediately diving for the cock," Jerome said as I engulfed my mouth around the strange cock. "Before you get to carried away, how often do you swallow for your husband?'
Taking my mouth off the cock momentarily, I answered, "almost never." I then dove back onto the mystery man's cock and dutifully sucked him off.
Jerome responded to my answer by saying, "Well you will be swallowing every load of cum you receive tonight."
I moaned at his statement, thinking about how slutty it would be to swallow a bunch of anonymous cum. My oral skills must have been too much for the man as he suddenly popped off into my mouth unexpectedly. His cum flooded my mouth and worked hard to swallow it all down. Once he emptied his balls, he seemed to want to get going rather quickly and pulled his cock back through the hole. I thanked him as he pulled away, though I don't think he heard. Looking back to Jerome and the camera, I smiled a big smile at the fact that I had just blown a complete stranger and swallowed his cum without even saying a word to him.
"Well done slut, now why don't you get more comfortable and take off your dress," Jerome responded to my quick performance.
I made no attempt to hesitate following his suggestion, and swiftly had my dress peeled off of my body, leaving me naked in the booth.
He continued after taking my dress from me, "how about you tell the viewers what is hanging from your collar while we wait for your next cock?"
"It is my time bomb," I replied. "It contains all of my personal information, nude pictures, nude videos, and all of my darkest fantasies."
"So even though you wear a mak in these videos, you risk being exposed by having that device with you. Knowing that if someone else found it, they would be able to expose every naughty secret of yours," Jerome explained more for the camera then for me.
"Yes, it drives me wild to think that I might get exposed," I responded.
Before Jerome could continue his questioning, another cock appeared through the hole on the opposite side of the booth. This cock was a bit darker, maybe Mexican, but like the first, was on the average size. However, I wasted no time again and leaned forward to take it into my mouth. There was a slight taste of sweat as I first began to work his cock with my mouth, but I didn't let it show and continue to bob and stroke him in hopes he would blow his load just as easily as the first had. My efforts were rewarded as after a minute or two, my mouth filled with the tang of his sperm of which I swallowed all. Again, just like the first, once he finished he made a quick retreat.
I wasn't allowed any downtime after my second as another cock was waiting on the other side of the booth for me to attend to it which I dutifully did. It was another average sized white cock, and just as I had with the previous two, I was able to coax out his cum in pretty rapid fashion and swallow it all. As the shrinking cock pulled back through the hole, I thought about how crazy it was that in a span of about ten minutes I had sucked off the same number of cock I had previously sucked in my entire life. It should have been shocking, but instead, I was thrilled and excited to see just how many more I would get the chance to take on.
Over the next thirty minutes, I got the opportunity to feed my interest, as it was almost a constant stream of new dicks presenting themselves through the holes. I sucked off another five in that span and swallowed each load of cum. Jerome made sure to capture each moment with on camera, and also added his own commentary about how slutty I was for eagerly sucking all of the anonymous men. There was another slight lull after that, of which Jerome came up with a way to fill it, both literally and figuratively.
"Well slut, seems like traffic for your oral services have slowed down for the moment," he began, "let's try out one of your new toys while we wait for your next cock to show."
He reached into the bag and pulled out the box containing the jeweled plug. I was actually looking forward to seeing what it would feel like to wear a butt plug. Since Jerome had introduced me to the joys of anal sex, I have grown to desire it and at times need it. I didn't say anything as he removed the plug, I just watched in fascination as the red gem flickered from the light of the video screen. He handed it to me, and I sucked it into my mouth to lube it up. The cool metal sent a chill through my body as I pulled it out with a pop before moving it down to my pussy to slicken it further. Considering I was sopping wet, it did not take to much to coat the plug with adequate slickness and I quickly began to push it into my asshole. I let out a moan of delight as is sank inside of me.
"Turn around and show off your toy for the camera slut," Jerome ordered as finished plugging myself.
I turned around to face my ass at his camera and reached back to spread my ass open for him. He captured the sight of the jewel glinting back at him, a pretty signal that my ass was plugged. It felt wonderful and different at the same time. Though I enjoyed the feeling of Jerome's cock or something plowing in and out of my ass, the plug just rested there and made me feel filled. It was more of a tease than anything, as I like the feeling and it built up the desire for more. I wasn't able to ponder the sensation of the plug further as the next anonymous cock poked through one of the holes, and I eagerly moved to suck it. It was by far the largest I had sucked so far, and it was no surprise that it was a black cock. I greedily devoured it, and son was rewarded with what also my largest cum deposit of the night as well.
My eighth cock of the night was soon followed by number nine, another big black cock. He took a little longer than the others, but soon he was spilling his seed into my accepting mouth. He was also the first to hang around for a while after finishing. I gently played with his cock as it stayed semi-erect, and Jerome spoke to me.
"Congrats slut, you have just tripled the number of cocks you have sucked in your life. I think this lucky man should be the one that helps make this night even more memorable for you considering he seems entranced by you."
I wondered what he was getting at, but I shrugged my shoulders and said, "yeah, okay."
Jerome then said, "Okay, give him a little souvenir to remember you by; slip your dress through the hole and let him know it is his to do with as he pleases."
For a brief moment, I was caught off guard by the request, and couldn't fathom giving my only piece of clothing away to a stranger. But, as the idea stewed in my head a little longer, I began to get aroused at the idea of purposefully losing my clothes and being left naked. So I slowly reached down to pick up my discarded dress and lifted it to the hole that still had the stranger's cock jutted out of it. I coyly wrapped one of the shoulder straps around his shaft and then leaned in to speak through the hole to him.
"I want you to have this as a souvenir, you can do whatever you want with it. Thank you for letting me suck your wonderful cock and swallow your tasty cum."
His cock pulled back with my dress still attached, and I watched as it slipped out of sight and into his possession. I then heard him say from the hole, "thanks for the souvenir slut, I'll make sure I use it as my cum rag." After his brief statement, he was gone and my body shivered from the arousal of having to remain naked for the remainder of my visit. Though, as was the pattern of the night, I wasn't given much time to think about it as the lucky stranger number ten slid his cock through the opposite hole. After that, it was a steady progression once again and I soon finished off another six cocks over the span of thirty minutes bringing my running total to fifteen.
"Well slut, I hate to bring an end to your fun, but we are out of tokens and I think it is a good idea to head out," Jerome said as I finished swallowing the most recent load of cum.
He then stood up and opened the door, but he didn't put his phone away. I realized that he wanted to film me as I walked out of the booth and the store to his car naked. Considering I was once again aroused at an extreme level, I confidently stood and followed him out of the booth. He then gestured for me to lead the way, at which I strutted myself down the hallway and into the store as if nothing was amiss. Not once did I look to see who was looking at me, or to look back at Jerome, I just held my head up and walked straight out of the store and to Jerome's car. It was night outside which helped me keep my resolve. I paused only briefly to lean over and kiss his hood before moving to the passenger side and climbing inside.
Jerome entered right after me and set the bag that contained the other sex toy on the floor in front of me. Before he started the car though, he first unfastened his pants and pulled free his mighty cock. I knew what was expected and leaned over to take him into my mouth. As I started my duty, Jerome started the car and began to pull away from the store. While I savor his cock and brought it to full attention, I thought about what I had just done. I had sucked fifteen anonymous cocks and swallowed a load of cum from each of them. Not sure if it is possible, but I could almost feel the fullness in my belly from such an amount. Then I remembered swallowing Jerome's cum earlier and realized that I actually had sixteen loads of sperm in me.
As we drove and I continued to suck on his fat cock, I felt his free hand reach over and begin to grip my ass in a lifting motion. I picked up on the cue and readjusted my position so that I was on my knees in the seat and my ass was up in the air pointed at the window. He then began tapping on the jewel of the butt plug sending jolts of pleasure through me via my ass. I was lost in pleasuring his pole, that I didn't realize we had stopped until I felt him pull me up and off of his cock. Taking a quick glance around, I realized we were back at my house.
"Come on slut, I'm gonna fuck your ass on your marital bed," he stated before continuing, "something your husband has never done."
He then exited his car and left me to grab the bags from or afternoon out. I still had to walk up to my house naked, but that wasn't even a worry. The only thing on my mind was getting inside to be fucked by Jerome. Getting inside, I set the bags down on the floor next to the entrance and followed him into my bedroom. I noticed that he had left his cock out from the car, and it still stood out proudly in front of him as he walked inside and to the room.



At my bedroom, he pointed for me to get onto the bed. I hurried to take my position, on my hands and knees with my plugged ass facing back at him. Turning my head to watch him approach, I watched as he stripped completely naked and then stood behind me. His hand reached out and firmly grabbed ahold of the plug. He started pulling it out, and after a tiny bit of resistance from my hole, it popped out leaving me with a momentary feeling of emptiness. It is soon gone, as I feel his spit coat my asshole and then the pressure of his thick black cock pushing its way inside of me. Jerome seemed intent on taking me fast and hard because once his rigid member gained access he began to pound himself into me.
It wasn't a lovemaking session, but instead a brutal domination of my ass. He slammed his hefty hammer unrelenting into my hole, causing me to fall to the bed from his efforts. His arm reached over and held my head down and pushed it into the mattress as he ravaged me without mercy. My moans and screams of both pain and pleasure filled the room, and I neared an orgasm that would be the most powerful one I had experienced all day.
My body shook with the explosion of my climax, but that did not slow Jerome. He feverously continued slamming his girth through my battered ass. My orgasm seemed to draw on as wave after wave of pleasure rolled over me. A buzzing from the consistent trembling brought on by the climax reverberated through my body and I began to feel myself melt away. Jerome didn't seem to mind as he furiously kept up his assault until finally, he buried himself fully into my ass and let out a torrent of cum deep into my bowels. I could feel the warmth of his seed as it coated my rear tunnel and as he let out his final volley I began to drift off into a sexually induced slumber. Just as I drifted off, still wearing my mask and collar, I felt Jerome's length slip out from me and I smiled.
To be continued...
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The next morning I awoke alone in my bed. I was worn out from the events of the day before, and I was also confused to not see Jerome laying next to me. Sitting up and looking around, I saw a note at the foot of the bed and quickly snatched it up. It was from Jerome and indicated that he was out playing basketball as he typically did on Saturdays and that he would be back around ten. Reaching for my phone, I checked the time and saw that I had just over two hours until he returned.
I decided to use my time alone to relax and recover. As I figured it would be another full day with Jerome, I would need my energy. Slipping out of bed, I walked naked to my bathroom and got my shower running before heading out to my kitchen to start a pot of coffee. I saw the blender still out on the counter and blushed at the "ass" smoothie I had the day before. Back at my shower, I took my time to enjoy the heat of the water on my skin, and the gentle massage of my own hands-on my achy body as I washed. When I exited the shower, I felt significantly more refreshed and was eager to drink a hot cup of coffee to recharge my batteries.
I remained naked after my shower and drank my coffee on my couch as I browsed my phone. Of course, it wasn't long until my browsing led me to some of my encounters with Jerome, and I soon had my hand rubbing my wet pussy because of it. A text from Jerome pulled me from my increasingly arousing browsing journey, and I hurried to read it.
Jerome: Slut, I'll be over a little after ten. Be waiting for me naked, with your collar and mask on. I'm bringing a friend.
The message sent a jolt through my body. I was eager to see Jerome again and was both eager and nervous about his friend. Never before had I been with two men at the same time, nor had I fantasized about it. The one thing I knew for sure was that if Jerome planned it, I was more than certainly going to enjoy it.
Being that I was already naked, I had little to do other than retrieve my collar and mask which had been discarded somewhere in my bedroom the night before. It wasn't even ten o'clock, so I had plenty of time to prepare, but I got myself ready immediately because I didn't want to have to scramble. It felt strange to walk around my house openly while wearing the mask, but I had begun relating the mask to exciting times with Jerome and therefore felt giddy as well. To pass the time, I busied myself picking up the house some and making sure everything was put away. It was just a way to calm my nerves and excitement as well as get my mind off of the craziness of having two men have their way with me, however, it didn't work as all I could think about is just that.
Eventually, the slow-moving clock finally ticked closer to the anticipated arrival of Jerome and his friend, and I found myself waiting, steps from the front door, for them. It was a long and agonizing wait, as I began to nervous bounce in place. Finally, I heard Jerome's car outside, and I steadied myself in my spot. I could hear the two of them talking loudly as they walked up to my house, and therefore wasn't too surprised when Jerome simply opened the door without knocking. Upon seeing me standing before him as he requested, his famously big smile formed on his face.
"Hello slut, I see someone is eager, and I'm glad you followed my orders," Jerome said before introducing me to his friend that followed in right behind him. "This is my buddy Q, we are gonna have some fun today. Why don't you take the beer from him, and put it in the fridge to stay cold."
I smiled at the handsome black man standing to Jerome's left, and said, "nice to meet you Q, let me take those from you."
As I reached out for the beer, he replied, "it is very nice to meet you too. I am looking forward to getting to know you."
Taking the case of beer to the fridge, I loaded them inside along with the ones Jerome had bought the day before, and then returned to my guests with two cold beers in my hands. They had each taken a seat on the couch, so I walked in front of them and bent down slightly to hand over their drinks. After they both opened their cans and cheered one another, I stood and watched as Jerome pulled his phone from his pocket and began to record.
"Okay, go ahead and get down on your knees, it's time you start performing your hosting duties," he ordered. Once I followed his command he continued, "Start with Q since you still need to get to know him. Gets his cock out, and get it hard slut."
I needed no further instruction as I instantly put my hands onto Q's waistband to begin pulling his pants done so I could gain access to his cock. He lifted some to allow me an easier time of it, and I soon had my prize in front of me. His cock, though only semi-erect, was impressive. It was dark, thick and very long; I was salivating to get my mouth on it. Before I did that though, I used my hands to bring the might member to full attention, and while it wasn't quite as thick as Jerome's, he had him beat slightly in length. Dropping my face to take Q into my mouth, I glimpsed Jerome recording out of the corner of my eye and gave a little smirk.
Thanks to my practice with Jerome, I had no problem doing a good job of basically slobbering all over Q's massive cock. It was surreal to me though, because I was once again sucking the cock of a man that I hardly knew, and I was loving it. As I continued to bob my mouth up and down on his cock, Jerome filmed with one hand and with the other pulled out his hardening cock. I reached over with my hand and took ahold of it for him. In a matter of moments, I found myself blowing one cock while pumping another with my hand; if only my past self could see me now.
After a little bit, I switched to taking Jerome in my mouth and working Q with my hand. It wasn't long before I was just bouncing my mouth back and forth from one to the other. I just simply let my lust take over, and enjoyed myself as I performed as a common slut for the two men before me. Eventually, the two desired more, and to be honest, so did I. However, before moving on to more fun for all, Jerome had me go and retrieve two more beers for him and Q. I scurried off to the kitchen to do the task, and returned promptly with the two beers. I handed one to each man and then fell back to my knees as they cracked them open. They must have both chugged them because as I resumed my oral efforts on Q, I heard them both toss their newly empty cans onto the floor and laugh.
I was then stood up and bent over at the waist. Each man took their positions; Jerome in the front and Q behind me. Almost in sync, the two slip their long shafts into my respective orifices that as in front of them. The feeling of being penetrated by two men, one in my mouth and one in my pussy, at the same time was an entirely new experience and one that I hoped I would get to experience quite a bit more in the future. I did my best to be attentive to Jerome's cock in my mouth, but with Q sawing his long rod in an out of me I had a hard time focusing. Jerome didn't seem bothered by this as he recorded the whole scene, and occasionally face-fucked me.
The two of them laughed and spoke about me as if I wasn't there, or as if I was just a prostitute they paid. I should have been appalled by it, but their words and actions only added to the experience, and I was loving every moment.
"Yeah, this slut loves my cock. She loves my big black dick ramming her out. I don't even know her, but I got my cock deep in her guts," Q said.
To which Jerome responded, "That's right man, she is a good slut for black cock. She will do anything and everything for it. She's addicted."
"Anything and everything? Well you'll have to prove it," Q questioned
"Don't worry, there will plenty of time for that. Her husband and daughter are gone for the entire weekend, but to give you a taste of how willing she is, go ahead a take her ass," Jerome answered.
At this point Q spoke to me, asking, "So the slut takes it in the ass. Do you want that slut? You want me to shove my big back cock into your married white ass?"
Taking my mouth off of Jerome momentarily, I answered, "Yes. Please take my ass. Fuck my married white ass with your black cock."
Q didn't need any other convincing, as I felt a glob of spit hit my asshole, and then the swift emptiness as his long member left my sex. He repositioned the bulbous head at my rear entrance and pushed it inside with just a slight amount of resistance causing me to moan from the intense mixture of pain and pleasure. Soon he got into a rhythm and was plowing into my ass as he had previously done with my slit. He was burrowing deep inside my bowels, and eliciting some very pleasure cries me.
While this happened, Jerome pulled away from indicating that he was going to grab some more beers, and he handed over his phone to Q so he could continue capturing the action. As Jerome left Q and me alone, Q began to speak and ask questions to me as he continued to violate me anally.
"How's my cock feel in your ass," he asked.
Looking back, I answered speaking directly to him and the camera, "Oh god, it is so big, but it feels so fucking good."
He smiled and slammed himself inside of me before continuing, "You must be in heaven than with two black cocks to service, and to think your family is completely unaware that you are a simple black cock slut." I didn't respond other than to moan out in pleasure. Q then said, "I hope for your sake your husband or daughter don't see this video after my boy uploads it, but then I guess they would never know it's you because you're wearing a mask." After that, he let out a roar of laughter, and I knew why. He was inferring that the mask I was wearing did little to hide my identity to my family, and I knew he was right but at that moment and anytime I was with Jerome, that didn't matter. I mean, I was getting fucked in my living room, of course, if my husband or daughter ever saw the video or the ones from the day before, they would easily be able to tell it was me. Even though I knew it to be true, the idea of being found out excited me rather than scare me. So that is why as Q resumed pounding my ass, I replied to his comment by saying, "I know, I'm such a dumb black cock slut. I think I'm being clever with the mask, but I'm not. Anyone that knows me could tell it's me, but that is what drives me further; the fear of exposure."
It was at that moment that Jerome came back into the room, and he startled me a little when he spoke, "Is that so slut? Well, we could always make this simple and just remove the mask altogether, and see where that takes you." I moaned loudly in response. "Is that what you want, slut, you want to take off the mask?" he said while reaching his free hand out and touching the mask on my face with his fingers.
I moaned again before responding. I wanted to make sure I knew what I was saying, and not just blurting out a reaction, but no matter how I looked at it in my mind, I knew what I was going to say. What deep down I wanted.
"Yes," was the word that escaped at a gasp to answer Jerome.
Jerome jumped on my answer by replying, "Oh yeah, if that's what you want, tell me. No beg me. Beg me to take off your mask, and let me know you understand what that means."
Q continued to fuck my ass but had slowed his pace, and I looked up at Jerome who now held the phone again. Looking right into the camera, as I knew he wanted, I spoke:
"Please sir, I want you to take off my mask. I don't care if my husband sees me getting fucked in the ass by a black cock. I know I will be exposed for all to see, including my daughter. I can't help it, I'm a black cock slut and need the world to know. Take off my mask and show me to everyone."
I watched from behind my mask as I felt Jerome's fingers grip the edge of the mask, he paused for a moment to say, "you asked for it Wendy," and then he slipped it off of my face and tossed it aside. Jerome saying my name in combination with removing the mask instantly sparked my orgasm that had been building from Q's consistent anal battering, and I flailed about in pleasure. I was now to be an exposed black cock slut. Anyone seeing the video would know not only what I am, but also who I am. As the waves of pleasure crashed over me, the knowledge of my new existence only elevated the orgasm to further heights.
From the moment the masked was pulled from my face, it felt like things started to move into overdrive. It started shortly after I came down from my climax, and I felt Q unload his come into my anal cavity. I could tell he wanted to push me, and see just how far I would go because when he pulled out he ordered me to turn and clean his cock with my mouth. However, it wasn't as simple as that, he wanted me to look into the camera first, and speak as if to my husband.
"I'm so sorry baby. It's not your fault, it's just that your wife is a black cock slut, and I can't help serving them. I'm going to suck this black cock, that just fucked and came in my ass, clean. I love you," is what I said just before wrapping my lips around the Q's thick black pole. I took the revealing of my identity as a way to cut loose and just simply enjoy the moment. I wasn't worried about what would come of it; I only worried about how to best serve Jerome, and in extension Q.
Once I finished my ass to mouth task, Q asked Jerome where the restroom was as he had to relieve himself. Jerome laughed and told him not to worry about a restroom, that I would handle it for him. Q's eyebrow lifted with curiosity, and he asked what Jerome meant. Rather than answer him, Jerome instead told Q to come with him outside and he would show him. I was ordered to follow and knew instantly what Jerome had in mind.
As we walked through my house to the back door though, my phone began to ring and Jerome told me to go see who it was. Retrieving my phone, I saw that it was my daughter again. When I informed Jerome of this, he told me to answer it, put it on speakerphone, and then continue outside with them. I did as told, and after switching the call to the speaker, I greeted my daughter.
"Hey sweetie, how are you doing?"
She replied as I walked outside and stood in front of the two aked black men in my yard, "I'm good Mom, just about to go downstairs to ride to the game. How are doing all by yourself?"
As I answered, Jerome indicated I was to drop to my knees. "Everything is going well, I'm enjoying my alone time. I'm about to do some watering in the back. Are you having fun?"
"Yeah, I'm having a blast, but I need to ask a favor," my daughter replied, and it was at that moment that Jerome aimed both the camera and his cock at me. Piss began to shoot out from it and onto my chest. I did my best to reply to my daughter as normally as possible, inquiring what her request was.
"It's just that the girls have planned to go out tonight to a nice restaurant, and I was hoping you could transfer some money into my account to help me cover my meal," she answered as Jerome aimed his spray at my face before moving it to allow me to talk.
"Of course honey, how much do you think you need," was my reply before Jerome returned his stream to my open mouth and it was met with Q's as well.
I gulped as much of their piss as I could, while also trying to focus on listening to my daughter's response, "Probably just fifty bucks should do it. I'm not sure."
This time, both men paused their urine flows to allow me to speak, and I replied, "okay, how about I just transfer a hundred to be safe?"
"Oh Mom, that would be great! Thank you so much. I love you," my daughter happily expressed while the two men in front of me in my yard uncorked their cocks and allowed their streams of piss to wash over me. I had to swallow quickly to reply, and fortunately, our call ended shortly after that. Jerome and Q, bladders full of beer, were however far from done though as they both continued to shower me in their urine and filling my mouth with the acrid liquid. I should have been humiliated, and I was, but the humiliation only added to my arousal. I felt used and dirty, but in a weird way that I was growing accustomed to it. I also felt alive and was reveling at the moment. The comments from both Jerome and Q as they degraded me, further fueled my feelings and I soon found my hand rubbing my dripping slit. I was a bitch in heat, and the heat grew the more humiliating and degrading the act was.
Eventually, though, both streams dribbled to an end and I was just kneeling before them soaked in piss as they laughed and spoke about me. Q seemed to be amazed at just how much humiliation I was willing to endure in the hopes of earning the chance to service black cock. I was also amazed at just what I was willing to do for Jerome. I was a new woman, awoken by the power of a black man with a mighty cock. Suddenly, we were all distracted by the sound of another phone ringing. It was Q's, and he moved back inside to retrieve it, and Jerome followed behind him. Before he went inside though, Jerome left me with instructions.
"Slut, get yourself sprayed off with the hose, and then come inside."
I said nothing in response, I just simply nodded my head in understanding as he walked away to join Q back inside my house. I stood and walked over to where the hose was to do as instructed. As I washed away the golden shower Jerome and Q had provided me with, I reflected on the fact that in less than 24 hours, I had done some very perverted stuff in my backyard with worry that my neighbors would see, and so when I finished I shook my head in amazement at the revelation.
Still dripping wet, I walked back inside in hopes that I would be in for some more double black cock fun but instead saw Q and Jerome quickly getting redressed. When Jerome saw me, he must have seen the look of confusion and disappointment on my face as he explained that Q had just gotten called into work, and because Jerome had driven them both over, he needed to drive him back to get his car. "Don't worry though slut, I'm sure we can all work out something in the future for Q to dick you out again," he said laughing. "While I'm gone, you can get yourself further cleaned up, and I'll text you with how I want you dressed when I'm on my way back."
Though I didn't want either of them to leave, I was excited that Jerome was planning on coming back and I was curious as to what his plans would be for me when he did. If their leaving was any indication, I would be looking to be further exposed as he had me walk the two of them out to his car as I was, dripping wet, and naked except for my collar. It was so daring to walk out of my house naked, behind to black men, in the middle of the day. I'm not certain that any of my neighbors had taken notice, but I didn't worry about it because at the moment I was doing what I wanted to do; be a slut.



Back inside my house, I took a quick shower to refresh myself and redid my hair and makeup. I remained naked while I awaited Jerome's text and simply relaxed on my couch as I enjoyed a very out of character for me mid-morning beer. My reasoning was, I was acting out of character the whole weekend, might as well keep it up. As I sat and sipped my beer, my husband called to check-in and see how I was doing. I told him that I was enjoying my time alone, but of course, failed to mention that I had been acting the slut for a black man since he left. He informed me that he was doing well and that he was playing well in the tournament, which meant he had the chance of playing in the finals. This indicated he would be home later on Sunday than expected, which I took to mean I had more time to be the slut. We ended our conversation, as he had to get ready to tee-off for the day, and I was waiting to hear from Jerome. I was into my second beer when finally y phone chirped with a message from him.
Jerome: I'm on my way back, put on a pair of your daughter's practice cheer shorts; the smaller the better. For your top, find a crop top from your daughter's room and pair everything with a simple pair of sandals. We are going out for some fun.
Me: Am I to wear the collar, sir?
Jerome: No, but you are to bring the timebomb. Your phone, keys, and purse are to stay at your house. I'll honk when I arrive, don't make me wait.
Me: I understand sir. See you soon.
I hurried into my daughter's room to secure the pieces of clothing I was to wear, and it didn't take me long to find the appropriate items. I pulled on a white pair of three-inch Nike Pro compression shorts and matched it with a black with white logo Nike crop top. Looking at myself in a mirror, I had a very sporty appearance and it was very apparent that I wasn't wearing a bra. Seeing myself made my pussy leak, and I eagerly awaited Jerome's arrival.
It wasn't long until I heard the car horn toot outside, and I rushed out to see him. As I had grown accustomed to, I kissed the hood of his car, feeling the rumbling engine on my lips, before getting inside. When I sat down, I was immediately presented with Jerome's phone. I gave him a curious look at which he responded, "I have uploaded the video from this morning to the typical site I post your pictures and videos. All you have to do is hit the submit button to make it official." Again I looked at him in a mix of disbelief and desire; he was once again leaving my complete exposure in my hands. Testing me to see how far I was willing to go, what I was willing to give up. I sat there in the passenger seat holding his phone and thought about my decision and what it meant. Submitting the video would surely lead to my husband and daughter become aware of my secret life, but as I thought about it, I was surprised to find that I wasn't concerned about my family finding out. I was a new woman, and I was no longer bored with my life. My life would change for sure, the final result of the change was beyond me, but I wanted deep down to find out.
So with unsteady breathes, and a nervous finger, I pushed onto the screen to submit the revealing video. I was officially exposed online. Jerome laughed a little as I just stared at his phone screen, contemplating what was next. He then reached over and pulled his phone from my hand before pulling away from my house. We drove in silence for a few minutes before pulling into the parking lot of the local library. Again I looked at Jerome quizzically, but all he said was to get out once he had parked. I did as told and then followed him inside the building. It is a relatively quiet afternoon for the library, but I still felt out of place for how I was dressed. However, I didn't have time to worry about that as Jerome led the way towards a bank of computers at the rear of the building. Jerome found an open computer somewhat on its own, and out of the way of the others. He instructed me to sit down in front of it, while he grabbed a chair and sat beside me.
"Log in to the computer slut," Jerome said as he sat down. I say nothing in return and do as I am told. As I do, I realize I am still holding the timebomb, as I have to set it down before using the keyboard. Thankfully, I am familiar with this library and have an account, therefore I was able to log in without any issue. When I began typing, Jerome reached over and grabbed the timebomb off the desktop in front of me. Once I was logged in, I watched as he uncapped the illicit thumb drive, and plugged it into the computer. I was curious as to what he had planned, but I did not have to wait long to become informed.
"I'm sending over a link to all the videos I have taken of you this weekend, and I want you to put all of them onto the timebomb."
Pulling up a browser, and signing into my email, I quickly find the link in a message from Jerome. Clicking on it, I am brought to a Dropbox folder and inside of it, I find the videos from the weekend. I then begin the process of copying the files to the thumb drive. It takes a bit of time, but eventually, all the videos were on the timebomb drive.
"Rename the drive to your first and last names," Jerome instructed sternly after the files transferred. Again, I did as I was told without a word. "Okay slut, now log out." I was curious as to why he had us come to the library just to transfer the files when in the past he used my daughter's laptop to do that. However, I didn't ask and simply followed his command. As I reached to retrieve the thumb drive though, he stopped me. "Leave it," he said sternly, and I became aware of why we were at the library. He was planning on having my time bomb "explode". Now that a video was out their clearly showing my identity, it seemed he had no desire to continue to keep my secrets hidden, and wanted to push me to put everything out in the open. Of course, there was always the chance that anyone who found the drive would not share the material with the world, but I felt that was highly unlikely considering what it was.
Once my hand left the drive, Jerome stood and motioned for me to follow him. He led the way back outside to his car, and the time bomb was left waiting to be found. My pussy gushed with the idea of a stranger finding it and exposing me further online. We are back in his car, which I of course kiss before getting in, and are driving away. After a minute, Jerome has me strip out of my clothes, sandals included, and hand them to him. He holds them in his lap as we continue to drive. Soon we are on a less traveled back road, at which point he rolled down his window. He then, item by item, tossed out my clothes from the car. This means I am left naked in his car with no chance of covering up, and again my pussy gushes.
After a bit, Jerome turned back towards the busier part of town, and then onto the highway. It was at this point that he told me to suck his cock. I eagerly did as I was told, and had his mighty shaft fully erect in moments. I lost myself in the task, bobbing up and down on his girth, trying to earn his prize. Eventually, my mouth and jaw began to get sore as I had been at it for some time. I didn't stop though, as I was his slut, and he hadn't told me I could. After a bit longer, I felt the car begin to slow, and then turn. From the feel of the ride, I got the sense that we were on a gravel road, and I realized I had no idea where we were or where we were going.
It was another ten minutes of driving on the road before we stopped and Jerome had me sit up. I looked around to try and get my bearings, and get some feeling back into my jaw, but as I did all I saw was trees; I had no idea where we were. Jerome got out of the car without putting away his saliva slickened tool and proceeded to the trunk of his car. Moments later he came around to my side of the car and opened my door. His pants were refastened and he held a length of rope in his hands. Before pulling me out of the car, he twisted me in the seat to tie my arms behind me. Helping me out, he pulls the extra length of rope between my legs and up into my sopping wet cunt. With the other end of the rope in his hands, he led the way into the trees and away from the car with a small bag over his shoulder. Thankfully, the ground wasn't rocky, so I did not have difficulty without shoes, but with my hands behind me and a constant tugging into my sex I certainly had to stay on my toes; both figuratively and literally.
Further, in the woods, Jerome broke the silence asking, "you understand slut, that after today, your life is going to be different?"
I replied simply and honestly, "yes sir, I know."
"How does that make you feel," he continued without looking at me and continuing deeper into the trees.
I took a moment before answering to collect my thoughts, but eventually answered, "I feel freed."
"Explain," he asked.
"It is a weight off my shoulders. I no longer have to hide what I am, and what I desire sexually."
Jerome pushed me further, "what are you, and what is it that you desire?"
I let the words flow out of me as we continued to walk deeper into the woods, "I am a slut, a slut for black cock. I desire to serve them and be used by them. To be humiliated by them. I desire more than anything to be a true black cock slut."
He was silent for a moment after my answer, but he continued to lead us further away into the wilderness. Eventually, he spoke again, asking more questions. "Does being exposed turn you on slut?"
"Yes," was my immediate answer, before added, "but it also scares me. I have realized that I get turned on more when their is risk and humiliation involved. Being exposed online is the biggest form of humiliation and risk."
Finally, after a long walk, Jerome stopped. He dropped the rope as he looked around, and I was thankful, as the constant pressure and rubbing of it had made my pussy quite sore. I watched as he walked around, circling me, looking as if for something in particular. He walked behind me, and out of my line of sight, but it wasn't long before I felt him come up behind me. He began tugging at the rope, and soon my hands were free. However, this only lasted for a moment as he then guided me over to a fallen tree, and bent me at the waist over it. I waited without saying a word as he worked to resecure my hands in front of me and then feed the excess rope down and under the tree. He then tied my ankles together with another length of rope that must have been in the bag. Grabbing the end of rope that secured my hands, he somehow attached it to the rope around my ankles with something that sounded metallic, effectively securing me in my position.
I was very vulnerable; naked and tied up in the middle of who knows where, and yet my pussy dripped with anticipation. Jerome was behind me and because of how I was tied, I could not turn my head to see him. I could hear him though, as he moved around. It was nerve-racking to not know what was going to happen next, but my body reacted in a way that expressed a desire for whatever it may be. Suddenly, he spoke from behind me, "Stay here slut." His words shook me. He was leaving me tied up and naked to go where? I was flabbergasted and scared, and extremely aroused. He said nothing else, but I could hear the sounds of his footsteps get more and more distant until I couldn't hear them anymore.
My body trembled with the thought that I was left all alone in the middle of the woods naked and tied to a tree. I had no idea how long Jerome would be gone, or where he went, or even if he was coming back. I just had to trust that he would, or else I would find myself in a very difficult situation of not being able to release myself and no one knowing where I was.
It was a very long time of me just tied to the tree in the silence of the woods. I had no idea where Jerome was, and if he was coming back. Though I was scared that he had left me, my body, my pussy, ached with arousal at the thought of being left naked and tied in the middle of nowhere. Suddenly, I heard a strange clicking sound, and then the tightness of my bondage gave. My arms were no longer attached to my legs by the ropes. Clueless as to how that happened, I gingerly made my way to a standing position examined the situation.
On the ground underneath the fallen tree, I found a mechanical locking device that was opened and it dawned on me that Jerome had attached the ropes from my hands and ankles via the lock which was apparently on a timer. Relieved to be free, I worked to get the ropes off my wrists and ankles, and as I did it dawned on me that the timed locked most likely meant Jerome had no intention of coming back. Panic-stricken, my head began to dart around looking for anything that would help explain why he left me as he had. Almost twenty feet, directly behind where I had been secured to the fallen tree, I saw a piece of paper. Hoping it was a note from Jerome, I scurried to it. It was indeed a note from Jerome, but what it said nearly caused me to faint.
"Slut, you have a new life now, and I thought it best you entered into it just as you did with your first life; naked and afraid. I am not coming back, but will gladly enjoy your services again once you make it back into town. However, I understand that if after becoming an exposed webslut, you decide to go into hiding for a while. Hopefully, you can figure out some amicable solution with your husband when he ultimately finds out your true nature; a black cock slut. Good luck on finding your way home, I didn't leave you too far away from the edge of town, and I'm sure you will find some gracious help from horny truckers."
Finishing the note, I laughed hysterically. I should have yelled, or even cried, but instead, I laughed. I was lost and naked far from home without my phone or any money, and yet, the first thing that popped into my head after reading Jerome's words was that I couldn't wait to get back into town and have him fuck me into oblivion. He was right, I was a black cock slut, and now I just needed to get back to some black cock; the rest would all figure itself out.
The End
-----
If you would like more of this storyline, please let me know, but for now, I am ending it and focusing on the other still pending ones along with the possibility of a few new ones.
Thank you,
Gettingitdone
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My relationship with Jerome was a naughty staple in my life. Something I always had to look forward to and to keep me on my toes. Since I played the temporary exposure game with Jerome, I have further accepted his power over me, and understand that he will push the limits of my exposure. It scares the hell out of me most times, but it also drives me wild with lust, which overpowers any of my fears.
In the months after the night of naughty picture uploading, two things happened to others in my life. Firstly, Cynthia my fellow naughty teacher was no longer submitting to her mistress. As the school year was ending, her mistress felt it best they part before she went away for college. The second newsworthy event was I found out who the woman was that witnessed me with Jerome. It was the mother of one of my students. She had fallen for Jerome quickly and got off on the idea of letting herself get exposed online.
Worrying that a similar fate might find me, I asked Jerome about it, and he assured me that he had no intention of that happening. He said that his relationship with Wendy was different. She was cheating on her husband with him. Jerome knew that the naughtiness of her cheating was what drove her. He explained that she always became more of a slut whenever it seemed as though he was pushing her closer to being exposed. Eventually, he did just that, and from what he told me, and the rumors I heard around town, she hasn't shown any regrets that she has been exposed for all to see. She stayed with her husband after everything came out and still sees Jerome from time to time. He says they have a cuckold lifestyle now, and that she can openly fuck other men. Her daughter seems to be coping well enough, but I can sense when she is in my class that she wishes things weren't the way they were.
Even though I was happy to hear that Jerome had no intention to repeat his exposing practice with me, that didn't mean he cut back on the level of risk he pushed on me. Multiple times, I have been in my classroom during school hours completely naked and taking his cock in one or more of my holes. However, those are typically the easiest times, it is when he texts me things to do on my own that are more nerve-racking and risky. Examples being, stripping myself naked and writing degrading messages on my body, or taking a suction cup dildo with me and fucking it as it is attached to my classroom door.
Leading up to the end of the year graduation Jerome pushed up the risk factor more. As my school was small, it was a tradition for all of the teachers to wear cap and gowns on stage as the students went through the ceremony of receiving their diplomas. Typically, I would have worn a nice dress with a pair of heels, but as this was my first graduation as Jerome's slut, he felt it important that I remember what I was while I was on stage. To do this, I was ordered to wear only a collar dickie under the gown, and a pair of my highest heels. At first, I was unaware of what a collar dickie was, but after searching in order the acquire one, I found out that it is simply a piece of material consisting of just the collar portion of the shirt. They are typically worn under sweaters to give the appearance of an undershirt without adding the bulk of layers. This meant I was to be naked under the gown with just the illusion of a shirt while I sat on stage with my colleagues in front of the graduating class and their families. Talk about heart racing.
To make my daring graduation day even riskier, Jerome showed up to my house the morning of the event and fucked me in my ass so, as he said, "I would have a reminder of what a slut I was." Even though I was essentially naked under my gown, his reaming of my asshole certainly was a favorable reminder that I was his slut. During the entire ceremony, my body buzzed as I wondered if anyone could tell I wasn't wearing anything under my gown. I made sure to keep my legs close together at all times as to not give the crowd a glimpse. However, sitting through the ceremony was the easiest part, it was after that was the hardest.
After the ceremony was a time the now-graduated students greeted their former teachers, took pictures with us, and their parents thanked us for our service to their children. This was always an uncomfortable time, but considering I only had a thin gown covering my body, I felt extra uneasy. Plus, there was a steady breeze, and I was constantly on edge that my gown would fly up and give away my secret. Through the constant stream of students and parents greeting me, my pussy gushed and coated my inner thighs with arousal. With each picture, I wondered if when they looked back at it, if they would notice my lack of clothing and the thought would cause me to tremble.
At one point when I was no longer with former students or parents, Cynthia came over and said hi. She seemed more chipper than usual, and I asked her how she was doing. Leaning in to whisper in my ear, she told me she was being naughty. I, of course, pushed her to tell me more and she informed me that her mistress had reached out and wanted to have her perform as a graduation gift. She explained that she was currently wearing a butt plug and that once the event was over, she was to meet her mistress in her classroom for one last moment of servitude. I could see her blush and her body shiver from the excitement of the plan. Feeling compelled to share my secret, I let her know what was under my gown and she gasped. She recovered and then quickly reached out to run her hand on my hip to feel for my lack of clothing.
Convinced that I was indeed naked under the thin gown, Cynthia surprised me when she took my hand and pulled me towards the school building. With a determined pace, she led us into the school and then my room. I opened the door and we both entered. Not even after a second from when the door was shut then was she reaching for my gown and lifting it upwards. I mocked astonishment at her behavior, but let her continue until my gown was up over my tits and I then just held it up for her.
"You are a very naughty teacher," Cynthia said as she viewed my naked form.
I replied cheekily, "yes I am, but so are you." I then reached out for her ass and gripped it, pulling her into me. My fingers dug into her crack until they found the plug buried in her ass.
"Well, I guess it takes one to know one," she jokingly replied before kissing me deeply. Though I know we both would have loved nothing more than to strip down and go at each other, we also both understood our duties as teachers. Breaking off our passionate kiss, we smiled at each other and then walked back out to the now diminishing crowd. I didn't see her again that day, but I knew that if I went looking in her room, I would have been able to witness something very erotic. What kept me from doing just that, was a text from Jerome that I was to meet him at my house after the ceremony.
I arrived at my house shortly after the event and stripped off my one piece of clothing upon entering my house. Expecting to serve him as I had so many times before, I went looking for Jerome in the living room. When I found him, I could sense that something was different. He was standing in the middle of the room holding the contract he had me sign, which made me his slut officially. I looked at him quizzically, trying to figure out what was going on.
He explained that he was taking a better job with his bank, and was going to be moving to a new city. I was completely shocked by the news and wondered what it meant for our relationship. Jerome further explained that he was giving me the contract as he no longer felt it binding as he would be leaving. He understood that I was devastated by the news, but reassured me that I would be okay. I asked if we would ever get together again, and he said only if he ever was back in town, and even then he would leave that up to me. He wanted a clean break as he felt it best for both of us. Setting the contract down on my coffee table, he walked to me, pulled me in, and gave me one last passionate kiss before leaving.
I dropped to my knees, lost as to what just happened. I was now no longer under the control of another, and yet I felt so empty. Jerome had opened up my inner self, the one that was wild and sexual, and now I wasn't sure if I could go back to the way I was before. I also didn't know how I would be able to continue as I was. The biggest part of my relationship with Jerome was that I was his slut. His to control, and order. His to humiliate and degrade. How would I be able to have that without him?
As I knelt, feeling lost, I began to get the familiar tingle in my sex. My hand reflexively went to my dripping slit and I began to stroke myself. In my mind, I was a mess, but my body still needed attention, and I was soon nearing an orgasm. However, before I brought myself to a climax, I forced myself to stop; I wanted to try and push myself as Jerome had until just recently always did. I stood up and walked into my room to retrieve some tools.
Returning to my living room, I laid out the items I had retrieved: a pair of handcuffs, my largest dildo, my phone, and my collar. Using my phone first, I called a nearby pizza parlor. I was hungry and I needed someone to deliver food to me for my plan to work as I hoped. With my order placed, and my pizza expected to be delivered within thirty minutes, I went about setting up the rest of my plan. I put on my collar and then set up the dildo, which had a suction cup base, on the tile floor just before my front door. Taking the handcuffs, I attached them to my wrists, locking my hands behind me.
What I intended to do, was enjoy myself on the large dildo as I awaited my food to arrive. However, I wanted to make it as humiliating as I could. I wanted to take away the use of my hands, and I was only going to insert the dildo into either my mouth or ass. If I was to come, it was going to have to be from anal alone. Also, I wanted the thrill that someone could show up while I was in the middle of fucking myself. If I could orgasm before they got there, fine, but if not I would be in a situation where I would have to answer the door and retrieve my pizza while naked and cuffed. I promised myself that if that was the case, I would not clean up anything or try to hide what I was up to.
With my plan in place, I dropped down to my knees and leaned over to begin sucking on the dildo to slicken it enough slide into my ass. Soon I was gagging myself on the rubber phallus and strings of sticky saliva were coating it and my face. Feeling confident that I had done a good job of lubricating the massive tool, I struggled back to my feet and positioned myself over the top of it. Though my hands were locked behind me, I was still able to guide the fake cock towards my asshole, and hold it still as I began to sink, penetrating myself.
It was by far my largest dildo, and one I had only ever taken in my ass once before. However, I was determined to find out if I was able to push myself to extremes as Jerome had. I wanted to prove that I could still be the slut I was with him now that I was on my own. With considerable effort and a fair amount of pain, the dildo slipped into my hole, and I was sinking myself further down onto it. I wanted to fill my ass with as much as I could before bouncing up and down on it. Though I shouldn't have been, I was surprised that I was able to take the entire length. With it completely buried inside of me, I took a moment to collect myself. I felt so full and so stretched; a feeling I felt plenty of times serving Jerome. Driven by my desire, I lifted and began to bounce up and down on the thick member. My arousal grew with each stroke, and if I had the use of my hands, I would have been able to come almost instantly.
I drove myself harder and faster to try and bring my climax about, but no matter how hard I tried, I just could not bring myself over the edge. I did not stop though, I pushed on and continued to ride the dildo until, as I knew would eventually happen, there was a knock at my door. I knew it was going to happen, but I was still caught off guard by the abruptness of it and I let out an exasperated breath. I then dismounted the formidable toy, leaving my ass with a deep empty feeling, and turned to open the door. As I had planned, I did not uncuff myself, I did not hide the dildo, and I did not try to hide my nudity.
The feeling I got from the reaction of the delivery boy made it crystal clear to me that I would be able to push myself to continue to be the risky slut Jerome had created. I would miss Jerome, and his cock, but I knew I would not have to go back to my old life; I could start a new one.
The End
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Thank you for reading, and following along with this series. I hope you enjoyed it. It is my intention now to write more one-off series as to not leave the readers waiting for new chapters. I may return to characters in this story as well as others, but have no intention of starting a new longlasting series with them. Keep posted for new stories.
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I came out of the en-suite bathroom in the master bedroom I shared with my loving husband who was sitting just where I left him; gagged and handcuffed naked to the chair in front of the computer. He looked at me as I stood before him naked as well, rubbing some lotion into my skin. A grin formed on my face, as I look at him watching me so desperately. I saw his caged cock twitch as his eyes followed my hands working the lotion into my breasts and my grin grew larger.
Retrieving my lotion bottle from the bathroom, I placed it on the desktop next to my restrained and caged husband. He just watched, for he knew he was not to make a sound, as I squirted another dollop of cream into my palm and massaged it into my smooth skin. When my hands slipped towards my freshly shaved sex, another twitch from his confined member prompted me to break the silence.
"Do you think my date will enjoy my smooth shaved pussy," I asked my desperate cuckold husband. As he was gagged, he could only groan and nod at the vision of another man touching his wife's sex. Another smile formed on my face at his woeful state, and I reached to pump yet more creamy lotion into my hand. To add to his torment, I turned my back to him, bent over at the waist, and then rubbed the lotion into my legs. He had an unobstructed view of my smooth slit, my full ass, and my puckered asshole but he had no chance of gaining access to any of them.
I loved to tease my husband like this, and have increased how much I do so ever since he allowed me to lock up his dicklet; a fun nickname that I gave his caged member to add to his humiliation. Though he could not get off from my teasing, I knew he loved it as much as I did because he never complains and is always so thankful on release days. It was his idea for me to cuckold him, to begin with, and once I got started in this lifestyle I found myself empowered by it.
Feeling as though my teasing show achieved the desired results, I returned to the connected restroom and attended to my make-up and hair while leaving my husband locked up and longing for anything more from me. Upon my return to the bedroom, I didn't look at my husband as I went about pulling out my outfit for the evening. My short, pixie cut blond hair was styled in a playfully flirty manner, and my makeup was subtle except for the stark red lipstick that made my already full lips look even fuller. From my closet, I pulled out a newly acquired dress just for the evening.
After pulling on the dress, I looked over to my husband and laughed out loud at how wide his eyes had gotten. It was the exact reaction I was hoping to get from the flared bottom black mini dress that had a sheer halter style top that tied around the neck and left my back open. Also, on the top were some delicate lace appliques to just barely conceal my braless breasts. It was a head-turner of a dress, and it was just perfect for my date night. I paired the dress with a pair of black Steve Madden ankle strap heels of which I made a show of putting on in front of my husband by repeating my waist bending show from earlier to allow him to see just how short the dress was and to show off my uncovered sex once again. To complete my look, I retrieved the key to my husband's cock cage from my jewelry box. I had it on a dainty gold chain necklace, and it looked so perfect hanging down in front of my scandalous dress.
Grabbing my handbag and phone, I walked over to my husband, picked up the key to the handcuffs off the desktop, and then leaned over him to drop it into his hands. I gave him a soft kiss on his forehead before I stood back up to request my Lyft ride. As I walked away from my flustered cuckold husband, I talked back at him with a few simple commands.
"You may unlock yourself once I leave, but are to remain naked. Make sure that you do the laundry while I am gone. I'm not sure when I will be home, so don't wait up for me."
I gave him one last devilish look before walking out of the room and towards the front door. My sexiness level felt maxed out, as I walked out of my house to wait for my ride while the sun began dropping behind the mountains. My nerves and excitement filled me, as I anticipated a very naughty evening for myself. It wasn't my first date out with another man, but it was the first with this particular man, and he was definitely going to be a different experience than all the others.
~~~~~~
As I walked through the casino to meet my date, I could sense the attention I was gathering from others. Heads were turning and jaws were dropping as I strolled past as sexy and confident as I could. Even though I loved all of the attention, I was focused only on getting to my date. The reason for my eagerness was who the man was. I had been a number of dates with men I either contacted via appropriate websites or had met in the wild, but this man was a different story. He first came to my attention after I watched one of his videos on an adult website. It was the nature of the nature that so caught my attention; an amateur video, but well made. After I watched it a number of times, I clicked on his username to see his profile and found he had a number of other videos also uploaded, each with a different woman but all just as hot as the initial one I stumbled onto.
In a moment of heated desire, I had reached out to him via his Twitter handle he had listed on his profile. Initially, I just wanted to let him know that I was a fan, but after some quick back and forth private DM's, I found out that he was actually located in the same city as me. With this knowledge, I brought up the possibility of meeting up with him. After asking for a picture of me he agreed to meet up, but on one condition; that he could film our hookup. I hesitated to the idea at first, but he told me he could edit it to conceal my identity. He then told me to watch some of his videos again to see for myself. I of course did and upon rewatching, I did notice he concealed the identities of most of the women in the videos. So, with a renewed level of horniness, I agreed to his condition and we set up a time to meet.
All of this information, of course, was not shared with my husband. I never shared information about any of my other dates with him, except when I came back to tell him every slutty detail of how the date went. The other big part I kept to myself was that my date for the evening was black. I had never been with a black man before, but had always found myself curious and would usually peruse the interracial videos online the hornier I got. My husband would love the chance to watch me get fucked by a big black cock, and with me agreeing to allow my date to film, he just might get that opportunity; that is of course if I let him know.
~~~~~~
Reaching the center bar of the Casino, the predetermined meeting spot, I quickly located my date. He was hard to miss, as he was the only beautifully tall and strong black man standing in the middle of the bar. I felt all the eyes on me as I walked directly up to him. As I neared, he extended out his hand to me and I reached out with mine to allow him to grasp it. He pulled me into him and wrapped me in a firm hug. I felt so small in his arms as if he had complete power over me. One of his hands had gripped my ass through the flimsy dress and I could feel myself gush with arousal at being so openly groped by him in public.
Letting go of me, he guided the way to two barstools that he had apparently saved for us. I took my seat next to him, but half-turned to face him. He did the same and complimented me on my dress. As I thanked him, the bartender came over to take our drink order. We both ordered, and when the bartender left my date held up his phone and asked if he could start recording. I shyly smiled and told him to go right ahead. As he angled his phone at me, the bartender came back with our drinks. I took a sip to steady my nerves while my date began to ask me questions.
"So from our conversations online, I got the feeling you have never been with a black guy before. Is that correct?"
"That is correct, though I have always found myself intrigued by the idea," I answered.
"Why is that?"
Thanking a moment to process, I took another sip from my drink before replying, "probably the taboo stigma that society has put on such a coupling, and also the stereotype of black guys having big dicks."
"So you want to be a naughty white wife and get fucked by a big black cock?"
"Yes," was my simple and truthful response.
"Does your husband know you are out with me?"
Taking another sip of my drink, I answered, "he knows that I am out on a date, but does not know I'm on a date with a black guy."
"Would he be upset to find out?"
"No, he would probably love it, but it doesn't matter what he thinks. I make the rules," I answered while simultaneously lifting up the key dangling on the necklace around my neck.
"And what is that?"
I grinned as I answered, "its the key to my husband's... life." My date laughed at this.
"Okay, enough about your husband, let's get back to you. That is a very sexy dress you are wearing. I can tell from the sheerness of the top half that you aren't wearing a bra, should I assume you are also not wearing panties?"
"That would be a good assumption to make," I replied coyly causing a grin formed on my date's face.
"Show me and the camera then baby."
I gave a cautionary glance around the bar to see if anyone was looking and then slowly uncrossed my legs to allow my date to see my bare sex. I held my legs open for a while to allow both him and the camera to get a good look. Surprisingly, as I moved to re-cross my legs, he placed his large hand onto my thigh. He began to slowly run his hand across my thigh. My pussy ached for him to touch it, but he refrained from doing as such. Instead, he spoke to me while leaving his hand resting on my leg and keeping my wet slit exposed.
"Do you think everyone here knows I am going to fuck you tonight?"
Trying to control my breathing and emotions, I replied, "Yes."
"Does it turn you on to think that all these people know you are going to be my married white slut for the night."
"Yes," I answered with the sound of arousal in my voice.
"Are you going to be my married white slut?"
Again, with a raspiness in my voice, I responded, "yes."
"Tell me then."
As I was about to speak, I felt his hand move up my thigh and curl inward to push my leg open further. "I am going to be your married white slut."
~~~~~~
After finishing our drinks, and allowing for most of the bar patrons to get a glimpse at my exposed sex, my date led us through the casino towards the rideshare pick-up spot. However, before we reached it, he made a detour into a less-traveled area of the casino to do a bit more filming with his phone. We were in a tucked-away corner behind a bank of vacant slot machines when he had me sit down in front of one. He instructed me to turn sideways in the seat and to make sure I wasn't sitting on my dress. I did just as he wanted and wasn't surprised this time when he came over and pushed my legs open to capture my uncovered pussy with his phone. It did surprise me though when his hand grabbed ahold of my breast through the thin material of my dress. I let out a soft moan as he massaged my small but perky bosoms. He went even further when his fingers gripped the side of my top and pull it over to expose my entire tit. With a quick maneuver, he did the same with the other side, I was left sitting with my tits out in public my black date tweaked and pulled on my nipples.
Eventually, we continued on our way, partially to keep from getting caught, and partially to get someplace where we could enjoy ourselves more freely. Once in the car though, the naughtiness once again ramped up. My date's hand found its way back to my thigh causing me to look over at him. I saw his phone out again and understood he was recording. I peaked at the driver before reaching my own hand over to his lap, but not stopping at his thigh. I wanted to feel his manhood through his pants, and happy to find the thick member already seemingly semi-erect. As I stroked my date's cock, his hand left my thigh and I stuck out my lip to pout in response to its unexpected removal. I quickly realized why it left, as he brought it up to my neck and swiftly pulled loose the ties to the top half of my dress. He then expertly trailed his hand down the front of my top, pulling it down as he went.
With my chest completely exposed, I didn't stop stroking him, but I did look away to see if the driver could see. His attention seemed focused on the road, which was good as my date's hand found its way behind me and began to unzip my dress. He pulled the zipper until it stopped and then started to push my dress down underneath me. Understanding his intentions, I lifted myself up from the seat a little to allow him to slide my dress over my ass and down my legs. I was completely naked in the back seat of an unknown Lyft driver's car and rather than be scared, I was more turned on than I had been all night.
I could feel my date's cock growing more firm as I continued to stroke it, and while he let his free hand roam over my naked body. His large hand felt so great on my smooth skin, and yet he continued to tease me with; not venturing to my eager slit. My body was on fire with lust for him, and I had to work hard to keep from moaning out loud. When we finally made it to our destination, I wanted nothing more than to run inside and have him take me. I reached down for my dress, but my date stopped me.
"Leave it," he said, and a flutter went through my body at the thought of getting out of the car naked and leaving my only piece of clothing inside of it. Though such a thought scared me, I did as he commanded and followed him out of the car without my dress. The driver didn't seem to notice my lack of clothing, as he pulled away quickly leaving me standing in only my heels and without a way of getting dressed. I was pulled out of that realization when my date grabbed my hand and began leading the way to his house.
I strolled behind my date as confidently as I could considering I was naked in public with no chance of covering up. My pussy pulsed with the daringness of what I was doing, as well as with the anticipation of what I was going to do once inside. His house was a modest one, but that was not what mattered to me at that moment; I only wanted to get inside and be the slut I told him I would be.
~~~~~~
We quickly went into the bedroom upon entering his house. I was shocked to see an array of cameras set up on tripods in the room, but I should have figured it to be the case as I had agreed to allow him to film our encounter. Taking a seat on the bed in the middle of the room, I watched as he went around and began turning on the cameras and setting them to record. He then grabbed a handheld camera off of a nearby nightstand. With it in hand, he aimed it at me on the bed and began again to speak.
"I know what you want, so why don't you pull it out yourself."
He stood directly in front of me, his crotch at my eye level, and I look up at him and the camera. I wasn't sure how he was going to hide my identity as he was very obviously filming my face.
"I thought you were going to keep my identity concealed," I said while looking up at him quizzically.
"Don't worry baby, it's all about the edit. Of course, we can talk more about it when we are all done," he answered back.
I accepted his answer, largely due to being so engrossed with the desire to be his married white slut, and I reached out with my hands to unbutton his jeans. Biting my lip, I focused on pulling down his unfastened pants and reaching my prize. Under his jeans, he wore a pair of white boxer briefs and I could see the outline of his large appendage through them. Before I could unveil it though, I helped him step out of his jeans. I then proceeded to pull down the tight undergarment and freed his manhood which sprung out of its captivity to nearly slap me in the face. As his briefs fell down his legs, he stepped out of them on his own and I eagerly grabbed ahold of his cock with both of my hands.
His thickness was such that I was unable to wrap my fingers entirely around it, and his length was such that with both my hands holding the shaft there was still left another three inches of cock uncontained. As I had in the car, I began to stroke his length, but this time without the hindrance of his pants to limit my experience. Both of my fists pumped his shaft, and I reflexively began to lick my lips. My date must have noticed this as he began to instruct me some more as I familiarized myself with his black cock.
"Go ahead, put it in your mouth."
I didn't have to be told twice as I quickly opened my mouth and took the massive head of his cock into it. The warmth of his mighty organ radiated on my tongue, and I began to try and take in as much as I could. This was no small task considering his size, and I soon had to withdraw as I was unaccustomed to taking such a large cock in my mouth. I pressed on though and bobbed my head back and forth to coat his mighty tool with my spit as I also continued to pump my fist on his shaft.
"Oh yeah, that's it. Show me how a married white slut sucks a big black cock. Put your hands behind your back and just use your mouth."
Again, I followed his commands and dropped my hands from his shaft and held them behind me as I focused on just using my mouth to bring him pleasure. I sucked on his cock for a while before removing my mouth from it and running my tongue and lips along its length. Tracing my tongue on the underside of his thick trunk I felt the heft and weight of it on my face. I gave his full balls a tantalizing tickle with my wet tongue before returning up to take his tool back into my mouth. As I did, I felt his free hand grip the back of my head and push me further onto his cock. I could feel his girthy appendage slide further into my mouth and throat, triggering my gag reflex. I was unable to back off, however, as he held my head steady onto him. I coughed from the intrusion causing spit to eject past my lips and coat the last inches of his shaft. After a few more seconds, he let off of his hold and allowed me to take a moment to recollect myself.
"Spit on it slut. Spit on my dick."
Out of breath, I puckered my lips and expelled a wad of sticky saliva from my mouth onto the head of his hefty hardon.
"That's the way, now get your mouth back on it. Show me how deep you can take it."
His hand resumed its pressure, and I had half of his cock in my mouth without a moment's notice. I convinced myself to relax my throat and not struggle as he continued to pull my head towards him. More of his length slid into my mouth, and I could feel the bulbous mushroom tip lodged in my throat. My focus on relaxing allowed him to penetrate deeper than before as I no longer felt the need to gag from the intrusion. His hips moved forward as his hand pulled my head towards them, and suddenly the last inch of his black snake was pushed into my mouth. My nose was pressed into his pubic patch which sparked a congratulatory remark from my date.
"There you go slut. Got my entire cock in your throat; what a good little married white slut."
His hips moved back, but his handheld still on my head. He began to pump himself in and out of my mouth and throat. He was facefucking me and I was loving it. After a bit, he pulled all the way out to allow me to breathe, but also to allow me to speak.
"Damn girl, not many can take my cock deep like that. You truly are a married white slut, but I want to know, are you ready for me to own your married white pussy?"



The thought of taking his big black cock into my sex literally made me drip. So I answered, "yes, it's yours."
He smiled and then positioned me on my back at the edge of the bed. Bending at his knees, he aimed his sexual weapon at the entrance of my slick slit. I felt him tease me with it as he ran just the tip up and down my pink lips. In an attempt to stop his teasing, I bucked my hips up but he pulled himself away briefly and then slapped my clit with the might of his engorged pole.
"Someone is an eager slut. Tell me what you want."
Eager I was, and I replied eagerly, "I want your dick. I want you to fuck me with your black cock."
"Call me Daddy."
I grinned at his command and then replied, "Fuck me, Daddy. Please."
Just as I finished, I felt his cock push into my waiting cunt. Even with my wetness, I could still feel him stretch me open more than typical. His cock filled my sex tunnel completely, and penetrate depths often not reached. I moaned and gasped like a wild woman as he pumped his mighty cock in and out of me. It took no time at all before I was reaching the edge of an orgasm and I let him know.
"Oh shit, Daddy, I'm going to come! Aaahhh, I'm going to come already! Fuck, your cock is so fucking big, it feels so good!"
He replied calmly while continuing to thrust, "Come for me slut. Come on my black dick. Come to prove I own your married white pussy; that I own you. You are my white slut now. Come for me."
I did just that. Waves of orgasmic pleasure crashed over me, and I bucked with each one. My body buzzed from the climax, and I dug my heels into him to pull his cock deeper into my pussy that he owned. I believed truly that it was his, he owned it with his cock, and he owned me. I was his to command. The entire build-up to my orgasm; the online back-and-forth, the interaction at the bar and in the car ride, his authoritative demeanor, it all proved to me that I was his to be not only a slut for him but to be his slut. I knew it to be true, and I made sure he knew that I understood it also.
"Yes, you own my pussy. Ungh, you own me. I am your slut. I am yours, Daddy; use me."
His pace stayed consistent as I relayed my revelation to him and rode out the final waves of my orgasm. I could already feel the stirrings of my next one on the heels of my first and as I build up to it he asked me some more questions to distract me from the impending climax.
"Are you going to let your husband know that you belong to me now?"
Between moans, I answered, "yes, if you want me too, but it doesn't matter. He can't do anything about it. I make the rules."
"Not anymore. I make the rules. I own you now."
"Yes. Yes, you do Daddy. You make the rules," I replied.
"That's right, slut," he said as he reached down with his free hand and ripped the necklace that held the key to my husband's cock cage from my neck. "This is mine now."
I could only reply, "yes, Daddy."
Soon after the necklace stripping, he tossed it aside and then flipped me over so I was on my stomach.
"Hands and knees slut, ass up; I'm gonna beat my pussy up from the back now."
I took up the position and was instantly filled back up with his tremendous battering ram of a cock. The new position caused his cock to come in at a new angle and hit spots he hadn't before. This, of course, only spurred me towards another orgasm which rocked me just as the first had. The way he pounded me from behind caused a third orgasm to trigger just after the second and I was panting into the mattress of the bed as I rode the waves of intense pleasure.
As I came down from the high of multiple orgasms, I felt the pressure of his thumb on my exposed rear hole. It slipped inside with relative ease and a new feeling of fullness washed over me. His thumb felt so impossibly thick as it probed my ass and his cock filled me up. I am familiar with anal sensations and often enjoy them. This time was no different, and in fact, his thumb in my ass only further fueled my arousal and played into the feeling of sexual ownership he had over me and my body.
My date ravaged my pussy for a while more, pounding me into the mattress as his thumb stayed firmly lodged in my ass. I moaned throughout the wonderfully pleasurable pummeling he was giving me, and though I could feel the soreness from the onslaught building, it was a soreness that I wanted as it meant I was truly getting fucked by a masterful cocksman. His stamina brought on another smaller orgasm in me, and when it subsided I felt him slow and pull out. I had no energy to move and just laid on the bed trying to catch my breath and recover as much as I could.
"Damn slut, I really did a number on you, but I ain't done yet. I just need to take a break and hydrate."
I heard him walk out of the room as I continued to lay motionless on the bed. My pussy felt open, and an exploratory hand confirmed that I was still indeed gaped from the fuck session. A smile formed on my face, and I rolled over to my back. My energy starting returning as my date came back into the room holding a glass of water. He reached out and handed it to me, which I graciously accepted.
"Thank you, Daddy," I said after taking a drink.
He took the glass back, setting it on a nearby shelf, once I was done with it and then picked up his camera once again. I was eager to begin again and wondered just what he had planned. Sitting on the bed, he positioned himself up against the headboard with his legs stretched out in front of him. His cock stood proudly up in the air, and I lick my lips in anticipation.
"Suck my cock some more. I want you to taste yourself on me."
Like an eager pet, I crawled up the bed to him and dropped my head into his lap to take his ebony shaft back into my mouth. It was coated with my juices and they tasted tangy on my tongue. As I worked my mouth on him, my hands instinctively went behind me as they had earlier. My sensual oral ministrations took my tongue all over his beautiful cock and even to his plump sack. I sucked each of his balls into my mouth and bathed them with my tongue. He let me move freely this time and didn't look to force me further onto his cock as he had earlier. I was able to enjoy and explore every bit of his rigid manhood.
"Do you like having my big black cock in your mouth slut?"
Pausing my task momentarily, I answered, "yes, I love it, Daddy."
"I bet. That's good, because from now on its only my big black cock for you. You're my slut isn't that right?"
"Yes, Daddy. I am your slut," I replied before pushing my mouth back onto his rigidness. The idea of only enjoying his cock didn't bother me; in fact, it thrilled me to know he wanted to continue to see me after this and that I would get more time to experience his wonderful piece of meat. With more inspiration, I redoubled my efforts orally and began to take him once again into my throat. It felt so slutty to force his cock deep, and it caused a flood of new wetness to rush into my sex. He let me gag myself on him for a few more moments before speaking again.
"Alright slut, let's try out that ass of yours. I want to see how well it can handle my black cock."
I just moaned around his cock as he brought up taking me anally. It both scared me and excited me. His size was certainly larger than anything I had ever attempted to put in my ass before. Most of my experience with anal came from using butt plugs and the occasional thin dildo. I had given my ass up to another man before, not my husband and not a man packing anything near what my current date had.
He pushed me off his cock and then positioned me on my hands and knees again. Lifting my head, I was face to face with one of the cameras on a tripod, it would capture my reaction to the anal intrusion in perfect detail. I felt him behind me, getting into position. He dripped some lube he must have had stashed near the bed onto my puckered hole. His thumb once again pressed against my tight opening and began to massage the slippery liquid into it, gaining easy access and preparing me for more. Satisfied with the lubrication job, he removed his thumb and replaced it with the bulbous head of his cock just touching the entrance to my ass.
"You ready to get your ass fucked by my big black cock?"
Though I did have some fear about what was about to occur, I didn't let on as I replied, "Yes, Daddy."
He then pressed himself into me, and after a brief moment of resistance, his cock pierced my ass and began to sink inside. I felt as though he had split me open, but I focused on my breathing and soon was able to overcome the initial pain of penetration to take in the sensation of being filled by something so large. His slow strokes gradually picked up the pace until he found a steady rhythm to drill my ass with. While his cock felt wonderful and filled me up completely, I wasn't as quick to reach orgasm as I had when he fucked my pussy. This allowed me to take in the experience more, and appreciate that I actually was taking such a big black cock so well in my ass. He too picked up on this and remarked as much.
"Look at you slut. Taking my cock in your ass like a natural. You were built to serve my cock in all your holes. I own all of them; I own you. My fans are going to love watching you give yourself over to me. Becoming my slut right on camera. You want the world to know, don't you? To know you are my slut."
In a state of absolute arousal and obedience, I replied happily, "Yes! Oh fuck, yes! I am your slut. You own me. Fuck, I love your dick in my ass."
"I'm not going to edit your face out slut. The world deserves to see what a true slut looks like in all her glory."
Even though I had initially been concerned about my identity being compromised, at that moment I could not say no. I was his, and I wanted to give him what he desired. So my response to his revelation was, "Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh my fucking god, I'm coming! Yes!"
The waves of this orgasm were even more intense than any of the others I had earlier. Everything from the evening culminated it that moment, and it exploded out of me in a body-shaking climax. He continued to pummel my ass as my orgasm rolled over me, but as I was coming down from my high he indicated that he was nearing his own climax.
"Fuck slut, I'm going to come soon. When I do, I'm gonna mark you officially as my slut by blasting your face with it."
In one swift motion, he pulled his long log free of my ass. A forceful push on my hip got me to spin around before he pushed my head down onto the mattress. I was staring up at him as he stroked his length. Within seconds of getting into position, he unloaded his gooey spunk onto my face; covering me completely in the sticky mess. I opened my mouth to taste some of it, and was amazed at how much I loved it.
When he was finally spent, he just stayed kneeling above me with his cock dangling over my come coated face. I reached up to take the tip of his cock into my mouth and coax out any remaining drops of nectar. His member flinched at the touch of my tongue, but I persisted retrieved the prize I desired. As I took more of his now softening cock into my mouth, I could taste the subtle hint of where it had just been but was not put off back it. I had given myself over to him so it felt right that I continued to act dutifully. After a few moments of me quietly cleansing his mighty manhood, he backed away and looked down at me with a wry grin.
"I'll be right back slut," he stated leaving me on the bed still covered in his come and basking in the afterglow of many wonderful orgasms.
When he returned, I could see he was holding a thin piece of black circular metal in his hand. The look on my face must have shown my curiosity because upon reaching me on the bed and having me kneel atop it, he explained what he was holding.
"This is an Eternity collar. It will be the symbol of my ownership of you. A reminder that you are my slut, and that you are now black-owned. The only way to take it off is with this tool," he said holding up a thin metal tool. "Do you understand?"
I wasn't expecting something so declarative to come from this date at its formation but after the events of the night, it felt the like the rational next step in the journey. Looking at the elegant simplicity of the thin black metal collar, I imagined wearing it and found that I became excited and aroused at the thought. So, somewhat surprisingly, I replied, "I do."
He quipped in return, still holding the camera, "Do you agree to wear it then?"
"I do," came my quick and unfaltering answer.
"In that case, I need just one more thing," he said turning away and bending down to retrieve something off of the floor. When he stood back up I could see was holding the key to my husband's cock cage. I watched as he expertly slipped the key onto the collar. He then leaned in towards me and proceeded to put the collar around my bare neck. With the collar in position, I then felt my once date, now owner screw in the locking bolt to secure the collar in place. When he finished, he backed away and just looked down at me. My hands reached up and touched the piece of cool metal that now encircled my neck. It felt so wonderfully simple while at the same time powerful. I quivered as I traced the smooth surface, understanding how my life had changed in such a short time period.
~~~~~~
After my date turned owner collared me, our night together came to an end. He explained that there would be plenty of more nights to come, but that our introduction to one another had concluded. I was allowed to clean up but as my only piece of clothing was left in a stranger's car, I remained naked. My owner drove me home. When we arrived it was late at night, early morning, and no one in my neighborhood was awake. Still, I felt my body tremble at the thought of walking into my house dressed in nothing but my heels and a newly acquired collar. Before I made that fateful trek, my owner stopped me and spoke.
"I will be in contact soon, and as your owner will expect complete compliance. Anytime I request your presence, I expect you to come to me no matter the time or place. I have no interest in your husband or his wishes. However, because his key is locked on your collar, he must know that his desires may only be met when mine have and you performed to my high standards for a submissive. Anytime you are to meet me, you are to do so as you are now; naked except for heels and your collar. Is this understood?"
Look at him in his eyes, I answered sincerely, "Yes Daddy, I understand."
Upon receiving my confirmation of my servitude to him, he reached across me and pushed open my door. I knew what was expected of me, and I turned to exit the car. Once I was away from his vehicle and had closed the door, I peeled off, leaving me standing nude on my street. Again my body quivered as I made my way to my house. I knew my husband's reaction would be priceless, and I also knew I loved the new wrinkle that had been added to our marriage. Reaching my door, I composed myself and smiled.
The End
~~~~~~
If there is a desire for more from this story or these characters, make sure to comment and rate according. Thank you again for reading.
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I waited somewhat nervously in my car. Just outside of town, at the small public parking for a now-defunct service station, my car sat parked. At that hour, there was very little traffic on the nearby road that was mostly forgotten when the highway was constructed. Now, only miners and outdoor enthusiast utilized the stretch of tarmac that went on into the distance and out of sight. I was nervous because I was waiting for the man that I had only ever met once before; the man that used me simply for his pleasure before tossing me out of his motel room naked. That original encounter was everything I expected it to be and more, and this one I hoped to be more of the same.
Recently, I had come to terms with the fact that I got off on being used sexually. To be degraded and humiliated by a dominant man that only sought their pleasure and had no concern for mine. After years of normal, vanilla relationships with men, I finally took a chance to act on my deepest desires that I had tried hard to keep hidden. At first, I was ashamed to have such depraved sexual thoughts, but eventually, after so many unfulfilling sexual encounters, I began to look more into those dark thoughts. The first big step in accepting that side of myself was answering the anonymous online posting that resulted in me being completely used before being tossed out naked, while covered in a stranger's cum.
So I find myself now going back to the well of sexual depravity; to let a man, whose name I do not know, use me as his sex toy. It was at his instructions via an email exchange that I meet him in this abandoned parking lot. In those instructions, it was also detailed that I was to be wearing a tiny crop top with a flared mini skirt. No underwear was permitted, and it was stated that I was to wear a pair of strappy, platform-style high heels. Sitting in the provocative outfit in my car, my knees bounce in anticipation and I can feel my sex already damp with arousal. I jump in my seat when my phone vibrates to life with a new text message. I had been expecting the message, as he requested my cell phone number in the email as well, but the sudden break in the silent car still startled me.
Opening the message I read that he is ten minutes away. His message also states, that he wants me to be waiting outside of my car upon his arrival and that my phone, car keys, and all other personal belongings are to be left inside my car. His instructions are short and demanding and they make my pussy gush with the idea that I would soon be submitting to his demands and orders in person. Dropping my phone and car keys into my purse located on the passenger seat beside me, I swing open my door and step outside. Standing next to my car, I feel the crisp coolness of the night air on my exposed skin. The cold causes my nipples to perk up and press against the thin material of my top. Though I have the time to stay warm in my car, I choose to stand outside and bare the cold as it is his wish I do so.
After a shivering ten minutes, the headlights of a large vehicle illuminate the vacant lot as it pulls into it. I could not be sure that the vehicle is the man who had ordered me to meet him here as I know nothing about him. I take comfort that it is most likely him as the timing was right, and I haven't noticed any other vehicles pass by since I had arrived. As the headlights draw closer to me, I can tell that they were attached to a lifted pickup truck. I cannot see the driver as the lights partially blind me, but as it pulls alongside me and my parked car the passenger side window of the truck rolls down and the man's face appears in the void.
"Get in," he instructed down to me.
As I approach his truck to adhere to his command, I understand the risk involved in entering a stranger's truck, at night, and in the middle of nowhere. However, I understand the potential of a satisfying sexual reward in doing so as well. So without hesitation, I reach out and open the passenger side door to the truck, and lift myself up into its cab. As I sit down on the seat, the window is rolled back up and I look over to the man I had only ever met once before, and yet I felt a reassuring familiarity upon looking at him. He, however, does not meet my gaze, he has instead focused out the front windshield as we have begun to move. While he didn't look at me, he did speak, or more correctly, gave an order.
"Suck."
I look to his lap and realize that his pants are open and his impressive cock is standing erect. Just as I had with all of his other orders and instructions, I do as I am told and lean over to take his stiffness into my mouth. The moment his organ touches my lips, I give up any sense of my normal vanilla life and allow myself to fall into the deep pool of sexual depravity that I longed to enjoy. Taking more of his length into my mouth I think that I might be able to control the pace for the moment as his attention is on driving, but when his right-hand grips my hair I know instantly that it will not be the case. He begins to grip my hair in order to force my mouth up and down on his engorged pole.
Within a matter of moments, I am gagging and coating his shaft with sticky saliva as he mercifully pumps my skull up and down his cock. Through the rough oral fucking, I have no way of knowing where we were going. My vision is filled with the sight of his cock and pubic patch and was quickly becoming blurred with tears building up in my eyes. Though it was rough, and humiliating to be used in such a manner, I gave no sign of protest as I reveled in the treatment. I wanted to give myself over to this stranger; to allow him to use me for his pleasure and to do so in any manner that he deemed necessary to achieve it.
A sudden lurch in the truck's movement alerts me that we had stopped, where, I could not be sure, but just after the truck comes to a stop his grip on my hair lifts me up and off of his slickened pole. Free from his grip, I look around to try and determine where we are but am unable to decipher anything other than being on some sort of access road deeper into the deserted landscape. I look back at him but got nothing as he reaches back behind my seat and retrieves a bag. He then pushes open his door and begins to get out of the truck with the bag. I just stare in confusion and wait to be told what to do.
I didn't wait long as once he steps out of his truck, he turns back and barks, "out." Quickly complying, I turn to open my door and then race around the truck to stand before him. As I reach him, again he snaps a single word at me, "turn," of which I do immediately. After hearing the bag being unzipped, I soon feel the tell-tale feeling of a metal cuff being attached to my left wrist. Once it is clasped on, my left arm is tugged behind me along with my right arm, and the matching metal cuff is secured to my right wrist. My hands are locked behind me and my level of vulnerability shoots up further.
It wasn't just that I was out in the middle of nowhere, with a man I did not know, of which I intended on allowing to use me for his sexual pleasure, but now I was handcuffed in a manner that prevented me from using my hands in any traditional sense. While the normal sensical part of my brain registered the risk and fear level of my situation, my devious, sexual brain was churning with the daring eroticism of it. The sensations are only amplified when I feel the touch of cold metal on my back underneath the edge of my top. Instantly, I am aware of what is producing the new touch as I hear the sound of sheers slicing shut and then reopening. The backside of the scissor's blade glides up my back as they cut away the thin fabric of my tiny shirt.
When the back of my shirt is split in two by the man, he does the same to each short sleeve and then pulls the deconstructed fabric from me. Not satisfied with just having me topless, the man moves the scissors to the waistband of my skirt, cutting multiple slices into it to take away all the strength of the elastic and allowing it to fall into a pool at my feet. He reaches down and retrieves the ruined garment and then walks around to stand in front of me. I watch as he rips my skirt into two separate pieces and tosses it onto the ground near his truck. In a matter of moments, he has effectively destroyed the only clothes I have and made me more vulnerable than I thought possible; my pussy responds with a flood of arousal.
"Knees," he said after tossing the scissors back into his bag.
I knew what he wanted and drop to my knees, feeling the rough gravel dig into my skin. He steps forward and expertly grips my hair to pull my mouth back onto his cock. Once again he pummels my mouth and throat with his raging erection, eliciting gags and coughs to erupt out of me. The brutal and disgraceful act continues for a few minutes before he abruptly pulls his saliva coated cock away and lifts me back to my feet by my hair. I am consumed with the intense pain of it all but make no indication to halt his actions. Back on my feet, I focus on regaining my breath and try to focus my eyes that have filled with tears from the rough facefucking I received. The man walks around behind me again, and I can hear him shuffling around inside his bag.
He hastily returns in front of me with the bag over his shoulder and grabs my left arm. I have to shuffle my feet in my high heels as he begins to pull me around to the back of his truck. He walks me briskly over to a concrete traffic barrier that is just at the edge of the road. As we reach it, he pushes me over the top of it so that I am bent over at the waist. I can see the earth on the other side with the help of the moonlight, and notice the steep drop off into a pit of some type. This knowledge allows me to understand that we are on some sort of lookout off the road. I still don't know exactly where but am not in the position to really care.
I feel his hand crash down on my exposed ass, stinging my right cheek with a firm slap. He gives my left cheek a similar smack before roughly pulling both apart to reveal my leaking wet pussy and pucked rear hole. In an instant, his engorge cock presses easily into my slit and I take it to the hilt. His hips pressing firmly into my ass and shoving me into the rough concrete barrier, causes me to moan out loud into the night. He holds himself completely embedded inside of me to lean in and speak directly into my ear and uses his fist to pull my head back to meet his words.
"This is the only time my cock will be in your cunt tonight. I just wanted you to feel what it could be like so that while I punish your ass and mouth you will urn for it to return."
With his fist still wrapped in my hair, he pulls out of my sex and I feel a gob of spit splatter into the crack of my ass. His other hand smears slick saliva on the entrance of my hole, and then his cock presents itself at the opening. His spit isn't enough to adequately lubricate my asshole, but that does not halt him as he pushes his way painfully into my rectum. A pain-filled groan escapes my lips as I feel like my tight hole is being ripped open. His cock is halfway in when he again drops another dribble of spit into my crack. I can feel the wetness of it as it rolls downward to coat his intruding member. The fingers of his free wedge themselves in between my ass and his prick to coat his spit onto the remaining length. Again I groan aloud as he presses the rest of his long member into the depths of my ass.
His hand lets go of its grip on my hair and instead takes ahold of the connection between the two cuffs. With his new grip, he starts drilling my tender ass with no regard to my desire or pleasure. Though it is painful, I begin to enjoy it as this type of treatment is why I contacted him again for another meeting. He says nothing as he pummels me with his unit, and I can only moan my discomfort and pleasure through the onslaught. While pistoning in and out of my asshole, I feel his spit once again splash into the crack of my ass. The slick spit trails its way towards his punishing rod, granting my hole a reprieve of limited lubrication. The added slickness does the trick of pushing him over the edge, as his pace stumbles and I can hear him begin to groan.
With a final and forceful shove, he buries his cock completely inside of my rectal canal. I can tell he is emptying himself inside of me, and though I am left wanting, a smile forms on my face. A minute of silence before he slides himself out of my abused hole, leaving it dilated. The silence is interrupted as I hear him refasten his pants, and then hock a wad of spit which I felt this time blast into my gaping asshole. Not sure what to do, I remain bent over the barricade and wait for further instructions. He says nothing, but I feel him fiddling with the cuffs restraining my wrists. When he stops, my hands are still secured behind me which confuses me. Is he not done with me? Does he have further plans? Is another round of rough anal planned?
My questions are answered, as I feel the man strapping something he must have retrieved from his bag to my ankles. He apparently has further plans, but what exactly is not clear at the moment. From what I can tell, he has attached both my ankles together with some type of chain and has run another from that chain to my wrist restraints. As I am still bent over, I can feel the cold metal of the chain touching the skin of my buttocks. I hear the zipper of his bag indicating he is done with it, and then he speaks.
"You're wrist restraints are on a timed locked. After the set time, they will unlock. This was fun."
I hear his steps in the gravel grow faint as I understand he is walking away from me. Out of curiosity about my new situation, I stand up and turn to look at the man. I watch in silence as he enters his truck, starts it, and drives away. He has left me naked and bound after using my body roughly for his pleasure. I should be afraid, as I am in an unknown location, stranded and nude, but all I feel is a longing to get myself off. He has given me just what I wanted again, and now I must bask in that fact.
Without much more to do, I set off in the direction he left, in hopes it is the direction of my car as well. The restraints on my ankles make my steps short and uneasy in combination with my heels. Having my wrists attached to my ankles only magnifies my struggle to walk. I don't retrieve my destroyed clothes as I understand they will do me no good. Instead, I focus on walking as best I can back to my vehicle. I am not sure of how long the timer is set for but must trust that he was speaking the truth about eventually being released me from my bounds.
My trek back is a long and arduous one, having nearly fallen multiple times but I eventually make it back to my car just as the sun begins to rise. The lock to the wrist cuffs springs loose moments after my arrival and I manage to remove the sets of restraints from my limbs. I toss them into the backseat before falling into the driver's seat. Just as I had after my first meeting with the man, I bring my now free hands to my sex and rub myself to a climax that my body ached to achieve. As I come done from the wonderful orgasm, my brain already begins thinking about the next time.
The End
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It only took a week since my night out and total submission for the video that recorded the events of the night to be posted online. Though I had only initially agreed to be filmed if my identity was concealed, in the heat of the moment I could not say no to him. Of course, I was nervous about such a pornographic video of myself being online, but each time I touched the black metal collar secured around my neck, I knew it was what I truly wanted.
The day it had been posted was the first time he contacted since I submitted myself to him. He sent a text instructing me to meet him at a parking lot of a shopping center. Of course, I remembered what he told me of how he expected me to meet him for the future; just as I was when he put the collar around my neck, naked except for the heels. As it was mid-morning when he texted, going out in public naked certainly scared me, but I knew I had to do it as I needed to serve him. Eager to do my duty, I rushed to my closet and found a pair of heels while simultaneously stripping out of my clothes.
Dressed as ordered, I grabbed my clutch that had my keys, wallet, and phone, and headed towards the door. My initial step out of my house was the most difficult, but once I crossed the threshold I did not pause. It was just a short walk out to my car, and though I didn't look around too much, I don't think any of my neighbors saw me. Driving around in the nude, I felt as though everyone else on the road could see me without clothes. I knew it was unlikely and was appreciative more than ever for the dark tint on my windows.
I arrived at the shopping center and after a bit of driving around the lot, I located his car and parked next to him. Once stopped, we both rolled down our respective windows and he instructed me to get out of my car and walk over to his. I had to take a quick look around but quickly did as he wished, grabbing my bag and exiting my car. It wasn't a far walk, but being naked made it seem like a mile. When I was making the turn to go around to the passenger side of his car, he had me stopped and told me to just come to his side. He wanted me to remain nude outside in public, and as I bent down to look into his window he began to speak.
"Have you watched your video yet?"
"Yes, I watched it immediately once you let me know it was up. It was so hot."
"Glad you liked it slut. Did you let your husband watch?"
Feeling uneasy of having the conversation while in my state, I answered quickly, "no I didn't."
He didn't seem to want the conversation to be quick, as he continued to ask questions. "Are you going to show him?"
"Do you want me to Daddy?"
"I appreciate you remembering how to address me, and asking me first as I own you now. I want you to show him, but I want you to have him strip naked and then tie him to a chair to watch it."
His order made my pussy cream at the thought, and I replied accordingly. "That sounds so devilishly sexy."
"Does he know that I control his cock now? That his release is locked onto your collar."
"Yes, and he begrudgingly accepted it."
"Haha, what a wimp. Are you hungry?"
"Actually, I am Daddy," I replied honestly, but also hoping he meant hungry for him.
"Good, cause I want to get a bite to eat and would love the chance to show my slut off. Put on this dress."
He reached into the backseat of his car and grabbed a ball of fabric that he then proceeded to hand to me through the window. I held it out to allow the dress to open and saw it was just a simple mini, black, tank dress. Thankful for some cover, I hurried to pull in on over my nakedness. The hem of the dress just barely covered my ass with the material was very thin and clung to my body tightly. My hard nipples pressed obviously through the top, but I was for all intents and purposes, adequately covered.
With the dress on, he stepped out of the car, and lead us towards the nearby restaurant. It was a tavern type place where the waitresses were scantily clad, which was somewhat of a relief as I wouldn't have everyone's eyes on just me. Inside, the hostess sat us at a small booth along the back wall and left us with the menus, but not without giving me a good look over and smirking. As I went to lift my menu, he stopped me and spoke.
"Oh, don't worry baby, I know what you need. I want to take your picture first," he said pulling up his phone and pointing it at me. "Big smile for me."
I smiled brightly for him, and he quickly snapped the picture.
"I'm gonna post this on my Twitter with a poll for my fans to decide what your next picture should be," he indicated while typing on his phone. "There, I sent you a link to the post. Check it out."
My phone chimed on cue and I retrieved it from my clutch. I clicked the link he sent and was soon looking at a picture of me looking very sexy with the caption, "out to lunch with my newest married slut (see her in action on my Pornhub page), vote below for how you would like to see her next." Below the image was the poll with three options:
Posing naked in the restaurant restroom
Naked and sucking my dick in the parking lot
Both
Seeing the post, my jaw dropped open as I realized that he had no qualms about showing me off. I knew this meetup wasn't going to be a friendly chat, but I guess I just wasn't expecting it to be so public as it seemed it was heading. However, I knew that I wasn't going to back out. He had me hooked; I knew it and he knew it too. To bring me back to reality, the waitress came over to take our drink order. He ordered a beer for himself, and a tequila sunrise for me. Our waitress left to put in our drink order, and he began to ask me questions again.
"Where is your husband right now?"
Catching on that he was using my husband as a way to remind me of my normal self, I answered his questions truthfully and confidently, "He is at work right now."
"What does he do?"
"He is the owner of a local security systems company."
"So, does he set in his office all day, or does he go out on calls?"
"Mostly, he stays in his office, unless there is an emergency."
"Perfect, what do you say we brighten his day up some. Let me see your phone."
Curious, I slid my phone over to him. He asked for my unlock code, which I gave to him, and then held it up as if taking another picture. I smiled as I had before, and he was soon handing me back my phone.
"Send your little dick hubby the picture I just took."
I looked at the picture and it was similar to the previous one, but this time in the frame was my owner's phone opened to a picture of me with his black cock inches from my come covered face. For the second time in short order, I was shocked by what I saw on my phone. However, when my initial reaction subsided, a devilish grin graced my face at the thought of just how naughty sending such a picture to my husband at work was. I instantly sent it off and set my phone down just as our waitress returned with our drinks. She took our order, of which he chose a salad for me, and then left us alone again.
"I think now would be a good time for you to take that picture in the restroom for my twitter poll," he said just as the waitress left.
"Oh, okay. Is it over," was my reply.
"Haha, no, but I think we both know what the outcome is going to be," he answered before adding, "so hurry up and get it done. Oh, and don't take it in a stall, be in the open."
I smiled, finished my drink, and responded, "of course Daddy; whatever you want."
As I walked away, I could feel my arousal coating my inner thighs and I desperately wished I could play with myself right then and there. I had a job to do, however, and I knew that I would more than likely be getting the release I desired later. Thankfully the restroom was empty when I walked in and I made a precautionary look at the stalls to make sure. Knowing that I couldn't wait around, I decided to just get it done quickly. Standing in front of the sinks, I peeled off my dress and laid it atop the nearest one. I held my arm out and began to take pictures, I took multiple to make sure to get a good one. After a bit, I was able to capture a picture I was satisfied with, and that I knew Daddy would like. I re-dressed, and walked back to join him. Sitting back down, I saw my drink had been refreshed and I grinned again.
"Send me the picture slut," was his greeting as I sat. Of course, I instantly sent it to him and then took a nice long drink of my cocktail. Already, I could feel the effect of the alcohol, but I did mind, as I knew it would only help me be the slut I wanted to be. As he was looking at his phone and the picture, our waitress arrived with our food. He made no attempt to hide his phone, and actually laid it on the table face up without turning the screen off. The waitress of course saw and instantly looked at me and smiled.
"I don't mean to be nosey, but is that you in the picture," she asks me while pointing to his phone.
I look to my Daddy for guidance and he only smiles, which I understand means I am to answer honestly, "yes it is."
"That's sexy, and it looks like the bathrooms here. Did you just take that," she continues.
Again, I did not try to hide anything as I answered, "Yes, I actually just got back from taking it."
The waitress giggled at my response, but then continued to ask further questions. "Why did you take such a daring picture? Weren't you scared of getting caught?"
At this point, I could tell the waitress was more intrigued than put off, so I answered her without a pause.
"I took it because he told me too, and I was scared of getting caught doing it, but that sort of adds to it. If you know what I mean."
She smiled understanding before continuing, "so you got naked in a public restroom and took a picture of yourself because he told you to, and I see you are wearing a collar, does that mean you are like his pet or something?"
I blushed at her mention of my collar and being a pet, but I then replied, "yeah, something like that. He is my Owner, my Daddy; I do whatever he wants me to do."
It was her time to blush, but she couldn't hide her interest. I could tell she wanted to know more, but wasn't quite sure what to say. That is when Daddy chimed in.
"Tell her why I had you take the picture."
I looked at him briefly, and then back at the waiting waitress beforing saying, "You had me take the picture so you could post it on Twitter." This time it was the waitress' mouth that fell open in shock. She regained her composure though and told us that she had to check in on her other tables, but that she would be back. She walked away, but looked back with a smile before moving on to her other tables.
"I think you have a fan," he said after the waitress left.
I didn't say anything, but smiled at knowing I willing disclosed who I was to a stranger in person. I knew strangers online were seeing me as a slut, but it felt different to have an in person interaction like that.
We ate our food while he browsed and typed on his phone. I wasn't sure what he was doing, but that didn't matter because all I could really think about was the thought of having to suck him after lunch in the parking lot for Twitter. I was scared but also desired to do it. Our waitress came back out a bit later, and rather than checking in on us, she started in with more questions.
"Are you guys married? I mean I see your wedding ring, but not his."
Before I could answer, Daddy spoke, "She is married, but not to me. Tell her what you are to me."
I thought for a brief moment about what he was expecting beforing responding to the waitress, "I am his married white slut."
My revelation didn't seem to catch quite as off guard as she continued, "Okay, does your husband know?"
"He knows I belong to someone, but not who yet," I said before adding, "but that makes it so much hotter."
"I see, and you don't mind that he posts naked pictures of you online," she asked.
I answered as best I could, "no, at first maybe I was hesitant, but now I will let him post whatever he wants, wherever he wants."
Before the waitress had a chance to respond, he cut in again, "and why is that?"
"Because I am your white slut," I answered.
He pressed me to go further, "but you like it don't you, you like knowing others see you as married white slut for my black cock."
Again, I answered honestly, "yes. Yes, I love knowing that others see me as a black cock slut. The exposure turns me on, but still scares me."
"Wow," the waitress responded, "I can't believe how open you are about it. I would be so scared. Of course, I would be lying if I said the idea that you are freely submitting to him doesn't sound pretty hot. How long have you been... his?"
"Oh, only a week now," I answered quickly.
My answer seemed to again shock her, but she recovered quickly to ask, "Oh, so you have only been collared for a week? Then how long before did you know him?"
"Only a week. He collared on the first day," I spoke. "I knew of him before that though, from his videos online."
"His videos," she asked with intrigue in her voice.
"Yeah, I watched his videos on Pornhub of him with other women, so I reached out to him," I replied. " After a little back and forth, we set-up a date last week, and now we are here."
The waitress, now engulfed in the conversation and completely forgetting about her other tables, asked, "Wow, fast worker than. You said you let him post whatever, have you made a video with him yet?" Her eyes flick over to him filled with a mix of curiosity and lust.
I answer as she holds her gaze on my Daddy, "Yes, that first meet-up. He recorded the whole thing and actually just uploaded it to the web today."
Her head snaps back to me, "really? I would love the link. You know, to see just how much of a married white slut you are."
My Daddy spoke up at this, "just give me your number, and I'll text it to you."
"Um, okay. I guess I can do that," she replied.
I watched as she nervously scribbled down her number on her pad and handed it to him. If i'm being honest, I felt a bit defensive about some other good looking girl giving him her number. I didn't want her to be cutting in on my Daddy, and so internally I declared to myself that I would make sure that I was his perfect little white slut for the rest of the day.
After handing off her number, she excused herself once again so she could go back to work. I looked at him and smiled a devilish smile that I hoped he understood meant I wanted him to take me. He grinned back and said, "I think we are about done here. Let's settle up, and then you can work on the second option of the poll."
When our waitress came back around he indicated that we were ready for the check, at which she replied, "oh no, leaving already. I was really starting to enjoy visiting your table."
"Well, how about as a parting gift and an extra tip, I will let you request one thing for my slut to do before we leave," he replied to my surprise.
"Oh, okay. I like that. Let me think about it while I go get your bill," she answered giddily.
As she walked away, I watched with a nervous excitement for what she would come up with. It actually turned me on to think about being used as a tip. He really knew how to get to me, and I let him know it by saying, "you are so naughty, and I love it."
"I know you do slut, and this is just the beginning," he replied.
Moments later our waitress returned, dropping off the check with a cheeky smile before turning and leaving us. He slid the bill to me, indicating that I was to pay. I wasn't expecting too, but didn't mind. I pulled out my credit card, and glanced over the total. As I did, I found a folded noted under the check. Upon opening it, I saw it was from our waitress and it was what she wanted me to do before leaving. I read it over and was quite shocked at what she was asking for. Daddy saw my reaction and asked to see.
"Wow, looks like our little cute waitress likes to push your limits as well," he said after reading the note. "Will a promise is a promise."
"Yes Daddy," I replied, setting the bill down with my card at the end of the table to be picked up. She hurried over and retrieved it, and brought it back soon after. She stayed as I filled in the slip with her tip. He had told me to give her a big one for being such a great server. After signing, I stowed my card back into my clutch, and looked up to him.
"Shall we," he said, standing up.
Before I stood to join him though, I reached down to the hem of my dress and began to pull it up and off. This was the waitress' request, for me to leave the restaurant completely nude. Because I wanted to be the best slut for my Daddy, I wasn't going to back out of it. With the dress completely off, I stood, and as I did the waitress leaned in, gave me a peck on the cheek, and whispered in my ear, "I'll take this slut," as she pulled the dress out of my hand. I realized instantly, that for the second time out with Daddy, I would be leaving my only piece of clothing behind.
He grabbed my hand and began to walk us out of the restaurant as if all was normal. I tried my best to remain as confident as possible, but it was hard as I could sense everyone watching with mixed reactions as I strolled naked through the room. Outside, it wasn't much better, as we had a bit of a walk back to our cars, but once there, I began to feel more private. That is until he reminded me of what I was going to be doing at the cars.
"I'm gonna sit on the hood of my car while you suck me. I'll take some pictures and a video while you do it for Twitter and my Pornhub page," he instructed as we approached our cars. He let go of my hand to unfasten his pants before turning and sitting just as he said. I took the cue, and squatted in front of him. In no time his cock was in my mouth and rock hard. The thought of be naked in public and sucking his dick barely crept into my head. I only focused on pleasing him.
I looked up at times to see him pointing his phone back at me and capturing every moment of my debauchery. He also would speak to me, saying dirty things and asking naughty questions as I blew him.
"Ah yeah, show me how you love my dick in your mouth slut."
"My fans are gonna love these pictures."
"I just sent a picture of you with my cock in your mouth to our waitress. Just another little thank you."
"You're such a dirty white slut. Sucking my dick in public without a care."
"You like being a dirty white slut for me? Letting me use you and show you off however I want."
Backing off of his cock for a moment, I answered, "Yes, I love being your dirty white slut. Use me and show me. I don't care, I'm yours."
He must have appreciated my answer, because seconds later he announced, "oh yeah, I'm gonna come slut. I'm gonna come all over your face." Pushing my face away, he stood above me and began to pump his engorged trunk in my face. Then, like a heavy rain, he spewed his load all over my face; covering me completely. When he finished, I said, "smile for one more picture." I did, and felt proud doing so. "I think the waitress would like that pic as well." I watched, still squatting, as he slid past me and to his car. He opened his car door and sat down. I waited for his next instructions, only to see him close his door and start his car.
From his rolled down window he spoke, "I had a good time slut, and I'm sure my fans loved you. I gotta get going though. I'll text you later, but I want you to go home and make your little dick husband watch the video. Oh, and no coming without my permission. See you later."
He then peeled away, again leaving me naked and exposed. I calmly stood up and walked over to my car. Looking at myself in the mirror, I smiled at just how much my face was covered in come and decided not to try and clean it up. Instead, I started my car and pulled away. I thought of just how much of a dirty slut I was, and wondered what was to come.



The end for now.
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"Oh babe, we forgot to let Dwayne know about the hotel information; can you email him so he doesn't think we are bailing out on our plans?"
My husband of 5 years leaned in to kiss me goodbye after asking me to complete the tiny task.
"Yes, of course. Try not to work too hard today," I replied after the brief kiss and I was left feeling bubbly inside. Not from the small peck of a kiss, but from the fact that I would be emailing Dwayne about the hotel. Dwayne was the man my husband and I found online when we decided to try out cuckolding. My husband Terry and I had always had a very active sexual relationship in which we explored each other's fantasies and role-played different scenarios, and so transitioning into the world of actual cuckolding wasn't completely out of left field so to say.
However, it wasn't just the thought of having sex with another man that was causing a stir in me, it was the simple fact that for the first time since we had contacted Dwayne, I would be communicating with him on my own. All previous email exchanges had been done together with my husband. The reason this excited me was that I actually wanted to run some changes to the planned meetup past Dwayne without my husband knowing. So once Terry had pulled out of the driveway of our home, on his way to work, I raced to the computer in our study to email Dwayne.
I quickly typed out two messages to him, the first was simply the forwarded information about the hotel we booked for the end of the week for our meetup, but the second contained my personal email address and a note that let him know I wanted to talk just to him. My husband had created a separate email account for us when we started searching for a man to be our first bull, and so, therefore, he also had access to the conversation. Because I didn't want him to know what I was going to discuss with Dwayne I had to give him my personal email address and also deleted the second email so that my husband wouldn't find the trace of my secrecy.
With the emails sent out, I went about getting myself ready for my morning workout. I was fortunate to have a husband who earned enough with his work that I did not have to work. So to fill my spare time, I made sure to stay fit by running and doing yoga at home. I also volunteered at my local hospital and church, and other times got together with my friends for shopping and gossip. It was a yoga day, so I slipped on a pair of pink yoga pants and a matching sports bra before heading into my living room to load up one of my favorite guided videos. Just as I was about to get into my first pose, my phone chimed, and I saw I had an email from Dwayne. His message was simple, "got your email, what's up?" With my nerves causing my hands to quiver, I typed back a reply.
"I just wanted to let you know that I am really excited about our meet up Saturday, and also to let you know that I want you to take complete control. Being submissive is in my nature, my husband knows this but often can't truly take charge as I need. So, I figure that if I am going to be with another man, I want that man, you, to know that you are in charge; not me, and not my husband. I hope this makes sense.
Yours to control,
Julie."
It wasn't long after that Dwayne responded:
"Yes, I think I understand what it is you desire, but just to make sure I want you to confirm it. You want to submit to me, to be my slut for the night. You want me to take control of the night, to make the rules. You want me to be the all-powerful black bull, and for you to be my little white slut wife. You want to serve me."
Reading his return email caused my nerves to flutter even more in my stomach. He hit it exactly, and I replied quickly with a simple, "Yes." However, he returned with another message, "no, I want to know what you truly want. Detail to me exactly what it is you desire."
With my heart racing, and my body trembling with arousal, I typed another reply; this time more detailed and using the language he had used.
"Dwayne,
I want to submit to you. I want to be your slut, to be your little white slut wife. I want you to take control, to make the rules, to be the powerful black bull I need. I want to serve you and do as you command. I need you to dominate me, to make me submit to you.
Your slut,
Julie
Dwayne took a moment to reply and so I sat on my living room floor, yoga long forgotten about, staring at my phone as I waited. When the chirp and vibration finally came, my heart once again fluttered as I opened the message to read his response.
"My slut,
I can read what you want and need, now let me see you prove what you wrote is true. Here is my cell phone number, send me two photos of yourself standing in front of a full-length mirror. The first is to be as you are dressed now. The second picture should be just the same as the first, same pose and everything, but instead, you are to be naked. If you truly desire to serve me, I expect to have both pictures within the next ten minutes.
Your Dominant Bull"
His instructions were simple, and I understood why he wanted me to complete the task, but I had not yet sent him a naked picture of myself and felt a little uneasy doing so, as I would be unsure if he would share it with anyone. My desire to serve him though, vetoed my concerns, as I convinced myself that it was my chance to truly get a sexual partner to take control. I sat up quickly and raced to my bedroom. On my closet door was a full-length mirror, and I knew it would be just right. Using my phone to take the picture, I posed in front of my reflection and snapped the first of the two requested pictures. Satisfied with how it came out, I stripped down and took the same picture again, but now completely naked.
Remaining naked, I looked over the two images and was happy with how well I had done at replicating the pose in both. In my haste to take the pictures, I hadn't considered blocking my face out, but the thought of doing it again didn't seem right, so I decided to just send the images as they were and not worry about him being able to see my face. I reasoned that he would be seeing a lot more of me in the near future. It had only taken me five minutes to complete his task, and even quicker for him to respond. I liked knowing that I had his phone number now, it felt even more personal. His text message reply was as follows:
"Good job, and quick. You are so sexy, but I see you keep a bit of hair on your pussy. I expect it to be waxed off by our meet-up on Saturday. Waxed off, not shaven."
I had waxed my pubic region before but tended to just keep myself cleaned up with a razor to save the money and the pain. However, the idea of being ordered to wax my sex by Dwayne caused me to desire to do it, and so I responded as such.
"Thank you, and yes of course. I will have it done by Thursday."
Dwayne replied; "Good my slut."
_________
We exchanged text messages for the rest of the week, and they included varying tasks for me to complete to show I was willing to submit and do as he commanded. My waxing, though painful, was a success and I must admit that how extra smooth I was, made me even more, horny for Saturday. I didn't show Terry, as Dwayne requested in our text message conversation that I keep it a secret until Saturday. He had also instructed me to not have sex with my husband, nor masterbate before Saturday. I complied, but of course, by the time Saturday arrived both my husband and I were revved up more than normal.
Terry and I checked into the hotel about an hour earlier than we told Dwayne to meet us. We wanted to get set up and prepared for his arrival. What my husband was unaware of though, was the fact that I had some other preparations to make as well. They were things that Dwayne had requested specifically with me, and wanted my husband to be suprised by. Thankfully, the hardest task he had also run by my husband who after some convincing, agreed. He wanted Terry to be secured to the chair in the room, next to the bed, with his arms cuffed behind him and his legs tied to the legs of the chair. I had told my husband that it would be so exciting to know that he would be unable to do anything but watch as I got with Dwayne, and he eventually found it arousing too.
Before securing him to the chair though, we both had a glass of wine while we unpacked and set up the room. Terry had brought a bluetooth speaker to play some sensual instrumental music and I worked on getting my hair and make-up done in the bathroom. With about ten minutes until Dwayne was to arrive, he texted me to get my husband tied to the chair at that time.
"Let's get you seated," I said to my husband as I exited the bathroom.
"Really? We still have about ten minutes until he gets here," he asked.
"Yes, I don't want to be doing it when he gets here, and plus I still have some things I need to get done to get ready," was my quick reply.
He seemed to understand as he moved to sit in the chair. I retrieved the cuffs and rope from the table nearby and proceeded to secure him to the chair. When I cuffed his arms I made sure the chain passed around the back post of the wooden chair as Dwayne told me to in private. Once his legs were tied, I leaned in and gave him a small peck on the cheek before saying, "this is going to be so fun," and walking away back to the bathroom. I returned seconds later after percurring the item I had stashed in my toiletry bag. It was an item Dwayne specifically requested I bring and one I had to purchase just for this. I showed it to my restrained husband as I approached and he wanted to know what it was for.
"It's the ball gag you are going to wear. I thought it would be fun if, not only could you not move, but if you could not speak as well," I said with a playful tone in my voice.
To my suprise, he seemed to be all for it, as he replied, "you are a naughty wife." You have no idea I thought to myself as I latched the red rubber ball into his mouth.
Returning to the restroom once again, I texted Dwayne back to let him know that I had done as he wished. He replied, "Great, see you soon my slut." I smiled as I had begun to enjoy being referred to as "his slut," and I continued to ready myself for him. My make-up and hair were already complete, so I only had to put on what I was to wear which wasn't much. Dwayne had instructed I was to wear a pair of 4 inch patent leather heels and a black lace choker. That was it; no other clothing. He wanted me naked the moment he arrived.
Having only to put on the two pieces, I was ready in no time at all, but rather than wait for Dwayne to arrive in the room with my restrained husband I chose to stay in the restroom. I cleaned up my make-up and other toiletries as I waited, and soon a message from Dwayne arrived asking for the room number. Sending him the number, I giddly paced the tiny bathroom waiting for his knock. When it finally came it almost scared me with its authoritative sound. I took a deep breath to calm myself as best I could and then proceeded to answer the door. From where my husband was, he could not see the door and therefore could not see the passionate embrace that Dwayne gave me at the threshold.
He didn't say a word, he simply stood just outside the door, pulled me into him with his strong arm, and kissed me deeply. His tongue explored my tongue and my mouth as I held onto his muscular arms, of which one was pulling me tight into him and the other was gripping my buttocks. Our embrace lasted for only about thirty seconds, but it was enough for me to forget that I was nude and standing in an open doorway. It also had the effect of causing my pussy to drench my inner thighs. When he finally broke off the kiss, he spoke.
"Show me the room my slut."
I took his offered hand, and guided him into the room. My husband's eyes went wide as he probably wasn't expecting me to be naked already. I looked back at Dwayne and saw that he was smiling brightly.
"Glad to see you did as I said," Dwayne spoke as we neared the center of the room. "We are going to have a lot of fun seeing how much of a slut you can be for me, and we won't have to worry about being interrupted by your husband as you tied him up like I said."
Looking back at my husband, I could see he had a curious look in his eyes, and though I felt somewhat bad for talking with Dwayne behind his back, I did not say anything. Instead, I looked back to Dwayne to wait for what he did next. He again pulled me in for a deep embrace and passion filled kiss, though he pulled away after only a few seconds.
"Why don't you start undressing me," he said to me but with his eyes on my husband. I didn't look at my husband as I began to unbutton Dwayne's shirt. As I did, his hand reached out and stroked my bald pubic mound. "Doesn't her pussy look so much better waxed smooth," he asked my husband who of course could not answer. "Another one of my requests completed."
His hand left my smooth skin as I reached to unfasten his pants after pushing his shirt off his chest and arms to reveal his chiseled and tattooed torso. His dark skinned chest contrasted starkly with my delicate pale nakedness. I wanted to let my hands roam across his taut abs and broad chest, but I knew there would be time for that and I also knew I wanted to pull his pants off to reveal his other prize. In a happy surprise, I soon found he wasn't wearing any underwear as his member presented itself mightily as I pulled his pants down his legs. It was still flaccid but still larger than any other cock I had ever seen in person, and certainly larger than my husband's by a long shot. I looked up at Dwayne after taking a long look at his appendage and pushing his pants to his ankles. He smiled, kicking off his shoes and stepping out of his pants. From my squatting position, he towered over me but the tip of his dark prick hung to be level with my face.
"Go ahead and get me hard slut, let's show hubby just how much bigger I am than him," he said in a very confident tone. I didn't need to be told twice as I took a hold of his warm cock and slowly began to stroke it to life. It quickly responded to my touch and as it grew larger I had to begin using both hands. Never had I thought I would find myself stroking such a monster of a cock, but now it was all I wanted to do; well not really. Dwayne was almost completely erect when I leaned in and planted my wet lips on the bulbous tip. I was about to take the tip into my mouth, but Dwayne stopped me.
"Where's your phone," he asked, "I think it would be fun to capture some pictures of you with your first black cock."
"It's in the bathroom," I answered looking up at him.
"Go get it, and be quick," he ordered in return.
Standing back up, I turned and headed back to the restroom to retrieve my phone. I could feel both my husband's eyes and Dwayne's eyes watch as I walked away. I hadn't considered having my picture taken during this meetup, and wasn't entirely sure if I was comfortable with it, but on my short return to the restroom to get my phone Dwayne, I reasoned that he was in charge tonight and that I needed to trust him. When I came back into the room, Dwayne was still standing at the foot of the bed but had turned himself more to face where Terry was sitting. As I neared, he held his hand out for my phone, I extended it out to give it to him.
"What's your code to unlock," he asked. Without much thought, I quickly told him. "Perfect, now get back on your knees and pose with my cock next to your face."
Again, I obeyed and when I looked up at Dwayne he had my phone angled down to capture the erotic picture of his engorged cock resting on the side of my face.
"Smile," he ordered, and I did happily. "Put it in your mouth now."
Once I took his cock into my mouth, I began to suck him off like I had wanted to ever since I first saw his perfect black rod. While I knew he was taking pictures of me devouring his cock, I only cared about proving to him that I truly wanted to be his slut. My husband did not enter my mind, only doing as Dwayne wanted me to do. He began to have me pose with his cock in my mouth in different ways, and even started talking to my restrained husband.
"I'm so happy your wife contacted me on her own. She told me she didn't know how to tell me what she wanted with you knowing. She let me know that she is naturally submissive, and that you are unable to be as dominant as she wants. Your wife emailed me asking me to take control of her. What was it you said you wanted again?"
The last question was to me. I had begun to blush as Dwayne recounted my email explanation to my unaware husband. When he asked me to personally state what I had said in my email, I felt my whole body blush. I sheepishly replied, after taking my mouth off of his cock, "I want to be your slut."
I saw Dwayne grin before he continued, "It was more than that. Come on, let your hubby know just what you told me you wanted."
Feeling myself began to shake, I took a steadying breath before saying aloud, "I want," but Dwayne stopped me and told me to look at my husband as I spoke. Taking another steadying breath, I turned my head to look at my restrained husband while still holding onto Dwayne's cock. "I told Dwayne that I wanted to be his little white slut. I wanted to submit willingly to him. I wanted him to take control over me, to be my powerful black bull. That I need to serve him; that I needed him to dominate me."
This time Dwayne laughed before continuing, "Yeah, that's about it." He positioned his cock back into my mouth as he started speaking to my husband again. "So you see, your wife has expressed her desire to be my white slut, and I am determined to make her desire come true."
His free hand then grabbed a hold of my head, and he began to pump his hips to push his cock deeper into my mouth and throat. I started to gag, but made no move to back off or push away. Happily, I accepted his cock to show I was his slut to use. "I switched to video to record how much you can take, so show me and the camera how much of my big black cock you can get down your throat," he announced while pressing my face further into his groin. I took it as a challenge and did my best to relax my throat and mouth to allow as much of his massive appendage inside. To my dismay though, I was not able to take his entire cock, leaving at least another three inches out of my reach. The knowledge he was recording me, while was scary, actually spurred me on and added to my arousal.
After a few minutes of this, he relented and had me get onto the bed. As I climbed up to the mattress I could feel my arousal coating my inner thighs and knew I was ready for him to take me. He followed me onto the bed and lifted my legs up to rest on his shoulders. I soon felt him teasing the lips of my wet slit with the tip of his cock and I shifted my hips in a sign of wanting more. Dwayne just smiled and pulled back until I rested my hips back onto the mattress.
"Your wife wants my cock in her cunt bad," Dwayne announced to Terry, "isn't that right slut?"
I replied as if desperate, "yes, please give me your big black cock."
"Beg for it like a good little slut," he countered, "let your husband hear how desperate you are to get fucked by my big thick cock."
He seemed to enjoy the idea of making sure Terry understood that I was his slut for the night. It was just what I was hoping for when I confessed my wants and needs to Dwayne, so I had no hesitations complying to his command.
"Oh god baby, please give me your big black cock. Shove it into my tight little white pussy. Let me feel how thick and long it is. I will do anything for it. Pleeaase."
He pounced on my words, "you'll do anything?"
"Yes, I'll do anything for you, I just need you to fuck me with your big black dick," I panted in reply.



"That's what I like to hear. To be my slut, you will have to do whatever I say. That won't be hard, cause once I give you a taste, you'll certainly do whatever I wish to get more."
Finishing his statement, I felt his cock push into me and slide easily into my sex. I let out a long moan as I felt myself stretched open by his massive shaft. At the same moment, my husband began to make noise behind his gag and shake his head. Dwayne and I knew exactly what he was moaning about; his cock was buried inside of me bare; without a condom. Terry had asked that Dwayne use condoms when we first set up the meeting, but in my secret exchanges with Dwayne he had told me that he wasn't going to wear any. He wanted to take his slut bareback, and so he had me let my husband know what the deal was.
"It seems as though your hubby is wondering why I'm not wearing a condom, why don't you tell him slut?"
Dwayne had embedded his massive pole only halfway before stopping and indicating I was to talk to Terry. Feeling completely stretched and wanting more, I quickly complied.
"He told me that he should be able to take his slut bare and I agreed. I wanted to feel his big, powerful cock unhindered by a condom."
With that, Dwayne plunged himself deeper into me, and I moaned in response. His length seemed to extend further than I thought possible; he filled me up completely. As he began to pull back and start to fuck me, I continued to moan and groan uncontrollably. He had my legs over his shoulders and was picking up the tempo of his thrusts, and I noticed that he still had my phone pointed at me. My pussy was no match for his invading manhood, and I quickly became even more flooded with my arousal, coating his shaft for easier access. He began to talk to me as his pace intensified, and I did my best to respond.
"That's it slut, take my big black cock in your married white cunt. Let me ruin it for your husband. Am I bigger than him?"
"Yes, oh my god yes! So much bigger."
"Does he have a small dick?"
"Yes."
"Is it too small for you?"
"Yes, oh god! Fuck, you feel so good."
"That's because you are finally getting fucked by a real man's cock. That means this is my pussy now. Isn't that right?"
"Yes."
"Tell me."
"Oh fuck! This is your pussy. This your pussy."
"Tell your husband."
"Babe, my pussy is his now. He owns my pussy."
Dwayne then pinned my knees back by my head, and began to earnestly drive his thick cock in and out of me. I continued to moan like a banshee as I neared a powerful orgasm. I made sure to let him know and he encouraged me in the way only he could.
"Yeah slut, come from my black cock. Come while I fuck your married pussy with my big black cock."
I did just that, exploding with what was without a doubt my biggest orgasm of my life. My pussy clamped onto his pistoning cock, and I began panting like a woman processed. He continued to plow his way into me while I shook and spasmed from my powerful orgasm. As I finally calmed down after a few long minutes, Dwayne slowed as well and eventually pulled out.
"You came pretty quick, you must have really needed my big cock," Dwayne said as he left my pussy with an empty feeling.
"Yes, I did. I have never come that hard before," was my reply.
"Haha, and we have only just begun, but before we continue, I need to see if you were being honest earlier."
I looked at him with a bit of confusion.
"I want to see if you truly meant what you said, that you 'would do anything' to get my cock in your cunt," he announced.
I replied like an eager puppy, "Yes, whatever you want."
Dwayne then said, "well, I think it would show me a lot if you rimmed me, and I'm sure your husband would love to see just how slutty his wife is willing to get for another more dominant man."
A big smile formed on my face at his request, and I instantly responded, "Of course, I am yours to use as you desire." I then shifted on the bed to move closer to him as he stood up. Dwayne directed to get back on the floor, and onto my knees. He then turned away from me and presented his toned ass towards my face. Pushing away the initial moment of uncertainty, I leaned in and gripped his muscular cheeks with my hands. Though I had never done anything like that before, I tried to stay confident and pulled open his ass cheeks to reveal his dark ring. Dwayne twisted to watch as well as record as I pushed my face into his flesh and extended my tongue to begin licking him. There was no unusual taste other than a slight saltiness of sweat, and that encouraged me to push on. Dwayne responded immediately with encouraging words as I started to enthusiastically rim him.
"Oh yeah, that feels good slut. It is always nice to have a white slut eat my ass, especially a married white slut. Have you ever done this for your husband?"
Pulling back for a moment, I answered, "no, never."
"Haha, but I ask and you just dive in. I love it. Do you love it?"
I simply replied with a deep moan of approval so I did not have to pull away again.
"Tell me, and tell the camera how much you love eating my ass."
Again, I pulled away and looked up at Dwayne holding my phone to do as instructed.
"Oh my god, I love eating your ass so much. I feel like such a nasty white slut, but I love it. I will do whatever you ask, I am your married white slut."
I then dove back into his ass to once again tongue his hole. He allowed me to continue my duty for a few more minutes before finally having me stop. He stepped away and turned back to face me. My face felt like it was sticky with my own saliva and I am sure I looked quite the sight. Dwayne didn't seem to mind as he ordered me back up onto the bed. He positioned me so I was on my hands and knees. Without a bit of warning, he sunk his length into me, causing a deep and drawn out moan to spew out of my mouth.
My moans and groans were endless as he mercilessly pounded my pussy, and soon they turned into the sounds of another orgasm. His dick felt so good; it stretched me out so much and brought feelings of pleasure I had never experienced. Knowing that he was bare inside of me only added to the moment as it felt so dirty to take another man's unprotected cock inside of me.
Dwayne also began to show signs of a nearing orgasm, and I encouraged him to have one.
"Yes, come for me sir. Come in my pussy."
With a grunt, he responded, "is that what you want? You want me to fill your married pussy with my nut?"
"Ah fuck, yes. Fill me with your cum," I answered; my husband, though still very much in the room, completely forgotten about.
With a flurry of thrusts, he unleashed his climax deep inside of me, triggering another orgasm for me as well. My legs quivered uncontrollably, as Dwayne recovered with his still rigid cock, buried deep inside of me. While I was still riding the waves of pleasure from my third orgasm in such a short amount of time, I felt him begin to pull away; his long cock slowly dragging out of me. I let out a small whimper when he was all the way out, and looked back at him as I did. I watched as he aimed my phone to take more pictures, this time of my battered pussy that was already dripping with his seed.
"Turn, and show your husband what your pussy looks like after a real cock fucks it," he commanded after taking the pictures.
Being the docile slut I wanted to be, I followed his command and repositioned myself so my pussy was facing my restrained husband. Without prompting, I began to talk to him.
"How does my pussy look babe? Do you like the way it looks after being used by a big black cock? Can you see his cum dripping out of me? I love that he came inside of me, it feels so right. I know you wanted him to use a condom, but I had to feel his cock unhindered. I'm glad I did, it felt so wonderful. I can't wait for more."
Dwayne laughed and said, "god you are a nasty little slut, I love it. Let's go clean up some before we start round two."
He grabbed my hand and led me to the bathroom. I looked back at my husband and could see the shocked look on his face. I should have felt bad, but instead I smiled as I was acting as I had always wanted too; freely submissive. In the restroom, Dwayne kissed me passionately after starting the shower, and as I was already on weak legs, I melted in his arms. When he breaks off the kiss he laughs as I try to recover myself.
"Time to prove yourself some more slut," he said moving towards the shower. "Get over here and kneel next to me."
I drop to my knees as I shuffle over to my spot next to him.
"I have to piss, and I want you to hold it as I do," he indicates. I begin to reach up with my hands, but he stops me, "no with your mouth slut."
He then reaches for my head and guides it towards his crotch. I watch as he positions his still semi-erect cock length ways between my lips. My mouth is being used as a clamp to hold his cock as he releases his stream of urine into the shower. I can feel it on my lips and tongue as it floods through his shaft and out of the head of his cock and I shiver at the power he has over me. I can't take my eyes off the impressive stream flowing out of his manhood. He takes notice of my gaze as well and halts his piss momentarily to talk to me.
"You like watching me piss slut?"
Not wanting to remove my mouth, I muffle out an affirmative moan while keeping his shaft clamped between my lips.
"Does it excite you to have my piss so close to your mouth?"
Again, I let out another affirmative moan.
"Move your mouth down and get closer than."
Instinctively, and on full auto-pilot, I let my lips slide down closer to his tip. I stop just before the mushroom head, and he lets his piss continue. As close as I am, I can feel a bit of the overspray tickle my face. It causes me to purr submissively on his cock. He picks up on my purr and says, "you can still get closer."
Again, I allow my lips to slide further until I just have the head of his cock in my mouth with his stream following just past the corner of my mouth. The overspray starts to coat my lips and another purr involuntarily rumbles out. This time Dwayne says nothing, but instead he begins to turn his hips towards me which causes his stream to begin filling my mouth. I don't move as I surprisingly allow him to piss into my mouth. To both my relief and disappointment, his stream tickles to an end, filling my mouth half full. Not sure what to do, I continue to hold his cock head in my mouth while keeping his salty urine in my mouth as well.
"Swallow," Dwayne says, breaking the moment of silence, and as a true submissive I do as I am told. For the first time in my life, I drink piss. I would have never thought that I would do such a thing, but at this time, in the moment, I did it willingly and actually became extremely turned on by it. With his golden nectar swallowed, I look back up at him and become aware that he had been recording the whole time. I blush at the realization, but do not object. He smiles back at me before pulling back and speaking.
"You keep impressing me slut," he starts, "now go out and release your husband. Let him know he is to leave and go home, taking all your clothes with him, while we continue to play for the night. Then come back and join me in the shower. Make sure he knows that he is to be gone by the time we get out."
"Yes sir," is my only reply before I stand up and walk back out to the room. Before I approach my husband, I pack up all my clothes in a bag. It feels naughty to know that I will be without any clothes for the rest of the night. With my bag packed, I walked over to my restrained husband and began to unfasten the restraints on his arms and legs. I leave the ball gag in as I talk to him. "Okay, you can go home now baby. Me and Dwayne are gonna play some more, but we both think it will be best if you weren't here. I want you to take my clothes with you so I can be the perfect naked slut for Dwayne. Be gone by the time we get out of the shower." Saying what I had to say, I turn and walk back to the restroom to shower with Dwayne.
Once in the shower, all thoughts of my husband vanish, as Dwayne has me bathe him, before he returns the favor for me. There is a bit of playtime in the shower; me with his cock in my mouth, him with his fingers probing my pussy, but nothing too crazy. As the water begins to lose its heat, we get out and dry off. Walking back into the room, there is no sign of my husband and my bag is gone. He did leave behind the restraints and gag though.
To be continued...



        Changing the Plans Ch. 02

        The bull changes the plans this time.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/changing-the-plans-ch-02

Title: Changing the Plans Ch. 02

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Interracial Love

Description: The bull changes the plans this time.

Tags: cum, interracial, blackmail, wife, bdsm, slut, anal, bbc, picture

Series: Changing the Plans


The rest of the night was a blur of sexual depravity. After my husband left, there wasn't anything that remained to keep me from performing like the perfect submissive slut for Dwayne. He used me and my body however he desired, and I loved every moment of it. Dwayne also made sure to capture every depraved and sexually humiliating act with my phone, informing me that he wanted to make sure there was a record of just how slutty I could be. I didn't mind one bit, just as long as he continued to dominate me, and use me as his slut, I was more than happy to let him capture every moment.
It was so hot when he restrained me, gagged me, and then fucked me up against the window. It was deliciously naughty when he fucked my ass with his big black cock as I writhed in pain and pleasure on the bed. It was even more depraved when he had me scoop his sticky come from my gaping asshole and lick it off my fingers. The night was so filled with so many such events, that eventually, I just passed out from exhaustion.
When I awoke the next morning, my whole body ached, feeling as if I had just run a marathon. I was on the floor next to the bed, the ball gag hanging around my neck, and it took me a moment to gather where I was. Sitting up, the events of the night flooded back to me, and I smiled as I simultaneously touched my sore but also aroused sex. I looked around for Dwayne, but did not see any sign of him. Expecting to find him in the restroom cleaning up, I stood and gingerly walked over to it only to find he wasn't there either. Returning to the room, I looked to see the time and saw that it was half past nine. That is when I noticed my phone on the nightstand along with a note from Dwayne.
"Slut,
I had to go and meet a friend. I'll be in touch."
There was no romanticism with the note, just short and to the point, but because it stated he'd be in touch, I couldn't help noticing my pussy get more aroused. Setting the note down, I decided to shower and clean myself up. As I removed the dangling ball gag from around my neck, I blushed at the memories of wearing it running through my brain. I sat it down on the counter and got into the shower. The warmth of the water felt amazing on my overexerted body, and I took my time to relish the sensation.
Eventually, the water began to lose its heat, and I reluctantly got out and dried off. As I returned to the bedroom in just my towel, I remembered that when I told my husband to leave the night before, I also indicated that he was to take all of my stuff as well. This meant I was left without a stitch of clothing, and also no immediate way home. It was at this moment, that I realized just how selfish I was the night before, and that I might have actually hurt my husband's feelings with my actions.
I was so caught up in the moment, in being the perfect slut for Dwayne, that I neglected to think about how it made Terry feel. Retrieving my phone, I called my husband and hoped desperately that he wasn't mad at me. It rang two times before he answered, "Hey babe." With that greeting, I knew instantly he wasn't mad at me, but I had to make sure we were alright.
"Hey, I love you. Are you mad at me?"
He answered, "no, I'm not mad at you. I was a bit shocked at first, but I'm not mad."
"Are you sure," I tentatively asked back before continuing, "I was really bad last night."
"Yes, I'm sure, and yes you were bad last night," he responded. "But..."
"But, what," I asked.
"But, I know it was what you really wanted, and if you enjoyed yourself, then I am happy," he returned. "And I can't say I'm not extremely horny and eager to hear about everything."
I smiled as I replied, "I really did enjoy it, and can't wait to tell you all about it. Now can you come pick me up?"
"Yes, of course. I will be right over," he answered.
"Don't forget to bring me something to wear," I reminded him.
He playfully replied, "I'll try."
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
He arrived about ten minutes later and picked me up, but not before reclaiming me as his wife on the hotel bed. Later that evening as we ate dinner, I relayed some of the events of the night before to him, and we soon found ourselves once again locked in passion on the living room sofa. I didn't disclose everything to him at once, as I wanted to hold back some for later, and some things were still a little embarrassing to admit too and I wasn't sure if I would ever reveal them.
As the new week progressed, things veered back to our normal day-to-day with only the occasional teasing or recounting of that night. I hadn't heard from Dwayne, and I knew Terry had not contacted him since either, but inside I was a ball of anxiety as I waited for Dwayne to contact me. He had sparked a feeling inside of me that now only he could tend to, and with each passing day the need to have it attended to grew. I found myself looking back at the numerous pictures and videos on my phone that Dwayne had taken from that night, and desperately began wanting to experience it all over again.
It wasn't until Friday, while my husband was working, and I was out to lunch with a few of my girlfriends, that I finally received a text from Dwayne. Reading his text to myself while sitting at a table with my friends felt naughty, but I couldn't help but do so, as well as reply.
"Hey slut, have you missed me?"
I quickly typed my reply, while trying to stay engaged in the conversation my friends were having.
"Oh my God, so much."
I kept my phone in my hand awaiting what I hoped to be his quick reply.
"Of course you have. What are you up to?"
Not wanting to draw my friends' attention, I quickly typed back, "I'm out to lunch with some girlfriends."
His response came moments later, "have you told them how much you enjoyed sucking my big black cock last week?"
My mouth gaped slightly, but I corrected quickly and replied, "OMG, no."
"Why not," he shot back with.
"Because they know I'm married, and I don't really share that kind of stuff with them," I answered.
"Oh, I see," he replied before adding, "so you shouldn't show them this picture then..." Immediately following his last text came a picture he had taken that night of me on my knees with his cock in my mouth. Upon seeing it I couldn't keep from dropping my jaw and letting out an audible gasp. My friends all looked at me, and I quickly had to shut my screen off, and make as if I was coughing to cover up. It seemed to work as they went back to talking to one another and I was able to bring my phone back up and text Dwayne back.
"OMG! No, I won't be showing them that picture. Even if it is really hot!"
It was after I hit the send button that I came to a realization, and had to immediately text him again.
"Wait, how do you have that picture? I thought you took them all on my phone?"
I stared at my screen as I awaited his response.
"I did."
Not getting what I wanted, I typed, "Then how do you have it on your phone?"
Again, his reply was short, "I have all of them, and the videos."
"How," was all I typed back.
"After you passed out, I shared them as a dropbox file from your phone," he informed me.
"OMG! So you have everything," I replied back.
"Yep."
Feeling both shocked and aroused at this news, I typed, "Okay, that's cool, as long as you don't share with anyone."
His response did little to reassure me.
"Don't worry, I won't. As long as you continue being my good little slut."
I was worried some, but didn't let him know it as I typed back, "I will happily continue being your good little slut."
"Great, let's see if you can prove it to me now," he replied back and then quickly added, "what are you wearing?"
I didn't really have time to think, but it didn't keep from answering him.
"A cute little sundress."
His reply was short and quick, "underwear?"
"Yes, a matching bra and thong set," I answered back honestly, not at all focused on my friends and their conversation.
"Perfect, I want you to take a series of pictures for me then," he started. "One of you in the sundress, one of you in just your underwear, and then one of you completely naked."
Again I was shocked by what I read, but I kept my composure, and replied, "right now?"
"Yes, go to the restroom if you have to, and just as with the first pictures I had you send me, your pose should be nearly the same in all three."
Nervous about what he was asking, I tried to stall with, "what about my friends? I can't do this out in public, with them here."
He got straight to the point with his response, "I thought you were going to continue to be my good little slut."
Not wanting to upset him, I quickly typed back, "No, I do want to be your good little slut. I'm just worried about my friends."
"Are you with Jackie and Kate," he texted.
"Yes, how do you know that," I asked in return.
"Well you were out for a while that night, so I got familiarized with the people in your contacts and copied some of their numbers and to my phone," he shockingly answered.
All I could type back was, "why?"
"For moments like this. I figured I might need ways to encourage you to keep being the perfect little slut," he replied.
"How does having my friends' numbers help you do that," I asked, not really following where he was going with everything. His next text cleared it up for me.
"Easily, I could just simply let you know that if you don't do as I ask, then I can send your friends one of the many pictures of you being a good little black cock slut."
"OMG! You wouldn't," I replied, almost shaking in my chair.
"You can test it now if you want," he started, "If I don't get those 3 pictures I requested from my slut, then her friends will each receive a very naughty surprise picture."
Scared and worried at the possibility of my friends receiving pictures of me with Dwayne, I quickly typed back, "no, no. I'll take the pictures now, just give me a moment."
"Take your time slut," he replied back.
I put my phone into my bag, and let my friends know that I was going to the restroom. Thankfully neither of them offered to join me, largely due to the fact that at the little bistro we were at, the restroom was single occupancy. I lucked out again when it was vacant upon my arrival. I quickly entered, making sure to lock the door behind me, and then set my bag down on the floor while retrieving my phone from it. Using the mirror to help capture myself, I took the first requested picture, the clothed one. I decided to send it to him first to show I was complying, before taking the others.
With the image sent, I proceeded by removing my dress and laying atop my bag. I posed the same as I had the first time and took another picture, this time in only my bra and thong. Again, I sent the picture before continuing. Once, I confirmed it was sent, I peeled off both pieces of underwear and readied myself for the third and final picture. Just as I had with the previous two, I struck my pose and snapped the picture. I sent it away before even getting dressed. Dwayne was quick to reply after receiving the third image.
"Well done slut. Now that your underwear is already off, go ahead and leave them off. In fact, throw them away. Take a pic of them in the trash as proof."
God, he was really able to push my buttons in just the right way. I didn't type back a response, instead I took my bra and panties in hand and dropped them into the plastic trash can that was filled with used paper towels. I then quickly snapped a picture of them and sent it to Dwayne, before pulling my only remaining piece of clothing back on. With my dress on, I noticed from looking at myself in the mirror that it was pretty obvious that I was braless, and it didn't help that my arousal had my nipples hard and pressing through the thin cotton material. Upon the realization, I decided to text Dwayne about it.
"So I think my friends are going to notice I'm not wearing a bra."
I attached a picture showing him what I meant, and he replied quickly.
"Oh, I wouldn't worry about it. You wouldn't be the first woman to be out without a bra. If they ask you about it, just tell them you took it off for the big black bull you serve."
I replied kiddingly, "True, but I don't think I'll let my friends know about you. Got to keep you to myself."
"If you come over now, I will give you what you need," he texted back, and as I read it my pussy gushed at the thought. While I wanted to go to him, we had not gotten done with lunch so I texted him back.
"I can once we finish lunch."
With my reply sent, I walked out of the restroom and back to my friends feeling my inner thighs get sticky from my wetness. As I sat down, our food arrived, and we all started to eat some. Well I was going to start, but my phone buzzed with a new message from Dwayne, and so I quickly opened my phone to read it.
"Yes you can, and in the meantime, I'll send you some pictures of what I will be expecting when you get here."
The first picture arrived shortly after, and it was another of me with his cock lodged in my mouth. I felt myself blush, so I set my phone down and tried to focus on eating. Another picture from Dwayne arrived a few minutes later, this time it was one of me on the bed with his black cock buried deep in my stretched pussy. Again, I blushed before returning my attention to my food and friends. My friends seemed to catch my distracted mind as they asked who kept texting me. I came up with a lie that it was Terry, my husband, and that he was asking about some possible plans for the following weekend. They seemed to buy it as the conversation soon shifted to some other topic. At about the time, Dwayne set another picture. It was my face plastered with his come while I was wearing a ball gag in my mouth.
Seeing that picture made me remember how I felt when it was taken. I had never let anyone, not even my husband, give me a facial before as I thought it was too degrading. However, that night, when Dwayne unloaded his thick load onto me, I really had no say in it. It was shortly after my husband had left; Dwayne had used the restraints to lock my hands behind me, and put the ball gag in my mouth as he fucked my again. As he was about to climax, he pulled out of me abruptly and spun me around until I was on my knees in front of him. Without warning, he just began pumping his seed onto my face. I should've been pissed off, but in that moment all I felt was arousal. I felt so devilishly naughty. His sticky seed felt so warm on my face, and I remember almost a feeling of pride. It was a surprising moment for me, and seeing the picture of it, made me want to experience it again.
He followed that picture with, "I'll send you home like that this time," and it made my body quiver. I had to reply.
"Well you?"
He answered right back, "Yes."
All I typed in return was how I truly felt, "ungh, so naughty."
My food was now at this point long forgotten, as to where my friends. I was only concentrating on my conversation with Dwayne.
"You like it. You want me to cover you in my come, and then send you home," he texted back.
"Yes," I quickly typed back.
"I'm gonna take more pictures. I want to record every moment of your slut servitude to me," he said in return.
"I know, I want you to. I want to be your good little slut," I replied honestly, and in an extreme state of horniness. No longer did I care about anything else, I was again in the zone of being his submissive.
He replied quickly again, "Of course you do. Now get over here and get my dick in your mouth."
Only thinking about serving him, I typed, "yes, Sir." I then made an excuse to my friends that I had to leave, giving them some cash to cover my lunch. In a matter of minutes I was in my car and driving to his house. He texted me his address right after I said yes. I had one hand on my very wet pussy the whole drive, and when I arrived, I had to keep from running up to his door. I knocked on his door and only had to wait a few seconds before he opened it.
He was completely naked when he opened his door, and his mighty black cock stood out hard as wood. There was no hello, he simply said, "suck it slut," and I complied. I dropped to my knees right there on the threshold of his door, and took his massive tool into my mouth. All that mattered in that moment was to be his slut, so if he tells me to suck, I suck. After a bit, I glance up and see that he has kept his word and has started taking pictures with his phone.
This causes me to really focus on my task as I begin taking more of his length into my throat, and using my hands to stroke the rest. I feel him begin to bend down, but I stay on his cock with my mouth. His hand reaches down my back and begins to pull up my dress. Soon he has it up and over my ass, but he doesn't stop there. He continues to pull it up until I have to finally take my mouth off of him, and allow the dress to be pulled completely off my body. I have been stripped naked while I sucked his dick in the middle of his front door.
Before I took his cock back into my mouth, I watched as he tossed my dress outside into the bushes; discarding it as if it were trash. Pulling my head back onto his rigid member, he guides me inside and closes the door. I continue to use my mouth to pleasure him, and can't help but notice just how wet my own sex is getting. My hand snakes down and I begin sliding my fingers through my lips. Dwayne notices and speaks.
"Is my slut wet for me?"
I don't pull off, but instead nod my head up and down while continuing to blow him. He pulls his cock free, grabs ahold of it with a free hand, and then slaps it down into my face before speaking to me again.
"Tell me slut."
I looked up at him and his phone pointed at me, "I am so wet for you. I want to serve you, and to feel your big black cock inside of me."
He slapped my face again with his cock, and then asked, "did you let you friends know that you were going to be a good slut for black cock when you left them?"
As I started to answer, he slapped his cock onto my lips, and then I answered, "No, I didn't, but I think they knew something was up with how quickly I got out of there."
Another cock slap, and another question, "maybe we should text them and explain. I could take a picture with your phone with my cock on your face for you to show them."
I cooed sexily before responding and after receiving another thud of his cock on my cheek.
"You're bad."
"You love it, and I know you would do it if I told you to, but that's not what I want right now," he said in return before adding, "turn around and get that ass up in the air."
I dutifully complied, and was soon presenting him with my wet and ready pussy. He didn't waste any time, and had his black tool stuffed deep into me in a matter of seconds. I let out a loud moan of pleasure as he bottomed out inside of me. Soon, he found his rhythm and began driving me closer and closer to a climax. My moans spewed out of me uncontrollably as I drew near my peak. Dwayne took notice and again began to talk to me.
"Yeah, that's it. The slut needs this black cock. You need it to get the pleasure your little dick husband can't give you. You love the way my cock fills you up, how it stretches out your tight white pussy."
He slapped my ass with his hand, and I moaned louder.
"You're going to come for me ain't you slut? You're going to come on my big black dick," he asked as he continued to slam his length in and out of me.
Through moans of pleasure, I answered, "YES! OH FUCK YES, I'M GOING TO COME! I'M GOING TO COME ON YOUR BLACK COCK! FUCK ME! UNNNGH!"
"Yes, come slut," he said, and I did not disappoint. My orgasm hit like a freight train and I screamed out my pleasure as my body shock and pussy clenched tight around his thick shaft. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, and I could only bask in the unbelievable feelings of it all. Dwayne continue to pummel my convulsing sex which only drew my orgasm on longer until it finally subsided and turned into a constant feeling of pleasure.



"You only come that hard from my cock don't you slut," he asked as I continued to relish the after effects of such a powerful orgasm.
I replied honestly, "yes. I never have orgasm like that with my husband."
"That's why you will continue to serve as my perfect married slut, isn't that right," he asked.
"Yes, I will do whatever you want. Serve you however you desire. I'm your married slut," I answered.
Dwayne pulled all the way out after my answer, and then said, "good, now turn around and beg for me to cover your face in my nut."
On weak knees, I spun around and did as asked.
"Please, come on my face. I want you to cover me in your come. Show me how I'm just your slut, your married cum slut."
His fist jerked his shaft inches from my face, and after a few seconds the bulbous head violently erupted. He began spewing volley after volley of warm and sticky seed all over my upturned face. Five or six good spurts draped over my face, and when he had no more left he began to drag the last dribbles and drips of it across my face. When he was finally spent, he stepped back and snapped a picture before lifting me up by the arm to my feet. As he opened the door again, he spoke.
"Well like I told you, I am going to send you home with your face covered in my come. Don't you dare think about wiping it off before you get inside your house. I want you to take a selfie of yourself inside your bedroom with my come still coating your face. If you don't then maybe Jackie and Kate would like to see their friend taking a black cock up her ass."
I had no time to respond as he pushed me outside of his house and shut the door behind me. He had shoved me out naked and covered in his come. I quickly scrambled to the bushes to retrieve my earlier discarded dress. With a bit of effort I managed to pull it on, and then with a steadying breath, I walked back to my car. Sitting down in my seat, I reviewed what had just occurred. About an hour earlier I was having a pleasant lunch with friends, and then I found myself serving a big black cock that comes all over my face and then tosses me out naked. While I knew I should have been upset with how I was treated, I wasn't. I loved that he treated me like that, and it only aroused me further.
I looked at my reflection in the mirror and smiled at the come covered face that looked back at me. I was his slut, and I loved it. Putting my car into gear, I made my way home. Of course I was worried that a passing car or someone would notice me, but from what I could tell no one did. I made it home just as it felt like Dwayne's come started to dry. Once in my bedroom, I quickly snapped a pic of my face as he had requested; partly because of the threat of him sending pictures to my friends, and partly because I wanted to be the best little slut I could be.
He replied a little later, "Good slut, such a wonderful picture. You should make it your phone's wallpaper."
Still in my horny state, I replied, "Okay."
"That's what I like to hear," he responded before adding, "I'll be in touch soon."
It felt so naughty making my phone background that picture, but I loved that I did. I went into the restroom and got myself cleaned up before my husband came home. As I showered, I wondered what the future held for me as Dwayne's little married slut.
The End for now...
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When my husband came home after my last meet-up with Dwayne, in which he stripped me, used me, blasted my face with his come, and then tossed me out naked and covered in his sperm, I was a little unsure if I should tell him. I wasn't sure how he would react as he didn't know it was going to happen ahead of time, and I didn't want him to feel like I was sneaking around behind his back. He must have sensed something, because he asked me if everything was okay, and I immediately confessed. I didn't tell him about the blackmail stuff, but I did reveal I met up with him again to have sex.
Not surprisingly, my husband took it well, and in fact got aroused at my retelling of it. We made love right in our living room. It was good, but it wasn't Dwayne good. Terry was so caught up with everything I told him about, he was only able to hold off his own climax for a few moments before he exploded inside of me. I wasn't upset, but instead excited to know that he got off on me being so slutty for another man. I didn't have to feel bad about letting go with Dwayne, and with that realization, I hoped that another meet-up with Dwayne was in my near future.
That night, as my husband and I went to bed, I rolled around unable to sleep. I couldn't stop thinking about Dwayne, the things I have done with him and the endless possibilities of things I would do for him. Eventually, I couldn't take it anymore and I reached for my phone to text him. When my phone screen lit up, the image of me covered in his come only encouraged me to reach out even though it was so late at night.
"I can't stop thinking about you, and this afternoon."
I didn't get a response right away, and with my husband sound asleep, I decided to look back at some of the pictures from our first meeting. Just as I started to scroll through them though, Dwayne replied.
"So my slut is fiening?"
"Oh my god, so badly," I sent back.
"What did you like most about this afternoon," he asked in return.
I respond honestly, "serving your big black cock."
"Is that right? What about the idea of me sending your friends pictures? Did that turn you on too?"
I took a moment to respond; I wanted to think about it. Eventually, I typed, "it scared me."
His reply was immediate, "oh, be honest. The thought of your friends seeing you sucking a big black cock got you wet. You want to be able to show off what a slut you are to them. You're wet right now thinking about it."
While he was correct that I was wet with arousal, the idea of my friends knowing that side of me truly scared me. However, as I thought more about it, I had to admit to myself that I did find the idea arousing, in a nervous getting caught kind of way. I responded with an almost admission.
"Maybe."
He pounced on it right away.
"Yeah, I know you want to be seen as the black cock slut you truly are. That's why you are texting me so late, you need to serve me and my cock. Isn't that right?"
I of course answered honestly and quickly, "yes, I need to serve you."
"Tell me what you are willing to do for me," he commanded in response.
"I will do whatever you wish me to do. I just want to be your perfect white slut," I replied back.
"You really have fallen into your role quite nicely," he began, "how does your husband feel about you being my willing slut?"
"He loves it, especially when I tell him about the things we do," I answered.
"So you tell him everything," he asked in return.
"Well, not everything," I started, "I haven't told him about some of the really dirty stuff."
He pushed me further by asking, "like what exactly?"
I blushed as I typed, "the pee stuff, and that you have 'blackmail' material."
"Does it turn you on to have some secrets from him," he pressed.
"Yes," I replied, before adding, "it makes me feel so naughty."
"You're a slut, you are supposed to be naughty. You want to be naughty for me right now, don't you," he responded back.
I typed quickly in reply, "Oh God, yes."
"Get naked, if you aren't already, and then call me," he ordered.
Wanting to be a good slut, I slipped out of bed, and peeled off my clothes. I then retreated downstairs to the living room to call Dwayne as he had ordered. My heart was racing as I sat down on the couch, and I felt the dampness between my legs indicating that I was very much turned on by whatever was to come. After pressing send to call him, he answered after the second ring.
"Hello slut, I assume you are naked," he asked.
"Yes, I am," I quickly replied.
"Perfect. Where is your husband," he continued.
I answered, "He is upstairs sleeping."
"So my naughty, married, slut is wanting to serve all on her own then," he stated, before adding, "I want you to put me on speaker phone so you can do as I tell you without having to always hold the phone."
Before I answered, I tapped the button to engage the speaker phone, and then said, "Okay, I have you on speaker now."
"Good job slut, now set your phone down and tell me, while touching yourself, how you want to serve me," he instructed me.
Setting my phone atop the coffee table in front of me, I reached my right hand down to my wet slit, and began to speak.
"I want to serve you however you desire. To prove to you that I am the perfect white slut for you. I want to earn the right to be pleasured by your big black cock. Whatever you want, I will do."
"You like being my slut," he asked when I finished.
"Yes, I love being your slut," my honest reply as I continued to slowly stroke my wetness.
Dwayne continued, "Do you love when I make you do naughty and dirty things?"
Again, I answered honestly, "Oh god, yes."
"So you like it when I make you lick my asshole," he pushed.
While I plunged a finger into myself, I answered back mid moan, "argh, yes. I love licking your asshole. I feel so dirty, but I can't help but get turned on by it."
"You get off on the humiliation of it, don't you," he asked, before adding, "and don't you think about coming yet."
I had to slow myself down, to keep from going over the edge, but I managed and responded by saying, "Oh fuck, yes! I love the humiliation. I don't know why, but it turns me on so much when you use me in degrading ways."
"Haha, of course you do slut," he responded to my confession, and then asked, "do you do those types of things for your husband?"
Mentioning my husband, I turned to look at the stairs as if expecting to see him. He was still soundly asleep in bed of course, and I answered Dwayne's question.
"No. He just doesn't have the power to make me do them like you do."
"So is it safe to say then that you have never had anyone else piss in your mouth before," he asked.
My body shivered as I remembered that first night with him. I answered back, simply, "NO."
"But you loved it when I pissed in your mouth, right Julie," he urged.
Calling me by my name, rather than just slut, caught me off guard some, but not enough to keep me from continuing to rub my pussy and reply, "yes. I'm such a dirty slut, but I loved it."
"You want to be open with how much of a slut you are don't you," he asked.
I wasn't quite sure where he was leading with his question, but I still answered, "yes," in my highly aroused state.
"You want your friends to know, everyone to know, that you are just a simple slut for my big black cock," he added.
"Oh god, I don't know. I can't imagine how embarrassing it would be if my friends knew how slutty I was for you," I replied somewhat scared at where the conversation was going.
"You would love it slut. It would be so humiliating for you, and you just told me you get off on being humiliated," he stated before adding, "just think about how turned on you would get if they all saw you with my black cock lodged down your throat, or stuffed in your ass."
I pictured the scene in my head, and I had to admit to myself that it would be so naughty and humiliating to have my friends see me being a slut for Dwayne. With the thought still playing out in my head, I responded, "Ungh, it would be so hot, so humiliating, but I can't see them understanding."
"Really? You don't have even one close friend that would get into it," he quizzed me.
"I don't know, maybe Kate," I answered without really thinking. "She and I have always been pretty close, and she tends to be more open about her sex life."
He responded in a happy tone, "perfect, then we should test her out to see how she would respond."
"How," I questioned, both scared and interested at the idea.
"Simply," he answered, "you are going to take a selfie of yourself right now. Go pose in front of a mirror so our entire body can be seen. Then edit the picture to include text that says 'All yours sir' on it. You will then send it to Kate by 'accident' and see how she responds. Chances are she is asleep, and you won't find out until later, if at all, but the naughtiness of just doing it will drive you to an even higher state of arousal."
I responded back, almost immediately, "Oh my god, I can't believe it, but I actually want to because it is just so naughty and daring."
"Plus, it will make me happy," he said, "and you always want to make me happy."
"Yes, I do," I confirmed.
"Stay on the phone with me while you do it, and make sure to send me the picture, and a screenshot of the text conversation with Kate that has the picture in it," he instructed.
"Yes, sir," I answered, already standing up and making my way to the guest bedroom to use the full length mirror. It didn't take me long to snap the picture, and only a few more seconds to edit so it had the required text. The hardest part was getting myself to press the send button, and as I debated to myself whether or not I should actually do it, Dwayne spoke.
"Have you sent it yet slut?"
"No, I just can't get the urge to hit the send button," I told him.
He returned with words of encouragement, "Oh go on, you know you want to. Touch you pussy, feel how wet it is from just the idea. Be my naughty slut and hit send."
It's as I felt my wetness and his last words that I pressed my thumb down on the send button. "Done," I said aloud to Dwayne and my body trembled with a mix of freight and arousal.
"Great, now send me the pic too, and the proof you completed the task," he replied in a very administrative way.
I did as asked, and quickly sent over the picture and the screenshot to him.
"Got them. Damn, you look so sexy in this picture; like a perfect slut," he spoke upon receiving the images. "How do you feel, knowing that a close friend of yours has gotten an 'accidental' nude picture from you?"
I answered honestly, "Both scared and turned on. I can't explain it, but I feel so aroused knowing that Kate is going to see that picture." Just as I finished, my phone chimed, and I saw it was Kate replying to my 'accidental' text. "Oh my God! Kate just texted me back."
"Wow, someone else must be up late for a reason. What did she say," Dwayne asked.
I read her message and then relayed it to him, "She said, 'Um Julie, I think you meant this for Terry,' what should I say back."
"Tell her it was an accident. Then say it was for someone else, but leave it vague," he guided me.
"Okay, I will," I told him and then typed to Kate, "OMG! I'm so sorry! I can't believe I sent that to you by mistake. That was meant for someone else. So sorry, don't hate me."
When she replied, I read it to Dwayne, "she replied, 'don't be sorry, that happens. You look sexy in that picture so I don't mind. Haha.' so she seems cool with it."
Dwayne replied, "tell her thank you for understanding, and also for thinking you look sexy."
I did as requested, "I'm so embarrassed. Thank you for being so understanding. Also, thank you for thinking I look sexy." With the text sent, I let Dwayne know. She responded back quickly, and I read it to him as well.
"You're welcome, and thank you; you made my night. However, I must know, you said the picture was meant for someone else, which seems to me not to confirm it is for Terry as I suggested. So, who is 'Sir'?"
"What should I say," I asked Dwayne.
"Tell the truth. Tell her you meant to send it to your Bull," he instructed.
"I don't know if I can do that," I said to indicate my reservation with such a personal revelation.
He responded instantly, and more authoritatively, "Yes, you can, and you will. I know you want to. You are probably dripping at the thought. To give you more reason to do it, I will hang up right now if you don't do it, and you will be left unsatisfied tonight."
Not wanting to stop talking with Dwayne, I quickly acquiesced and told him I would do it.
"Good, and make sure to send me the screenshot as proof," he ordered.
I typed to Kate, "Oh god, okay, I'll confess, but you have to keep it secret. That picture was meant for my Bull."
As I sent the screenshot of my message to Dwayne, Kate responded and I read it to him. "Bull? Does that mean what I think it does? Are you cheating on Terry?"
Dwayne spoke before I had the chance to ask, "keep being honest my naughty slut."
So I typed back to Kate, "Well not really, Terry knows. We are trying out cuckolding."
Kate and I then started going back and forth, and I kept Dwayne updated with what she was saying, as he pushed me to be honest with her.
"I see, and so you call your 'Bull' sir," Kate replied.
"Yes," I typed back.
"So you are submissive to him," she further questioned.
"Yes," I typed again.
"Wow, I wouldn't have pegged you for that role, but I can see it now. How long has this been going on," she asked.
I answered, "It's pretty recent. I can't believe I'm telling you all this."
"Oh shush, we're friends. Plus, I find it hot," she replied before asking, "what does your Bull look like?"
"Well, he is big and strong, and he's black," I sent back.
"Okay, I see now. You bad wife, you. Send me a picture of him, I have to see," see texted back requesting.
After getting Dwayne's approval, I sent one of the first pictures he had sent me. It was him standing in front of a mirror naked, while holding his erect cock.
Kate responded sounding impressed, "OMG! Julie, he is fucking huge. You lucky girl."
"Thank you, I guess," was all I could think of as a reply.
"No, thank you for the picture. Damn, if I had him in my life, I would be calling him Sir too," she sent back. Before I could reply, she added, "How submissive are you for him?"
Nervously, and with Dwayne's urging, I typed, "Very."
Kate seemed very interested, and replied, "I think I am gonna need some examples, you know, for research. LOL."
I wasn't sure how to respond, but Dwayne offered that I should tell her I could send pictures if she wanted examples. It felt like another huge step, but the way my pussy was throbbing at the idea, and how receptive Kate was being, I replied to her stating, "I don't really know how to type everything out, but if you want, I guess I could share some pictures with you."
"OMG, you have pictures. Yes! Let me See," Kate excitedly texted in return.
Dwayne told me I should start off "tame" and send her a picture of me with his cock in my mouth from our first night together. I attached the erotic image of myself, hesitated for a moment, and then sent it to my close friend. I would never have thought I would have done such a thing, but having done it, I felt so turned on.
After receiving the picture, Kate typed, "Fuck! I can't believe you can fit that thing in your mouth. You are quite the slut." Reading her calling me a slut, I felt my body quiver, and Dwayne laughed as I relayed her statement. She then added, "I know there is more, let me see just how slutty you are for your bull."
Dwayne said I should send another "tame" picture, so I sent her one of him with his cock buried half-way into my sex. I also texted a reminder, "no one else can see these."
"Yes, of course. Just keep them coming, it's so hot to see my friend Julie acting like a complete slut," she replied.
After that, Dwayne instructed me to step up the naughtiness of the pictures, and send her one of his cock just outside of my used pussy as it leaks his come. I blushed as I attached the picture to my chat with Kate, but I didn't hesitate to send it.
"Damn, I love that he takes you bare. It's so hot," Kate stated before adding, "what else do you got? Try and shock me."
Before I sent another picture, Dwayne had me text Kate, "Oh my god, I can't believe I'm sending you these. It's so embarrassing, but..."
She jumped on my leading text by replying, "but, what?"
"Well, it also, kind of, turns me on," I sent back.
To my surprise, Kate responded quite frankly, "Ah, of course it does. As I have found out, and have seen in the pictures, you are a submissive little slut. You love submitting yourself to others; first your bull and now me."
I didn't need Dwayne's help with my reply, "Yes, you're right."
"Of course I am, now keep sending me your slutty pictures," Kate texted back in a demanding tone.
Wanting to make her and Dwayne happy, the next picture I sent her was of me getting ass fucked by Dwayne. As I awaited Kate's response to the newest picture, Dwayne spoke to me.
"Well slut, it seems that your friend is quite taken by your revelation to her. If I'm not mistaken, she is maneuvering to make you her slut as well."
"Really," I said in return.
"Yes, but let's see how this progresses, and you will find out for sure," he stated. Kate's reply text came just after.
"I could've figured you took it in the ass. Show me something sluttier, I tell you are holding back."
"She's calling you out," Dwayne said after I read her text to him. "Send her three in a row. First, you eating my ass, then you with the ball gag and covered in my nut, and finally the one I'm sending to you now."
My phone chirped with a new message from Dwayne, and it contained a picture from early that day in which he connected the three pictures I sent to him from the restroom while I was out with my friends. Kate should easily recognize that it would be the dress I was wearing and would most likely ask me about it. Not wanting to lose my nerve, I quickly sent off the three pictures Dwayne told me to and awaited my friend's response.
It took Kate a little bit to reply, as I was sure she was taking her time looking at each one. While I waited, Dwayne told me to send him my address as he wanted to come over and get his dick sucked. He hung up, but before doing so, he informed me I was to continue texting with Kate for as long as she wanted. He also told me that I was to be 100% honest and tell/give her whatever she wanted. I was excited at the thought of Dwayne coming over, but was also nervous about the route my conversation with Kate was taking. As if on cure, a new text from her popped in.
"See, I knew you were a dirty little slut. I don't think I would ever lick a man's ass, only really nasty sluts do that. Your face looks so pretty covered in your bull's come, and I like the look of the gag. Now, the last picture, wasn't that the dress you wore to lunch today?"
Doing as Dwayne had indicated, I replied, "Yes."
"So, did you take those in the restroom of the cafe," she asked in return.
Again, I replied, "Yes."
"You naughty slut. I think we should have lunch again tomorrow, but we can discuss that later, how about now you confess to me just what you are," she stated.
"What do you mean," I asked.
"I want you to type, 'Kate, I am a dirty slut for black cock.' and because I had to tell you, send me another picture of you sucking your bull's cock," she replied.
Not exactly sure why she wanted it, I tentatively typed the message and sent another picture. When she received, she responded, "perfect." Then a little later typed, "I can't wait to show this to Jackie," she had attached a screenshot of our conversation, except her instruction for my confession was missing. It just showed my confession, and the picture.



"Oh my god, Kate! You promised you wouldn't tell anyone," I quickly replied.
Her response was anything but reassuring, "Ah, the slut doesn't want others knowing about her sluttyness. I find that hard to believe because of how easily you shared all your depraved behavior with me. But I'll make a deal with you, we can keep this between us, as long as from now on you are my little slut pet."
"What would that entail exactly," I asked.
"Just that you will do as I say from here on out, no matter what," she replied matter of factly.
I couldn't really see any other way, so I responded, "Okay, I understand."
"Great, I'm glad we could come to an understanding," she started before adding, "now about lunch tomorrow, let's meet up at the outdoor mall. Wear another dress, but this time leave the underwear at home."
Wanting to keep her happy, I replied, "Yes, mam."
"I think I would prefer if you called me Mistress," Kate texted back.
I replied in turn, "Yes, Mistress."
"Yes, this will certainly be fun. I have to get to bed now, and so should you. Until tomorrow," she said, ending our conversation.
I sat on my couch completely shocked by what had just transpired. What started as a simple sleepless text to Dwayne, somehow turned into my best friend becoming my mistress. It was quite a world changing thirty minutes, and just as I was processing it all my phone chimed again. Looking at my phone expecting to see a message from Kate, I instead saw it was Dwayne. I had forgotten he said he was coming over, and his message said he was outside. My mind quickly flipped back to slut mode as I read through his message.
"I'm outside slut. Come out as you are now and get my cock in your mouth. Bring your phone; I want to see how your conversation with your friend went."
Fuck, was all I could think as I stood up and walked towards my front door. I was about to walk out of my house, completely naked, to go and suck my bull's cock. I shouldn't have been so excited, but I was, and I knew it was exactly what I wanted. As I exited my house, I didn't slow. It was the middle of the night, none of my neighbors had reason to be outside, so I confidently walked to Dwayne's car parked on the street in front of my house. Nearing his car, he waved me over to the driver side and opened his door.
When I reached him, he spun his legs out of the car, and I saw that he wasn't wearing pants. His cock stood up fully erect, and I knew what was expected. I dropped to my knees right there in the street, and took his thick cock into my mouth. It did not matter that I was basically naked in the middle of my neighborhood, all that mattered was that I served him and his cock. After I got to work, he asked for my phone, so I held it up to him without stopping what I was doing.
"Looks like I was right, your friend has taken you as her slut. Haha, and she is using a bit of blackmail as well, how fun," Dwayne spoke as I bobbed up and down on his member. "Does it turn you on to know that you're not only my slut, but are now also the slut for your close friend?"
I moaned an affirmative onto his dick, while looking up at him. I saw he was holding my phone down to, what I assumed, record me. His words confirmed that assumption.
"Man, you are certainly the obedient slut. Got you out here in the middle of the night to suck my big black cock. Right here in front of your house, while your husband is sound asleep. I didn't even have to threaten you either, you came right out like a dutiful slut."
Everything he said was true. I knew it, and he did as well. Deep down, it was what I always wanted; to serve and to submit myself completely to a dominant man. My husband could never meet that need, but Dwayne could while exceeding them. I wanted to please him, and to prove I was a perfect slut; no matter what that entailed.
"Let's see what else you will do for me," he said, bringing me back from my thoughts. "Turn around and get that ass up in the air. I want to see your wet cunt."
Eagerly, I pulled my mouth off of his cock and turned to present my ass to him; exposing my very wet sex in the process.
"God damn! Look at how sloppy wet your cunt is. You're like a bitch in heat," he exclaimed as he looked down at me in my vulnerable position. I felt his hand reach out and probe my wetness, at which he said, "you're a leaky faucet. I bet you would love to have my dick slide into you, but you are going to need to do more to earn that." He then slapped my ass hard with the hand that was just sliding through my pussy.
I moaned at the slap, and purred a response, "Oh please, whatever you want, I need your big black cock."
"That's right slut," he replied, "so to earn this cock, get in my car. We are going to take a ride."
Without having to be told twice, I stood up and started walking to the other side of the car. The feeling of being naked in my neighborhood only drove me further and added to my arousal. Dwayne pulled away after I closed the door behind me, he was still filming me on the phone as he drove. Surprisingly, he let me sit up, and not suck him off as I expected. I watched as he drove through my neighborhood and eventually stopped right at the entrance to my community. In front of us was a major city street with more than the occasional car passing by, and we were just feet from it. He shut off his car and looked over at me, and I instinctively looked back at him.
"Let's go take your picture over there on the corner," he said, pointing out of the window and towards the corner that had my neighborhood's name on the wall. It let everyone on the main street know that this was the "Calico Ridge Estates," and was in full view of the street. I didn't say anything, I just followed him out of the car and allowed him to lead me to the corner. Of course, I could only think about the fact that I was naked and about to be even more out in the open. I had to reassure myself that it was late, and not many cars were out, so no one would see me. It helped, because soon I was posing in front of the sign while Dwayne snapped pictures with the phone.
We were at it for a bit before finally a car passed. I froze as the headlight from the car illuminated me fully, before continuing on down the street. The driver most of either not noticed, or been too flabbergasted by what he saw, because he did not stop or turn back around. I, on the other hand, had a very noticeable reaction. My body shook from both the shock of it as well as the excitement.
"Hahaha," Dwayne laughed after the car drove past, "that was great, now let's get you what you earned." He began walking back towards his car and I quickly followed. As we reached it, he grabbed my arm and pushed me over the hood. Without warning his thick black pole pushed into my dripping wet slit. No longer caring where we were, I moaned aloud at the feeling of his length and girth filling me up. It didn't take me long to reach the orgasm I had been building towards all night, and I made sure he knew.
"I'm going to come baby. Oh Fuck! I'm going to come right now," I spilled out in a passion filled moan.
Dwayne replied, "Yeah slut, come on my black dick right here. Right at the entrance of your neighborhood. Let all your neighbors know you come from my black cock."
I moaned and screamed in pleasure as he continued to plow his amazing cock in and out of me. There was nothing else going on around me, just the waves of pleasure that kept crashing over me from his wonderful fucking. Just as I started to come down from my high, he unexpectedly pulled out. I felt his hand on my shoulder, and I began to fall to my knees. Realizing what he wanted, I tilted my face up to him as he jerked his cock off onto it. He covered me for the second time that day with his thick load. Of course he captured my new facial with more pictures, and I made sure to smile to show I was a good slut.
"Fuck, you are really proving to be a good slut," he said after getting the pictures he wanted.
I remained on my knees, and just said, "thank you."
"Yeah, well you might not be thanking me after this," he started, "you see, I want you to walk back home just as you are now. Don't you think that would be so much fun?"
The idea of walking back to my house while naked and covered in come scared the hell out of me, but because Dwayne wanted me to do it, I was also turned on by the idea, and I responded as such, "Oh my God, that's so naughty. I will do it for you though."
"That's what I thought," he said, already walking back to get into his car. Just as he was about to pull away, he leaned out of the window and said, "let me know how it goes with you friend tomorrow."
He then pulled away and left me standing on the sidewalk, completely naked, and covered in his come. I only had one thing I could do, so I turned and started walking back to my house. It was nerve wracking doing so, but because it was so late, there was no one out to see me. As I walked through my dark neighborhood, I could feel Dwayne's seed sliding down my skin. Already starting to feel aroused again, I began to scoop it up, and feed myself the sticky goo. The taste of it only fueled my fire, and by the time I made it home, I was in need of some more slutty fun with him.
Unfortunately, it would have to be another time. I quietly snuck back inside, and checked on my husband. He was still sleeping, so I cleaned myself off in the downstairs bathroom. Freshened up, I returned to my bed, deciding to remain naked, and eventually drifted off to sleep.
The End for now...



        Changing the Plans Ch. 04

        The wife goes out with a friend and then proves her worth.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/changing-the-plans-ch-04

Title: Changing the Plans Ch. 04

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Interracial Love

Description: The wife goes out with a friend and then proves her worth.

Tags: public, interracial, cuckold, lesbian sex, slut, slut wife, submissive, humiliated, bbc, hotwife

Series: Changing the Plans


I awoke the next morning with a kiss from my husband. He was letting me know that he was leaving to go to the convention he had to attend for work, and would see me later that night. Groggily, I said bye and that I loved him. I was still naked from the night before, and had only been asleep for a few hours. As I rolled over, I felt the normal ache in my pussy that I only got from Dwayne after a meet-up. My hand reached down and I found myself dripping wet.
My arousal brought me further out of my groggy state, and so, with my other hand I reached out to grab my phone to shoot a text to Dwayne and let him know that I was thinking about him. To my surprise, I had a text waiting from him, and another from my friend Kate, who I remembered confessing my sluttiness to the previous night .
Of course, I opened the text from Dwayne first. It was a series of pictures from the night before, and my pussy gushed even more. I texted him back that I loved the pictures, and couldn't wait to meet up with him again. Opening Kate's message, it was short and to the point. She let me know when and where to meet for lunch, as well as what she wanted me to wear. I was nervous about how our relationship and friendship would change, but I knew there was nothing I could do to pull everything I confessed to her back. Convincing myself that it would be fine, I dragged myself out of bed and into the shower.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
I arrived for lunch with Kate a little earlier then she had indicated, after spending my morning just like any other morning. Though, I must admit, it wasn't entirely normal, as I spent it naked, and that was not something I would have done a week prior. As I exited my car, the uneasiness of what was to come washed over me as I felt a breeze of air flutter up my dress. Kate had requested I wear another dress like the one I had from the day before, but this time to forgo the panties and bra all together.
So, once again, I found myself wearing a short and flirty sundress paired with a basic pair of black flip flops, but without any underwear. I was both extremely aroused, and equally scared of someone noticing. It didn't help that I had a bit of a walk to get to the bistro I was to meet Kate at, as it was located in the middle of an outdoor mall. It being the weekend, there were many people walking about, but I think I managed to make it to the restaurant without flashing myself to any of them.
I quickly found Kate, and of course she had chosen to sit outside. She stood and waved me over as I entered. At first, it seemed all was normal, just two girlfriends meeting for lunch. We hugged, greeted each other kindly, and then sat to begin talking. It was at that point though that things became abnormal.
"How's my new little pet slut doing," Kate asked.
I responded nervously, while also looking around to see if anyone heard her call me her "pet slut", "I'm doing good, a bit nervous, but good."
"What's there to be nervous about," she asked before continuing, "it's just you and me out for lunch, and then some... fun."
An evil sort of grin formed on her face when she said "fun," and my body shivered at the same time my pussy throbbed. It continued to throb throughout the duration of our lunch, as Kate questioned me about everything to do with my relationship with Dwayne and just how it all began. Eventually, we finished our meal and she suggested we do a bit of shopping. Trying my best to do as she wanted, I agreed.
Kate led us to an upscale clothing store, and after browsing the racks for a bit, she got an attendant to open a fitting room for us; one fitting, for the two of us. Once inside, She hung up the clothes she had pulled, and then turned to me. The evil little grin had returned to her face.
"Take your dress off, slut," she commanded in a soft but affirmative tone.
Not arguing, I pulled my dress, and only piece of clothing up and over my head. She took it from me, tossing it onto the floor and into the corner. I watched as she surprisingly took off her dress as well. To my shock, she was also not wearing anything under it. She had an amazing body, and I couldn't help but stare. The evil grin formed on her face again as she noticed me staring at her body. I didn't see her do it, but noticed that she had retrieved her phone from her bag and was holding it in front of her as she spoke to break the silence.
"Hands on your hip, and pose for me slut. I want some pictures of my own," she ordered.
Not really happy to know that another person would have naked pictures of me at their disposal, I reluctantly did as she asked, fearing what would occur if I didn't. After a few snaps, she spoke once again, this time asking me a question.
"Have you ever licked a pussy?"
I had an idea of where she was going with the question, and I answered honestly, "No, never."
She smiled, beforing saying, "well now is as good as anytime for your first taste. On your knees slut."
As I dropped down to my knees, instinctively following her command, I noticed she was still pointing her phone at me and realized that she was now recording me. A blush formed on my body at the idea of being filmed going down on my friend. Moving my face towards her, I also took notice of how neatly trimmed her pubic hair was; just a small strip above her slit, with everything else shaved smooth. I wondered if she had done that just for me, or if it was a normal grooming habit. However, I couldn't dwell on the thought, as now my mouth hovered over her sex and I began to kiss her lips.
It was a new experience for me, to be kissing a vagina, but rather than be put off by it, I found myself enjoying it. I was in my slut mode, and I wanted to please her; to please my friend and new mistress. My tongue snaked out and began to lick her, to taste her. She tasted wonderful, and I wanted more. I pushed my tongue deeper, lapping up her growing arousal. As I wasn't experienced with eating out a woman, I relied on what I knew I liked. Focusing on her clit with the tip of my tongue, and broad, flat licks of my tongue across her entire slit. Using my lips to suck her engorged clit and bat it with my tongue elicited a moan from Kate, and so I made sure to do it every so often.
My fingers began to get involved as well. I slipped one, and then two inside of her drenched opening and began to thrust them in and out of her. I was enjoying myself and began exploring her further. My other hand came up, and I began to tickle her exposed asshole with a finger as well. She didn't seem to protest, and even moaned as I did, so I took it as a sign to continue. My face felt drenched with a mixture of my saliva and her juices, but I only could focus on bringing her more and more pleasure. I added a third finger into her pussy, and then slipped one into her ass.
The sound of her uneven breathing indicated that she was getting close to an orgasm, so in an attempt to push her over the edge, I shoved a second finger into her ass and focused all my oral attention on her clit. Within seconds her hips were grinding into my face, and I felt her free hand grab a hold of my head to seedy her balance. I could feel her orgasm further drench my face, but I stayed plastered to her cunt and continue to pleasure her. After a long, shaking orgasm, Kate finally had enough and pushed my head away as she attempted to regain her composure. I remained kneeling as she sat down on the bench with a satisfied smile on her face.
It was after she caught her breath that she said, "Wow, that was... wonderful. For your first time, you really figured it out in a hurry."
"Thank you," I shyly replied as I remained kneeling in front of her, waiting to see what was next.
She picked up my dress from the floor, but before handing it to me she said, "To be honest, I wasn't really sure about all this. I was just seeing how far I could push you, and I didn't really think I had the nerve to let you go down on me. However, now that I have, and I see just how much a submissive slut you are, I think this will have to become a regular thing."
I watched as she then proceeded to use my dress to wipe up her sex before dropping it back onto the floor. As I watched her dress, I thought to myself that my life had gotten quite crazy in just the matter of a week. I was actively serving as a slut for not only a black man, but now my best friend as well. They were both using me for their pleasure, and doing so in humiliating ways. But, I was finding that I thoroughly enjoyed it, and actually wanted more.
So, when Kate redressed and then moved past me to leave, I was both scared and more excited than ever. She opened the door to the changing room and left me naked and kneeling on the floor.
"I'll call you later to set up another 'fun' meeting," she said before walking out of view, but leaving the door open.
I hurriedly stood up and closed it to keep my nudity private from anyone else that may have been around. Fortunately, I didn't notice anyone, and I took that as a minor victory as I sat and tried to regain my composure. As I sat, I found myself licking my lips; savoring the traces of Kate's pussy. It was official, I loved the taste of pussy, and I also lived to serve others sexually. That is, if they knew how to draw it out of me.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
"That's what you are wearing," was the question my husband Terry asked as I came downstairs ready for my date night with Dwayne.
Before I get too far ahead though, let me backup. After my lunch with Kate, the next week for me became more of a sexual awakening as I continued to serve both Dwayne and Kate. I let Dwayne know all about it, and he was pleased I was becoming such a good submissive slut. He also liked that I was less worried about my friend knowing about my servitude to him. I did not, however, let my husband know about the change in my relationship with Kate. I just didn't want him to think that it meant I loved him any less.
I saw Kate again that week, as she requested my "services" at her house one afternoon. I spent a few hours pleasuring her with my mouth as well as performing a variety of naughty and humiliating tasks for her. For example, she had me pleasure myself with a cucumber in front of her while she filmed me and took pictures. She didn't let me come, but she certainly got to come many times.
As for Dwayne, I met up with two times during the week, and each one involved me pleasuring him in some humiliating and/or degrading way. I loved it. He had me meet him on Tuesday morning, in a parking lot of an electronics store. I parked next to his car, got out of my car and into his. I then proceeded to suck his thick, black, rod without so much as a hello. Of course, while I did, he managed to remove all of my clothes, and then tossed them out of his window. He recorded the entire meetup, and when he came; flooding my mouth, he pushed me out of the car and left. I had to gather up my clothes and seek shelter in my car as I didn't want to be seen by anyone.
On the following Thursday, I went over to his house. He requested I wear only leggings and a tank top. Once inside, it was straight to me on my knees with his cock in my mouth. He fucked my face for a bit, before grabbing me up by the hair and leading me over to the back of the couch. I was bent over it, and within seconds, I felt his fingers grabbing at the fabric of my leggings. I heard the sound of tearing fabric and then the cool sensation of air on my ass; he had ripped open my pants. After that, he wasted no time, and pressed his spit-slickened cock into my exposed asshole. Thankfully, the face fucking had done an adequate job of lubing his cock up, as after a bit of initial resistance, he was able to slide inside.
His cock, felt absolutely huge inside of my ass, and though it was painful to take, I was enjoying the feeling of him stretching me out and knowing he was taking his pleasure from me. He ravaged my ass for nearly five minutes, all the while I groaned and moaned from the mix of pain and pleasure. Eventually, he pushed deep inside of me, and emptied his sperm into my bowels. Spent, he slid out, spun me around, and had me clean his cock with my mouth.
That was another secret I had held back from my husband. While I had relayed these two encounters with Dwayne to him, I held back some of the details, and taking it in my ass and then into my mouth was one of those. I don't know why, maybe because it was such a dirty act, and I didn't want him to think less of me. Though, if I'm honest, he hadn't thought less of me from some of the other revelations with Dwayne, but it still just didn't feel right to tell him that I eagerly cleaned the taste of my own ass off my black bull's cock.
Anyway, I left Dwayne's shortly after cleaning his cock off, with my leggings torn open, and my ass leaking his come. He handed me a gift bag on my way out and told me that he was taking me out on a date on Saturday. The thought excited me, as our previous meetings were all spur of the moment, but this was planned. I could only imagine what that would entail.
That brings us back to my husband's question as I walked down the stairs. I had told him about the date with Dwayne, and he had no problem with it. In fact, I think he was just as excited as I was. What he wasn't too keen about was seeing how I was dressed for the date. Dwayne's gift bag from Thursday had contained the outfit he wanted me to wear for our date.
"What, you don't like it," I responded to his questioning while approaching him for a hug.
"I mean you look sexy as hell," he started, "but don't you think it might be a little too... much?"
I knew what he was referring to, but I wanted to tease him, and explain just what he meant.
"Is my skirt too short you mean?"
He stammered a reply, as I began to stroke his crotch through his pants.
"That's not what I was getting at, but it does seem to be a really short skirt."
"Oh, is it the crop top then," I continued to tease and stroke his cock to full stiffness over his jeans.
"Well, it's more what the crop top says, but the crop top itself is actually quite revealing as well," he said, starting to breathe more heavily.
I decided to really lay it on thick, and said in a very raspy voice next to his ear, "you don't like the message? Why, what's wrong with it?"
"It just seems a bit 'in your face' if you ask me," he replied.
Wanting to push him more, I continued the innocent charade, "what do you mean?"
I kept rubbing his erection through his pants as he replied, "It's a white shirt with a black spade on it, and the letters 'QOS' below. What if someone we know sees you?"
Loving to see him squirm, I continued stroking his raging erection through his pants as I kept up the coy act, "you don't want people to know I like black cock? That I like big, black cock?
He started fumbling as he grew closer to his climax, "well, no, but how will you explain it if you see someone we know?"
"Oh, babe, Dwayne picked this shirt, and you know I can't say no to him. He makes the rules, and I do whatever he says," I answered, before adding, "and you weren't worried about people we know seeing me when I first told you about the date. I think the idea actually turns you on. The thought of people you know finding out your wife is a slut for a big black man."
I could tell he was loving what I was saying and doing from not only his hard cock pressing against his jeans, but also how he responded to my answer. "Fuck babe, so you are only wearing the shirt because Dwayne wants you too?"
I wanted to push him over the edge, so when I answered him, I made sure to lay it on extra thick and to be brutally honest.
"Yes, because he told me to wear it, and I am his little, married, white, slut. He gets what he wants and desires. You know this, from all the times I tell you about, where I run out to meet him when he calls just to use me. And you love the pictures and videos I share with you that he takes, and how I tell you just how much a naughty wife I am for him. I just can't say no to him. I do whatever pleases him."
My husband's breathing indicated he was close to coming, but I wasn't done yet, "He hasn't said anything yet, but I expect that soon he is going to want to share the pictures and videos with others, maybe even post them online. I know that when that time comes, I won't be able to stop him. So, I want to let you know now, that your darling wife, might soon be an internet slut."
With that, my husband grunted, coming in his pants at the thought of pictures of me being a slut for Dwayne being online for anyone to see. As he recovered, I kissed his cheek and whispered into his ear, "I'll take that to mean that you like the idea."
I then walked away, leaving him to recover, and grabbing my purse. Exiting my house I trembled at what I just did to my husband as well as going out in public how I was dressed. My husband was right, my denim skirt was extremely short and it also rode up very easily; especially as I walked. The crop top was an extreme cut top that just covered my breasts and proudly displayed that I was a "Queen of Spades." Adding to my outfit was that I wasn't wearing anything underneath. I was both nervous and excited about going out with Dwayne dressed as I was.
As I drove to the bar that Dwayne wanted to meet at, I couldn't help but think about all the people that would be there and see me. My pussy was already dripping just from the thought, and I had no idea what Dwayne had planned. The parking lot was full when I pulled in, and I didn't see Dwayne's car as I parked. I texted him to let him know I was there, and he responded back that he was inside and had a table. I took a deep breath to steady my nerves as much as I could, and then got out of my car. With each step I made towards the bar, the more confident I got, and the more stares I received. By the time I got to Dwayne, I was practically buzzing with energy and arousal, so much so I thought I was going to come when Dwayne stood to hug me.
He smiled at my involuntary response, and guided me to sit in the booth he had for us. I felt my short skirt ride up as I sat, and tried to keep it from exposing me completely. As I slid across the bench seat, I knew it was futile as the skirt just wasn't going to keep me covered as I sat. I was thankful that I was on the inside of the booth, because the table and Dwayne would block me from the view of others. Accepting my skirt situation, I looked and saw Dwayne had a drink waiting for me at the table. I knew it would help calm my nerves, so I reached out and took a sip from it.
Dwayne joined me in the booth, and at first just watched me. He was seeing how I reacted to being out in such a slutty outfit, how I adjusted to having my skirt ride up as it had, and how I received the looks and stares from the others in the bar. After I took my first sip from my drink, he finally spoke to me.
"You look good slut. Did your hubby like the outfit I got you?"
"Yeah, he liked it alright, but I'm pretty sure he wasn't too sure about me coming out in public dressed like this," I answered truthfully.
"Ha ha, I bet he didn't, but that doesn't matter because I like my slut looking the part when she is out with me," he responded, before asking, "do you like it slut?"
I took a sip of my drink to allow myself time to think about my answer. When I set my glass down, I replied, "It's a little nerve wracking to be dressed as I am, but I know you want me like this so it makes me want it too. The more people look and stare, the more turned on I get; the prouder I get knowing I am your slut."
"That's what I like to hear. How about the image on the shirt? Do you like displaying it," he asked.



"Oh fuck, it is so naughty, but I love it. I love that I am broadcasting to the world that I am a white slut for your black cock," I answered honestly, and then added, "though, the queen of spades image was the big issue my husband had with the outfit."
He laughed again and then said, "well, I'll take that you are out with me wearing it, that he knows who you listen too." His hand then fell onto my thigh and worked its way until it was just touching my exposed slit. He didn't move it, but rather just let the presence of his large hand be known at my wanting cunt. I moaned softly at his touch, and he smiled as he took a drink from his glass. Setting his glass back onto the table he turned and kissed me deeply, using his other hand to pull my face into his. I kissed him back passionately, and eagerly.
As we kissed, I felt the hand that he had on my thigh begin to move. It started to progress further up my leg and towards my hip. In doing so, my skirt also began to move up with his hand. As his hand reached my hip, his other hand dropped down to do the same on the other side until he had both hands moving my skirt further up my waist and stomach. I didn't stop him, nor did I break off the kiss. I let him do what he wanted, and enjoyed it as he did.
When we finally ended the kiss, my skirt was bunched up and being held at the bottom of my rib cage by Dwayne. I looked down and could see every inch of my lower half uncovered. He held my skirt for a moment longer before letting it drop to rest on my hips, though it was still bunched up and my pussy and ass were nowhere near covered. I took another sip of my drink, as Dwayne's hand returned to my naked thigh.
I realized that being in the booth, and where it was located in the bar, that we had a relatively high amount of privacy. I was thankful for this, as I got the sense that bunching my skirt up wasn't all that Dwayne had in store for me. Especially considering it had only been about five minutes since I got to the bar.
"What are you thinking about slut," Dwayne asked me, pulling my attention back to the present.
"I was just thinking about what you had in store for us tonight," I answered back.
"Oh, don't worry, it should be a very fun night," He started, "you'll have plenty of opportunity to be a good slut wife."
My body quivered at his reply and I felt my sex get even warmer in anticipation. At that moment, a waitress came over to check on us, and Dwayne ordered another round of drinks along with an appetizer. While I saw a knowing smile from her upon seeing my shirt, she didn't seem to notice my skirt was not covering my lower half which calmed me down as I was worried she would see my nakedness. I took another drink from my glass once she left to both steady myself, as well as get closer to finishing it before my new one came.
"Let me see your phone," Dwayne said, "I want to text your hubby a picture of you so he can see how you're dressed now."
I said nothing, but simply pulled my phone from my purse and handed it over to him. He had me smile brightly as he snapped the picture. I watched and sipped my drink as he typed into my phone. When he was done, he turned my phone to show me the picture. It was innocent enough, until you noticed my bunched up skirt and my exposed lower half. Dwayne didn't give me back my phone, but instead laid it down on the table in front of him.
Our waitress came back shortly after with our drinks, and Dwayne indicated I was to knock back the rest of my first drink so she could take away the glass. I did as he requested, and chugged the remainder of my drink, feeling the warmth of the alcohol radiate through my body. Again, I saw her shyly smile at me as I handed over my emptied glass, but to my knowledge she was still unaware of my exposure, and was merely reacting to my naughty crop top.
When she walked away, Dwayne picked up my phone once again and had me pose for another picture. This time he had me hold my drink in my hand, and then before taking the picture he reached over and lifted my top up to expose my breasts. As he took the picture, I quickly looked around the bar to see if anyone was looking. Fortunately, I didn't notice if anyone had seen and Dwayne lowered my top once he snapped the picture. I chugged half of my drink though to calm my nerves from the risky photo.
Dwayne again set my phone down on the table in front of him and smiled a big smile. My pussy fluttered, and my heart raced at what his big smile meant for me. Just then, our waitress returned with the appetizer Dwayne had ordered. This time, she lingered before finally asking me, "That's an interesting shirt, does it mean what I think it means?"
Before I could answer, Dwayne asked, "what do you think it means?"
The waitress blushed at this, before getting the nerve to reply, "Q O S means queen of spades, so I'm assuming that because she is wearing a wedding ring and you aren't, that the shirt indicates she cuckolds her husband with black men."
Dwayne looked at me, and then said, "well, go ahead, answer her question."
It was my turn to blush before I spoke saying, "yes, that is basically what my shirt means."
She smiled at my answer before asking another question, "and by the way you are dressed, is it safe to say you only dress this way for him."
Again, I blushed slightly and then answered, "yeah, I wear and do whatever he asks."
"Does your husband know," the waitress continued with her question, seemingly no longer needing to attend to anyone else.
Before I could answer her, Dwayne interjected again, "Oh, he knows. In fact, I have been sending him some pictures. Wanna see?"
He had my phone in his hand and unlocked before she even had a chance to answer, but the look in her eye was indicative enough that she did want to see. Her eyes popped wide open as he showed her the two pictures he had taken. I'm sure she wasn't expecting to see that much of me. "Wow," she stated, "that's pretty daring of you. I don't mind, but I would recommend being careful showing off like that, as to not catch some on wanted attention from the other staff if you know what I mean." I blushed again, and nodded that I understood, and Dwayne informed her that he was intending to have me do anything too wild, at least not while we were in the bar. The waitress let us know she was cool with whatever and then left to attend to her other tables.
Upon her departure, we both picked at the appetizer he had ordered for us, until he eventually returned his hand to my exposed thigh. This indicated instinctually that he was about to have me be daring and naughty again. As he had already taken my picture revealing both my naked lower half, and flashing my breasts, I wasn't quite sure what would be next. Dwayne though said nothing, as he just rubbed my thigh with his big, strong hand and continued to eat from the appetizer plate. I could no longer eat as I could only focus on his hand and what was coming next.
After a few more moments of silence, his hand eventually twisted to insert one of his thick fingers into my wetness. I let out an involuntary audible moan, but quickly managed to regain my composure as to not draw much attention to us then we already had. He wiggled his digit causing me to squirm from the attention. As my breathing quickened, he leaned in to speak softly into my ear.
"Does the slutty wife enjoy my finger?"
"Yes," I purred out in reply, "very much."
"Does the slutty wife want more? Something bigger and thicker?"
This time I moaned out my answer, "oh yes, please."
"What is the slutty wife willing to do to get more?"
It was at that moment, and before I was able to answer, that our waitress returned to check in on us, and most likely see if she could witness any more of my naughtiness.
"How are you two doing? Is there anything I can 'help' with?"
Dwayne, keeping his finger plunged inside of me, turned and smiled at her before replying, "actually, I think you can. I was just asking the slutty wife here what she would be willing to do in order to continue being my slut. I want to see just how addicted she is to me and my cock. So instead of having her answer that question, how about you come up with a task that you think would prove her willingness to be my slut?"
The waitress, surprisingly, was not shocked by his suggestion, and even grinned at the idea of it before responding, "Oh, I like that. Let me think about it while I check on my other tables, and I will be back with a challenging task. Before I leave, can I get you another drink or would you like to order food?"
"We are okay for now, thank you," Dwayne answered, and the waitress left us alone again. As she did, Dwayne slid another finger into me and resumed his hushed words into my ear.
"Do you like that a stranger is going to come up with a task for you to further earn my cock? Does it turn you on to be so openly a slut for me?"
His fingers worked in and out as he spoke to me, and I could only moan my responses. I was turned on for being so openly slutty for him. I had never before even considered acting in such ways as I have and was currently acting for him. It felt equally liberating and terrifying, and I wanted to continue as I was addicted like he said.
"I wonder what the waitress will come up with. Whatever it is, I know you will do it because you are an eager little slut. Eager to please me. Eager to please my black cock. You are going to have to really earn it tonight though. I want to see just how slutty you are willing to get. You've shown before, glimpses of your tendencies towards depravity, but tonight I want to shine a spotlight into the depths of your depraved inner self."
I was a puddle of arousal in his hand. Everything he said, I wanted. To free myself to carnally act as my most sexual self. Unlocking the true slut that I had inside of me. Those thoughts were filling my head as the waitress returned with a devilish grin on her face. She did wait to speak, just simply laid out her idea.
"So, I was thinking about what the 'slut' could do to prove her worthiness to you, and her being put in public like this inspired my idea. It's all well and good for her to be out, dressed like a slut in public with the off chance that someone she knows might see, but it would be even better if people she knew absolutely saw her. I think she should post a picture of herself, dressed as she is, on her Instagram. Let the people she knows start to learn what a real slut she is."
My mouth hung open in surprise at what she had just laid out. I looked to Dwayne to see his reaction, and the smile on his face indicated that he loved it. His fingers left my slit and I groaned at the sudden feeling of emptiness. The waitress giggled at this, and I again blushed with embarrassment.
"I like that," Dwayne started, "and I think you should be the one to take the picture. Slut, you can stand up in front of the table so our lovely waitress can take a picture of you in all your glory." He then slid out of the booth to allow me to follow him and comply with his directions.
While I wasn't entirely keen on the idea the waitress came up with, I also didn't want to disappoint Dwayne and lose any chance at receiving the immense pleasure he provided me. So, I slid myself out of the booth while trying to keep my skirt down as I did, but as it was bunched up around my waist the effort was futile. The waitress gave out a laugh as I stepped out of the booth and had to fix my skirt to cover myself up, and I again turned red with embarrassment.
"Alright, stand in front of the table slut," Dwyane said while handing my phone over to the waitress. "It's already on Instagram, you direct her how you want her, take the picture, and you can even edit it and write the caption, but it will be the slut's job to post it."
The waitress, still acting as if everything was completely normal, went right to it, "okay, go ahead and pose with your hand on your hip, and make sure to smile bright." I struck the pose she instructed, and put on a big smile while she snapped the picture. She then stood in front of me and Dwayne as she edited the picture and typed in the comment for the post. When she was done, she handed my phone back to Dwayne.
"Perfect. I like your style," Dwayned said after reviewing the post. "Now it's your turn. All you have to do is hit post."
I took my phone as he offered it over to me. Looking at the post and reading the caption, I couldn't believe that I was actually about to post it to my personal Instagram account. While the picture was relatively innocent, I was still wearing a denim mini-skirt and a crop top in the picture, which showed off more skin then I typically showed off, and of course it displayed the symbol for a Queen of Spades. That would have been risky enough, but the waitress added caption only further added to the craziness of the post. It said, "Just out being a naughty wife. #hotwife #qos #bbc #secretlife. I also noticed that she had tagged a few people with the posts, fortunately none of them were friends, but based on their usernames they were users that enjoyed interacial sex and the hotwife lifestyle.
Looking up from my phone, both Dwayne and the waitress were just looking back at me with grins on their faces. I knew it wasn't entirely something that I would have wanted posted on Instagram, but my arousal and desire to serve Dwayne overruled everything else, and so I lifted my thumb and hit the button to post it. When I looked back to Dwayne I said, "I posted it."
Dwayne held his hand out for my phone and I returned it to him. "Well done slut," he said, seeing the post uploaded on my profile.
"Oh, yes, I see it," the waitress said, causing me to look in her direction. She was holding her phone up to show me. My face must have shown my confusion, because she then said, "I started following you on my account after changing yours from private to public. I hope you don't mind, but I think there are others out there that would like to see a slutty wife on their Instagram feeds."
"Yes, excellent point," Dwayne said in response to the waitress, "thank you for all your help, but I think it is about time we head out. We will take our check now."
The waitress gave a little pout at Dwayne's statement, but then put back on her smile, and said, "of course, I will be right back with it."
As she left us to get our check, Dwayne slid into the booth and sat down, but not enough for me to also sit as well. Instead, he reached out and pulled me to stand next to him. He then proceeded to run his hands up my legs as he spoke.
"The post on Instagram was just the starter. After you pay the bill, we are going to see just how much more you are willing to do to earn some of my dick."
As he spoke, his hands had slid up and under my skirt, lifting it once again to expose off my uncovered pussy and ass. This time I no longer had the table as a shield for my nudity, and it seemed he intended to see just how far I was willing to let him go as he continued to speak to me.
"I'm going to record you tonight to cement just how much of a desperate slut you are. How willing you are to humiliate yourself for me, and not your husband."
My skirt at this point was being pushed up into my breasts and crop top, finding only a little resistance. Dwayne eventually managed to push it up and over my breasts thus revealing all of my nakedness. Thankfully, the waitress returned at this moment, and though she saw me in that state, Dwayne let go which allowed me to readjust everything to cover myself.
"Damn slut, I was only gone for a moment and you couldn't keep from getting naked? You are a truly desperate slut aren't you," the waitress asked rhetorically as she approached our table and dropped off the check. Dwayne just laughed as he grabbed my purse off the bench seat next to him and proceeded to open it up to pull out my credit card. He handed it to her without saying a word to me, and the waitress took it and walked off to run it through.
This time when the waitress walked away, Dwayne didn't try to push up my skirt, instead he simply pulled me into him to sit atop his lap. Of course my skirt rose up, but nowhere near how high it had been pushed up moments before. He used his hands to spread my legs open, and then gripped onto my thighs as we awaited the return of the waitress. I could feel my pussy pulsing with the desire to be touched, and I was actually panting with arousal as I sat.
The waitress soon returned, this time saying nothing as she set the check and my card down on the table in front of us. I filled out the check, and with Dwayne's urging left her a very generous tip. We then stood and thanked her for her wonderful service before leaving to exit the bar. As we walked out, Dwayne made no effort to hide the fact that he was fondling my naked ass.
Outside, Dwayne told me to lead the way to my car. He informed me that he had taken an Uber and that my car would be his ride home, and I was hopeful that I would soon be enjoying the pleasure of being fucked by him. However, as we reached my parked car, I found that he wasn't quite through with pushing me to earn that privilege. He sat down on the hood of the car and pulled out my phone to record me. With it pointed directly at me he spoke.
"So the little slut wife wants to prove she deserves my big black cock, and has said she will do anything. Let's start off simple, and have her take off her top right here in the parking lot of the bar."
I did not say anything in response, instead I just smiled and peeled up my tiny crop top over my head. When it was off and my tits were exposed, Dwayne continued.
"Well done, now let's push her a bit further. Toss your shirt as far as you can to your left, and then take off your skirt."
Again, I didn't respond verbally, but let my actions speak for me. I threw my shirt as instructed and it landed between two cars to my left. I then unbuttoned my skirt and pushed it downs my legs before stepping out of it.
"Toss your skirt to your right."
Flinging the denim skirt to my right it landed in the bed of a large pickup truck. I was now effectively naked without a chance of getting redressed. Thankfully, the parking lot at the moment was empty of other people or cars driving in, but I knew that at any moment that could change. However, my mind wasn't worried about that, because in that moment, all I could think about was doing what I had to do to prove myself to Dwayne.
"On your knees, and tell us what you are."
I dropped to my knees and looked directly into the phone's camera. I knew what he wanted to hear.
"I am a slut. A slut wife, who loves sucking and fucking my bull's big black cock. I am a nasty slut wife, that does whatever my powerful black bull tells me to do. I get off on submitting to him. Submitting to all the humiliating and pervertedly kinky things he orders of me."
Dwayne smiled large at my statement, and then continued, "Tell us about your husband slut."
Without hesitation, I started, "My husband is amazing, I love him. He was the one who introduced me to the idea of having a bull. And since being with my bull, I have realized just how great it can be to freely submit myself to a powerful man. My husband is great, but he has never been the type of man to just dominate me in a purely sexual way."
"Does your husband get off on how slutty you get with me," Dwayne asked.
"Yes. He loves when I tell him about all the naughty and dirty things I do for you. I just have to stroke him a little and he cums to the images of me with your big black cock in my mouth, or my pussy, or even my ass," I answered.
Before Dwayne spoke again, a big grin formed on his face as if he had an idea. "I want to be the only cock that gets your holes. I fuck you the way you deserve to be fucked, so it is only right that only I get to fuck you. Tell us that you won't let your husband inside anymore."



This time I had to take a second before responding. The thought of not allowing my husband to have sexual intercourse with me was a big curve ball. I hadn't expected Dwayne to ask that of me. However, I reasoned with myself that I could just tell him, and the camera, that I would deny my husband, but then not actually follow through with it. So with conviction, I replied, "If it means I get to have your cock, then yes. I won't let my darling husband have access to any of my holes. They are only for you."
Dwayne's smile grew even bigger at my declaration, and then he surprised me by saying, "Did you hear that Terry? Her holes are mine now. Her ass has always been mine, as you never got your little white dick in there, but now you no longer have access to your slut wife's pussy or mouth either. Looks like your hand will be doing a lot more work."
He had turned my phone so I could see the screen, and while I thought he was just recording a video of me acting desperate, I realized that he had me on a video call with my husband the whole time. My husband just heard me eagerly agree to withhold my body from him, and I could see in his face that he was shocked by it. I felt horrible, but Dwayne interrupted my thoughts when he said, "well, I think your slut wife has proved herself worthy of my cock tonight. You guys can talk later, right now I got to get her back to my place so I can fuck her like she truly deserves. Bye."
He ended the video call, and smiled at me looking like a shocked kitten kneeling naked in front of him. "Get in the car and get my dick in your mouth. You're going to have a long and exhausting night." I didn't say anything, and though I felt bad about what I said and my husband heard, I couldn't deny I wanted to let Dwayne use me. So I stood up and walked to the passenger side of my car. Once inside, I unzipped Dwayne's pants and started sucking his massive cock as he pulled away. I would handle my husband later, but until then I desperately wanted to get my reward.
The End for Now
There is another chapter planned. If you have suggestions, please feel free to leave them in the comments section. Also, if you liked this story, please rate accordingly.
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The night after leaving the bar was just as Dwayne said it would be; long and exhausting. He fucked me into the early hours of the morning, using every one of my holes and both filling and covering me in his come. It was pure and unadulterated sex, with Dwayne using me in whatever way he desired. I loved every second of it, and though I was completely drained of energy when it was over, I was still a little disappointed that it had to come to an end.
However, even at the end of the marathon session, Dwayne knew how to push my limits and buttons, as he dragged me out of his house and tossed me naked and disheveled outside before tossing my purse out into the lawn. He shut the door without even a goodbye, and I was left to scramble naked to retrieve my belongings and then to my car parked on the street. Though my dismissal was abrupt, I loved it as my heart pumped with adrenaline from being left naked outside.
What caused me concern was as I drove home and thought about how my husband was going to react to my video confession that I had made. I didn't take time while with Dwayne to think about what he would say or do once I got home, but as I drove home those thoughts flooded my mind. I hoped that I hadn't crossed the line with my declaration of only allowing Dwayne to be able to fuck me. However, the fact that I said it and my husband heard me say it, I honestly was into the idea of it. To only allow my lover, and not my husband, access to my body was devilish. I would be a fuck toy for Dwayne. It would be so slutty.
By the time I got home, I was completely aroused by my thoughts and wasn't at all concerned about the reaction I would get from Terry. To my surprise, I found him waiting for me. Will sort of. He was asleep on the couch, and from the state he was in, nude from the waist down, he had been thinking about my night with Dwayne and was pleasuring himself. I took this as a sign that he was okay with my declaration of no longer letting him have sex with me, and an evil little plan popped into my head. As I was already naked, I simply dropped my things on the floor, walked over to my passed-out husband, and climbed up onto his lap. He soon began to awaken, and I coyly started to teasingly talk to him.
"Oh baby, did you fall asleep waiting for me to get home? For me to get home from my night out with Dwayne, my big black bull that fucked me senseless? Did you get all turned on thinking about all the naughty and slutty things I was doing with him? Did you imagine me sucking his big black cock? How about him fucking me with his massive black pole? Did you envision him splitting me open as he fucked my little white ass?"
I didn't allow him time to answer, as I wanted to tease him, but from the erection he quickly got, I knew he was loving it.
"Ah, I can feel that just thinking about it now is getting you all excited. Too bad, you can't fuck me anymore. You heard me tell Dwayne that only he is allowed that privilege now, and he certainly took advantage of that privilege tonight. He fucked me nearly senseless. Can you smell him on me? He must have come on me at least a couple of times, and he threw me out naked so I didn't have time to clean up. Does that turn you on to know that he used me as his personal fuck toy, and then just tossed me out when he was all done? Oh god, it turns me on. I'm still wet from being used like that and I'm sure his cum is still inside me keeping me slick as well. I'm sure you would slide in so easily, but it is not to be. Only Dwayne gets to do that now."
I then swung my leg off of him and sat on the other side of the couch spread wide open.
"You get to look. Look at how well-fucked my pussy is from his big black cock.."
He stared at my crotch as I used my fingers to touch and spread my puffy lips. As he looked on, I continued to tease him with my talk.
"I can feel how sloppy I am from my night with Dwayne. He came inside me a couple of times. I am such a slutty wife, aren't I? Letting a big black man just use me. He gets to do things with me that you never experienced and now you won't even get to experience me the way you did before. It wasn't just my pussy, he even fucked my ass. I never let you inside my ass, but he has claimed it many times and will continue to do so while you simply wonder and fantasize about it. Stroke your cock baby, stroke as you think about my big black bull owning your slutty white wife."
I know I should have felt bad about all the things I was saying and confessing to, but instead, they only aroused me further and from how quickly my husband came, I knew he loved it. It was then that I let out a chuckle, and gave him a deep kiss.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
As things typically do after an intense period of time, my life slowed down some in terms of me and Dwayne. This allowed for two things to occur. First, I was able to recover and allow my body to get some much-needed relaxation. I booked myself a massage and truly spent a few days just lounging around. Second, my desire to let Dwayne use me as his slut continued to grow. As I relaxed and recovered, I continued to think about him and what he did with me, and I desired it more and more. I held to my promise to him, and I didn't allow my husband to have sex with me, though I did make sure to tease him more than I may have in the past. I often found reasons to walk around the house completely naked, or to wear skimpy clothes to drive him wild. He would attempt to make moves on me, but I would always deny him, saying things like, "no-no, you know this body belongs to Dwanye," or, "Only my bull gets to use me, you can only look."
After about five days, Dwayne and I set up another meet-up. He wanted to go out on the town with me, but he was keeping his plans for most of the night vague. He did inform me to dress as slutty as I dared. When I told Terry about Dwanye's plan, he was not as enthusiastic about it as I was, but he did not go against it. I got the sense that he was secretly excited that I was going to be on another adventure with Dwayne.
With the plan set, I went out the next day to do some shopping for what I was to wear that night. Dwayne said he wanted me as slutty as I dared, and I felt the possibilities were endless. However, he didn't let me know exactly what we were doing or where, and so I wasn't so sure just how risque I was willing to get without that knowledge. In the end, and after a few hours of shopping, I bought a lacy teddy that was crotchless and tied around the neck. Normally, it was to be worn as lingerie in the bedroom, but I planned to pair it with a flared mini-skirt to cover my lower half. The top half of the garment was quite thin, but unless one looked closely my nipples were not obviously visible. I also purchased a new pair of heels.
Later that evening, when I was getting dressed in my newly purchased outfit, I began to second guess my choice, as I began to realize just how much of myself would be on show. Because the teddy was tied at the back of my neck, my entire back was exposed. As for my front side, the material did an okay job of concealing my nipples, that is just about all it concealed as there was a deep plunge that split the valley of my breast down to my belly button. There were bejeweled mini straps that held the two sides of the front together, but they also helped draw the eye to my chest. The lower half of the teddy, as I said, was crotchless but it was just simply open. The lace from the top of the teddy continued to my crotch, but then split back open and thinned out into just two thin straps that wrapped around my ass to simply hold the garment in place. All of my sex and ass were exposed which was the reason for the mini-skirt.
When I came downstairs, my husband had a similar reaction to my appearance as he had the last time I went out with Dwayne. This time, however, he did not say a word. I walked over to him and asked, "do you think Dwayne will like how I am dressed?" He nodded his head as I leaned in to kiss him, while also playfully squeezing his cock through his shorts. It was rock hard which spurred me to tease him before I left.
"You're cock is so hard baby. I bet you would love to just take me, and it would be so easy for you too, see," as I said that, I lifted my tiny skirt to show him just how exposed my smooth sex was. "You can't though, because I am Dwayne's slut. My pussy belongs to him, my mouth belongs to him, and my ass belongs to him. You, my sweet husband, only get access to my hands." I gave his rigid member a firm tug before moving past him and out the door, leaving him desperate and panting.
Dwayne had instructed me to take a Lyft to his house, and then he would drive for the evening. I knew taking the Lyft was just so I would feel slutty being picked up while wearing so little. He didn't know what I'd be wearing exactly, but he knew I would be dressed like a slut and wanted to push me to show off. While I waited, I pondered just how much he would push me to show off tonight. The thought both scared and excited me.
Within minutes, my Lyft arrived, I got in and was soon being driven to my Bull's house to be taken out on another very public adventure. It was a relatively short drive, but I was sure the driver did his best to take any and all opportunity granted to sneak his peaks at my scantily clad form.
Arriving at Dwayne's place, I exited the Lyft, making sure to not expose my uncovered nether regions, and then walked up to the door. As I did, I was surprised to see the door open before I got to it. Dwayne knew I was there and opened the door to stand on the threshold as I made my way closer. He was dressed conservatively compared to me. A pair of fashionable blue jeans, immaculately clean basketball sneakers and a tight white v-neck t-shirt was what he wore and he looked stunning.
He smiled his bright smile as I approached, and then pulled me in for a deep and passionate kiss. I melted in his arms, as my legs went weak from the kiss. It only lasted a moment though, as he broke it off to take in my outfit some more. He said nothing as he gazed upon me. His hand ached out and grazed my hardened nipple, now more noticeable than before. Tracing the plunge of my teddy, his hand slid over my hip and then up and under my skirt where he firmly grabbed a hold of my uncovered ass before exploring the slickness of my bare sex. Disappointingly, he removed his before speaking.
"You very much dressed the part of a slutty wife. I'm going to love showing you off tonight, and show you off I will. My plan is very much to take you out in public to let others see you as my slut. Do you understand?"
I couldn't speak, but I nodded my head in understanding. My mind was awash with just how many people would see me dressed as I was. How many would see my stiff nipples through my sheer top, catch a peek of my bare pussy from under my short skirt? To my surprise, I was looking forward to finding out.
"How about we take another picture of you for your Instagram," he says, "let your followers see how you look for our night out."
I hadn't posted anything to my Instagram account since the picture the waitress had taken the last time I was out with Dwayne. However, I did frequent that picture though as it had brought me a ton of attention and plenty of new followers; mostly black men. Posting a picture of my current look would certainly increase both of those things, and though I was still a little uneasy with the idea, I handed him my phone regardless.
He had me pose in front of the wall of his house and quickly snapped the picture. I watched curiously as he tapped on the screen, surely editing the picture and typing a caption to it.
"Good," he said once done, "let's get going now." He then pulled the door shut behind him and led the way to his car parked in the driveway. Inside the car, he handed me back my phone. As he drove, I took a moment to look over the post he snapped and was both shocked and aroused at what I saw. The sheer teddy did very little to conceal my nipples in the picture, and his caption only further added to the statement my outfit made. It stated, "Looking to show off on a night in town. #Hotwife #slutlife #bbc #BBConly #bbcslut." If my friends and family were at all curious about what was going on with me, I'm sure the picture and caption painted a pretty good picture for them.
It wasn't long until we pulled into our destination. Dwayne drove us to the city center that had a lot of shops and restaurants. It was a hot spot for the weekend crowd looking to cut loose after a long week. It was also very popular, which would mean lots of people would be seeing me in my slutty outfit. It didn't take long for Dwayne to find a parking spot, it was inside a garage just off the main section. We exited the car and walked over to the elevator to go down to the ground level. Once inside, and thankfully alone, Dwayne surprised me with an addition he wanted to make to my outfit. One that would make no doubt as to what I was.
"I almost forgot," he said, while producing an item from his pocket, "you are to wear this tonight as well."
I wasn't sure what it was at first, but when he fastened it to my neck and stepped back, it was abundantly clear that he had just put a collar on me, and it had an attached leash that was held in his hands. I knew instantly that he planned to lead me through the city center with the collar and leash to make it obvious that I was his white slut. My body trembled at the thought of it, and I managed to speak a bit to my reservations with the plan.
"Oh my God, are you planning on walking me like a pet out in public; in front of people," I asked.
His response was devilishly naughty, as he answered, "Of course. You are my slut, and I want to show you off. I also know you get off on being humiliated and degraded. What better way to do that than to walk you as my slut, when you're dressed like a slut, in front of the general public. Everyone that sees you will instantly know what you are, a desperate white whore. They will laugh and point, and may even take pictures. While you simply follow me around dutifully on your lead."
I replied with a playful shout, "You are so bad!"
"Yes," he started, "and you are probably dripping at the thought of being paraded in public on my leash." The door to the elevator then opened, and he just tugged on the leash while ordering, "let's go slut."
We walked out into the ground floor of the parking structure, and it was almost immediate that I got my first exposure of being seen by others as I was led like a dog by my black master. A couple, a man and a woman in their mid-thirties, came around the corner to enter the garage. At first, they didn't take notice of my unique situation, but as we neared them, they both starred in surprise at what they were seeing. To make things more interesting, Dwayne greeted them and asked how their night was going. The man replied, "Good evening," but it wasn't until we were passing them that the woman spoke.
She asked, "Is that actually happening right now?"
Neither I, nor Dwayne answered, and I don't think she was expecting us to as I also heard her let out a little surprised laugh. My whole body blushed from the humiliation, and it trembled with the arousal that also came from the experience. As we reached the main road of the city center, it seemed that we became the center of a lot of people's attention. I heard gasps, laughs, comments, and a few catcalls. It was indeed humiliating to be walked in public, but as Dwayne had said; I was loving it. My body was buzzing with embarrassment, but also with excitement. It made me feel proud that I was being the good white slut for my black bull. With every giggle that someone had at my expense, or with every picture I saw taken of me, I simultaneously wanted to curl up and hide while also wanting to stand tall and portray myself as the slut I was. It was quite the contradiction, and I did my best to just go with it.
Dwayne walked me up and down the streets and into shops to browse. The entire time, I followed obediently and did not try to hide away from the view of others. Eventually, he led us to a lounge and got us a spot at a high-top table. When we sat, he reached over to me and unclipped the leash from my collar. A waiter came over and took our drink order, and when we left alone, or as alone as we could be in a relatively crowded lounge, Dwayne began to speak to me for the first time since we left the elevator.
"How's my slut doing after her walk," he asked.
I answered as honestly as I could, while still trying to process it all, "I'm a mess of nerves, and excitement, and humiliation, and arousal."
He laughed, and then said, "but you love it, and you can't wait to do more. To be more of a humiliated white slut."
I just moaned in response to this, and as I moaned the waiter returned with our drinks. My mind flashed back to the previous outing with Dwayne, and the interaction we had with the waitress that night. I wondered if it would be a similar interaction with this waiter. He did seem to enjoy the view I was providing him with. Dwayne, though, seemed content with just merely letting him look. After setting our drinks down, he asked if we needed anything else and then left us to ourselves once again.
"Stand up, I think it's time for another picture," Dwayne commanded after I took the first sip of my cocktail.
I didn't say anything, as I obediently stood up next to the table for Dwayne. He reached and quickly grabbed ahold of both my phone and the leash. He held the leash taut in his hand while he framed me with my phone for another picture. It didn't take him long before he captured the image, and when he did, he indicated that I was to sit back down. I watch on as he typed away on my phone before eventually sliding it across the table to me and speaking once again.
"Go ahead, take a look. I haven't submitted it yet, because I wanted to leave that up to you."
I looked at the image of myself. The picture captured the total level of horniness I was in. My face was filled with a desire to serve. The leash and collar only exemplified the look of a willing slut. Adding to it was the caption Dwayne had typed: "Dutifully serving my BBC Bull. #hotwife #BBC #BBConly #BBCslut #humiliateme. I looked up at Dwayne with most likely a face of shock and surprise, but all he said was, "Submit it slut."
My thumb moved on autopilot, and in a moment it was submitted to the world. A tremble shook through my body as the thought of the countless people who would see that picture; friends and strangers included, flashed in my brain.
"Good slut," he said before adding, "finish your drink, I want to humiliate you some more."
My eyes bugged at his statement, but I recovered quickly. Rather than balk at his declaration, I instead lifted my glass and chugged back the rest of my drink. The warmth of the alcohol rushed down my throat and caused my body to tingle. When I set the empty glass back on the table, Dwyane reached out and grabbed the leash along with my phone. He then led us back out into the busy public city center.
This time as we walked, he used my phone to record me being led around in public by him. It was no longer a passive stroll through the crowded streets, he was actively talking to me and asking questions. It all just added to the level of humiliation.
"So how do you like being walked out in public like a little pet slut?"
"It's very humiliating, but I am loving it," I answered honestly while staring right into my phone's camera lens.
He continued by asking, "Of course, you love being humiliated, and you love that people are seeing you as you truly are, a slut for your black bull. What does your husband think about all this?"
"He isn't all that thrilled, but I can tell he loves knowing I'm being so slutty. When I touch him and tell him about my times with you, he usually cums right away," I replied.



"So, you still are holding to your promise, and not letting him fuck you?"
"Yes, he begs, but I only tease and use my hand. My body is yours to use," I answered confidently.
He laughed, and then added, "I bet your pussy is dripping for my cock right now, and it's going to get it soon, but first, you are going to have to go through a bit more humiliation."
As he finished, we had arrived back at the parking structure. He lowered my phone and led me into the elevator to go up to our floor. However, before he pushed the button for our floor, he turned to me with an order.
"Take off your skirt, and leave it on the floor."
Not wanting to make him unhappy, I quickly did as told and stood in front of him in only my crotchless teddy and heels. I watched as he then pressed the button and the elevator began to rise. As it did, he surprised me once again with what he told me and then requested.
"I saved our walk back video to your Instagram stories, I'm sure your followers will love it. To let them know about it, let's take and post another picture when we get off the elevator."
Almost on cue, the elevator stopped and the bell chimed indicating we had reached our floor. As the doors began to slide open, I reached down to retrieve my skirt, but Dwayne told me to leave it. He then pulled me out of the lift by the leash, and the doors shut behind me. Letting go of the lead, he took a few steps back and had me pose with my hands up in a position expressing an unaware shrug. After typing a bit on my phone he walked over to retrieve the leash, and then showed me the picture.
He had edited it so that there was a small sticker covering my exposed pussy, but everything else was viewable. The caption included said, "Somehow lost my skirt, oh well. Make sure to check out my stories to see more of my slutty adventures. #humilateme, #BBConly, #Lovehumiliation, #hotwife, #cuckold." The picture and video on my stories certainly cemented that he had every intention of not only outing me as his slut, but that I loved the humiliation that came with it.
We then walked back to his car, but rather than get in and drive away, he instead leaned against the trunk and had me stand in front of him while he held onto the leash. He just looked at me for a long while as I stood nervously in front of him wondering if anyone was going to drive or walk by. Eventually, he spoke.
"So, I've been thinking about that friend of yours that you confessed your black cock secret to, and then lezzed out with. I wonder what she is up to right now. We should facetime her, and see what she thinks of your outfit. That should be fun, don't you think?"
"Oh god, that would be so naughty," I answered, wondering just what it would be like to Facetime with Kate as I stand in a public parking garage wearing only a crotchless teddy while my black bull has me leashed and collared.
"Perfect, let's ring her up then," he stated while holding my phone up. I heard the tell-tale sound of the Facetime ring, and within a matter of seconds the sound of Kate's voice greeting me.
"Hey, there slut. Oh wow! I see that you are living up to your new lifestyle choice. Is that a leash and collar I see," Kate greeted and asked me?
Blushing a bit, I replied, "yes, my black bull Dwayne took me out on the town. He walked me around with the leash."
"Yes, I saw your Instagram story. Quite the slutty adventure you are having," she stated before continuing by asking, "if you are out slutting it up for your bull, why might I ask are you Facetiming me?"
"He wanted me to find out what you thought of my outfit," I answered her question.
She answered back with a laugh before saying, "Well, it's not much of an outfit, is it? You are pretty much just out in a slutty piece of lingerie now that you lost your skirt. This of course, for a slut like you, means that it won't take much work to get a hard cock inside your eager cunt."
Dwayne laughed at this but did not say anything. Kate then continued to speak to me, "I think that for a slut who is leashed it would look better if you were on all fours."
This time, Dwayne did talk, simply saying, "well, you heard her slut."
So, without putting up any opposition, I dropped down to my hands and knees. The rough surface of the parking garage felt uncomfortable on my bare knees, but I made no indication of my discomfort to either Dwayne or Kate.
"Oh, isn't that just so much better? I'll take it that since your bull was okay with me giving you that order, that he won't mind if I ask to see you suck his big black cock now," Kate said.
I looked to Dwayne and he smiled and nodded his head towards his crotch. Taking it as confirmation that I was to do just as Kate wanted, I crawled closer to him without saying anything. Just in front of him, I reached up and began to unfasten his pants. As I did, I heard Kate say, "Very nice, I love a free show." While continuing to open Dwayne's pants, I looked up to my phone and smiled at Kate, who I could now see was sitting on her couch in a robe and drinking a glass of wine.
When I finally released Dwayne's member, I heard a gasp from Kate at seeing the size of it, and I smirked knowing that I was very lucky to be the woman experiencing it. Though most women would probably object to experiencing such a majestic black cock while nearly naked in public and on Facetime call with their friend, for me, it only added to the overall experience.
I didn't waste any time getting his cock into my mouth and bringing him to full power. Wanting to show off for my friend, I made sure to get into my role and play up the sluttiness of it all. I gagged myself on his thick cock, used it to swat my outstretched tongue or my cheeks. I made sure to give his shaft long wet licks and kisses, as well as give attention to his full balls. Throughout my performance, Kate encouraged me while also adding her commentary.
"You are a natural cocksucker. I love knowing you are freely sucking that big black cock out in public. Someone could walk upon you at any time, and you wouldn't care one bit. I assume it would only turn you on further. To be seen acting as your true slut self. You've pretty much outed yourself as a cheating wife for black cock on Instagram already. I'm sure you would just love for everyone to see you as I am seeing you now; as a desperate slut, eagerly pleasing a big black cock. Let me see you gag yourself on his cock some more. Get it down your throat."
I loved everything she was saying, and it drove me to further my humiliating display of servitude. I pushed my face further onto Dwayne's massive member and soon began gagging on its girth as it filled my throat. It didn't take long for me to make a mess of it, as spit and saliva began to pour out of my face and coat my chin and chest.
"Look at the mess you are making from being a good cock sucking slut," Kate continued, "Why not add to it. Your bull should plaster your face with his cum, and then make you drive around with it. You both should come over here and we can have some fun. My husband is out and I would love to get a taste of the big black cock."
I wasn't entirely shocked to hear her invitation, and from how quickly Dwayne reached his orgasm, he liked the idea too. Within a matter of seconds, He pulled his cock free of my face and began to unload his bounty upon it. I was covered in his seed, but I could hear Kate squeal in delight. Dwayne recovered to tell her we would be over shortly and then ended the call. He tugged on the chain and led me into his car. We drove out of the parking structure towards Kate with his cum coating my face and my legs spread wide open as he told me to play with myself until we got there.
To be continued...
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After my lunch date that ended with me naked and cum covered in a public parking lot, I knew that my life was on a path that I had not expected it to be heading towards just weeks prior. Yes, I understood that I had only myself to blame for this, but I also didn't completely feel bad about everything. Instead, I felt free and liberated to just let my true self be out and in the open. To give me over to another, and allow them to use me sexually in whatever way they felt best. Did I feel bad for my husband that I allowed this to happen without first consulting him? Just a little, but I also knew that we already had a relationship in which I had the power and that he got off on me being sexually explorative with others while simultaneously humiliating him. I mean it was his idea for me to lock him into chastity, to begin with, so he was comfortable with these themes.
Therefore, when he got home later that evening, I greeted him in a sexy lingerie set and heels, told him to strip down, and then led him to his office. I then secured him to the chair and pressed the play button on his computer to show him the video of me that my new owner had posted online. While he watched his wife get completely dominated and used by a black man, and then submit herself over to him, I teased his little caged cock. I could tell he loved every second of the video and was desperate to have his cock unlocked so I could end the teasing and provide him with an orgasm that he had long been denied.
When the video ended, I pushed back his chair, straddled his lap, and looked directly into his eyes as I spoke to him.
"You see now, that is the man that collared your wife, and made me his property. As you also saw, and have probably noticed since my collaring, the key to your cock cage is also locked onto the collar. This means that your release is no longer in my hands, but instead will be decided by the strong, god-like, black man that owns me. So I hope you understand that if you ever desire to earn release again, you will be on your best behavior and do as you are told. You should be happy, your ultimate fantasy has finally come true; your wife is now the owned slut of a powerful black man."
I gave him a little peck on the cheek, untied his hands, told him to clean himself up, and then get dinner started. When he stood up, he said, "thank you, Mistress," and then walked towards our bedroom to shower. I sat back down on his chair and made sure I had him follow my owner's Twitter page as well as bookmarked his Pornhub page. I wanted to make sure he could stay up to date with everything my owner and myself go up to.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Life after showing my husband the video certainly changed. I no longer had to worry about when and if to release him from his chastity. That control had been taken away from me when his key was locked onto my collar. Surprisingly, he didn't even put up a fight about it, he became more subservient to me, though I'm sure he was nervous about how much online exposure I was getting. It was only a matter of time before someone he worked with recognized me, and realized he was a chastised cuckold. However, he also understood that for him to ever get released again, I had to do as my owner wanted, so he had no room to complain about what I was doing.
Speaking of which, I had certainly become more visible online than I had ever thought would happen. My owner had not only posted the initial video of me submitting online, but also the video of me blowing him in the public parking lot as well as a large number of photos he had taken of me or had me take of myself. Admittedly, I was nervous about it all, but the desire to serve him and his wonderfully large black cock overruled any hesitations I had about him posting me online.
Most of the time I would meet up with my owner for quick meet-ups at his place in which he would use me, fuck me, and film me only to send me home covered in or leaking his cum. Of course each time the video would be uploaded to his Pornhub page shortly afterward. Also, with each meetup, he would progressively have me behave in more degrading ways. Licking out his ass became a regular task, spitting onto me or directly into my mouth also became a mainstay. During one meeting, he only allowed me to bark as if I was a dog. He also began to more regularly take me anally rather than vaginally and started ordering me to wear a butt plug between meetups.
Though I guess other women would have been put off by the increase in degradation and humiliation, I craved it and let it spur me on. His use of me was what I desired, and I wanted to let him have free reign over my body. The submission of myself allowed me to feel a sense of escape from my normal life. From what I could tell, he just enjoyed that he had good content to share on the internet, and never once indicated a desire to let my husband's key come off my collar.
One memorable meet-up that happened recently was when he called me in the middle of the night. I was sleeping when he called, but dutifully answered his call when I saw it was him.
"Slut, come over to my place right now," he ordered once I greeted him.
I responded in the only way I could, "yes sir, I will leave right away."
"Good, and make sure you have one of your plugs in too," he added before hanging up.
I felt a little caught off guard by the suddenness of it all, but I dutifully slipped out of bed. Looking at my husband, he was sound asleep and none the wiser that I was about to head over to my owner's house to more than likely be fucked. Quickly, I washed up in the restroom, before retrieving a pair of heels and a butt plug from my closet. I quickly pushed the plug into place in my ass, from the consistent wearing of one, the plug went in easily. Once my heels were on, I grabbed my car keys and purse, and headed out to see my owner as I always did; naked except for my collar and heels.
My drive on the nearly deserted roads was quick, and I was soon pulling up to his place. I noticed several other cars parked on the street but didn't take any time to wonder too much about them as my mind only lusted for the big black cock to dominate me. I knocked on his door and only had to wait a few seconds before he opened it for me. He said nothing, but instead reached up and clipped a leash to my collar. I was then led inside where I instantly became aware of why there had been far more cars parked outside. In the living room, I stood in front of a group of 5 other black men. They looked at me like a pack of hungry lions, and my heart began to race as I understood what my future held for me that night.
"Let me introduce you to my friends, slut," my owner said, "these are just a few guys that I play poker with and hang out with. We were just playing our weekly poker game when they began asking about you, my newest white slut. Of course, I told them all about you, how you are probably the most loyal white slut I had ever had, how you are married but have no problem leaving your husband at home to come fuck me. I told them how I collared you on the first night we fucked, how you do whatever I ask, whenever I ask it. I explained how you get off on being humiliated and degraded, how you love to be treated like a stupid white slut. I showed them your videos that prove you take black cock in any of your holes without complaint and especially love it when you get your ass stuffed full. Eventually, one of the guys suggested that you should come over, and get a huge helping of black cock to service and to prove that everything I told them and showed them was accurate. 10 minutes later, here you are; naked and ready."
I stood silently in the center of the room, in front of the lustful black men, and ran through everything in my head. The result? My pussy was dripping with arousal, and I eagerly wanted to service every single one of them. So, not wanting to wait another minute, I nodded my head and then asked, "well then, how should we get started?"
"That's it slut," my owner said enthusiastically, "well, some of us are still finishing out the poker game, so you can get yourself acquainted with Donnie and Stu as they are out." I then watched as he and three of the others walked over to the table to continue playing cards and I was left standing in front of the other two black men.
Walking up to the men, I dropped to my knees in front of them and said, "you guys must be Donnie and Stu, it would be my pleasure to pleasure you." I then reached out with my hands to help unfasten the man's pants standing directly in front of me. Of course, I had no idea if he was Donnie or Stu, but I was impressed to see that he was packing quite the hefty package. My hands took hold of his growing member, stroking it to life and full attention as the other man moved to undo his pants and reveal he also had some thick meat to offer me. I let go of the first cock with one of my hands and grasped the other. I began slowly stroking both of the ebony shafts, and though I knew their names, I didn't know who was who.
It didn't matter though, I was just happy to be the slut I was meant to be and to be servicing two powerful black men. Both of their dicks were soon erect and standing out menacingly in front of me. Each was tantalizingly thick and over eight inches in length. My owner of course had each of them beat, but at that moment, two were better than one. With each of their cocks fully hard, I began alternating between sucking them and stroking them. As I bobbed my mouth back and forth between the two of them, they started talking about me in very humiliating and derogatory ways.
"God, she is quite the slut," one of them started, "she's only been here for a couple of minutes and already has two black cocks in her mouth."
"Yeah, and soon to have many more, as well as in her other holes too," the other added.
"Gotta love a desperate white hoe," the first man said, "once they get a taste of some black dick, they can't get enough."
The other added on, saying, "probably because her pathetic white hubby can't satisfy her with his tiny white prick."
"Well, in that case, let me stuff her cunt with a real man's cock," the other replied while walking around to position himself behind me.
I was moved to my hands and knees, as the man behind me began to probe my pussy with his large fingers.
"Damn, the slut is soaking wet. She is eager for some black dick," the man fingering me said while his friend dropped to his knees to get his cock back into my mouth.
Only a few seconds later, I felt the fingers leave my sex but were soon replaced by the girth of his black cock. I was stuffed from each end with a big black cock, and I was loving it. However, as the man behind me began to thrust in and out of my gushing cunt, I had a hard time focusing on the cock in my mouth and it kept falling out. This seemed to upset the man using my mouth as he began to slap me in the face with his thick pole while verbally berating me.
"God damn slut, can't you multitask? Keep my dick in your mouth, or I'll have to ram it down your throat to teach you a lesson on how to serve two powerful black men at the same time."
He then repositioned his throbbing member into my mouth and gripped the back of my head to hold me on it. It was a bit of a struggle for me to breathe properly, but I eventually got the hang of it and the three of us soon found a working rhythm. I was moaning around the cock lodged in my mouth and was getting lost in the moment.
We continued in our rhythm for a good bit of time, before the two men decided to switch sides, and I quickly had the cock that was in my pussy shoved into my mouth causing me to taste my arousal. As the other guy got his stroke down behind me, he also began to tug and push on the plug in my ass.
"You're gonna have to take this out so we can get some black cock in there," he said.
The man in my mouth responded by saying, "hell yeah, once some else drops out of the game, we can get her filled in all three holes."
"Then she will be a true white whore," the first guy replied with a laugh.
Our rhythmic fucking, and there added humiliating commentary continued, until the arrival of another one of the poker players. He must have lost and was now eager to claim his prize for doing so. The guy in my mouth told him he could take his spot as he needed to take a break to grab a drink. So, just like that, I had a new big black cock in my mouth.
The man that left returned just as the guy fucking me announced he was going to come soon. He seemed eager to do so in my mouth and the two men using swapped spots, and in no time at all my mouth was being flooded with the pungent taste of semen. To add to the humiliation of the moment, he pulled out of my mouth after just a couple of spurts and ejected the rest of his load onto my face. His cock returned to my lips once spent, and I gave it a lick and a kiss before he pulled away to recover.
"Before I put my cock back in that mouth of yours, clean my man's cum from your face," the other man said, stepping back in front of me. I happily obliged using one of my hands to scoop up the sticky goo into my mouth while trying to keep my balance as the other black man fucked my pussy with deep forceful thrusts. When as much of the mess was cleared from my face, I was presented once again with a big black cock to suck. It only took a few moments to get it fully hard again, and once it was he spoke up to switch with the other man, " Yo, let me take her ass now, I think it's time she gets fucked."
The two men switched, and very soon I felt the plug pulled free of my ass and replaced with a gob of spit that fell into my exposed asshole and then quickly smeared around with the head of a cock. He wasted no time, and though it was quite uncomfortable for me, he pressed his thick rod into my tight hole and began to fuck my ass. Surprisingly, it was at that moment that I erupted into my first orgasm of the night, and from that point forward things began to blur together. As each new man lost in the poker game, they came and joined in on the festivities I was providing by fucking one of my holes. At any given point, I had a hard black cock in at least one of my available orifices; often two. Dwayne must have won the poker match as he was last to join in, but when he did, he made sure to make me aware of just how slutty I had been.
"Wow slut, you certainly have been enjoying yourself. Taking five black men in all your married white holes. You are a one-of-kind slut. I call you out of the blue to come over, and in the matter of seconds of doing so, you let a train be run on you. Once we are satisfied and finished using you, we will just send you home used to your little bitch of a husband whose cock I hold the key to."
Dwayne said nothing more, instead, he just walked up to me while I was getting fucked in the ass from behind, and stuffed his glorious cock straight into my mouth. The train of black cock continued for at least another hour with each man getting off twice or more. Each man though eventually headed home until it was just me and Dwayne. I was laying, exhausted, on the floor. My body felt completely used, and I could feel cum leaking out of both my pussy and ass, as well as drying all over my body. It was the sluttiest moment of my life, but I was in heaven because it felt so right.
I was roused from my sex-induced stupor by Dwayne speaking, "Well slut, it's been fun, but I need to hit the sack. I'll be in touch." That was it; he walked away and left me to see myself out. I gathered myself up, detached the leash from my collar, found my butt plug laying on the floor, and retrieved my car keys. With nothing more to do, I exited Dwayne's house and walked in the early hour of the morning to my car beaming with pride. I hoped that another similar experience was in my future, and knowing Dwayne, it would be as well as much, much more.
The End for Now
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~~~~~~~~~~~~
"I want your lips wrapped around my cock."
~~~~~~~~~~~~
When I was in college, I had a boyfriend; actually, boyfriend isn't quite the proper term. He was a guy I got together with often. There was no commitment from him, and the times we got together couldn't be classified as dates. No, instead, they were merely times of sexual depravity. Primarily me acting like a depraved slut for him anywhere and anytime he wished. He would text me at any point in the day, telling me to meet him somewhere, and I would eagerly drop whatever I was doing and meet him. Each time, I would do something for him that was sexually humiliating for me, but I never said no to him. He had somehow picked up on the fact that I sincerely enjoyed behaving as such and being treated that way, and though, on the surface, I wanted to keep from meeting him, it was my deep-down natural response to do as I was told by him.
One of the more memorable moments from that period of my life was when we both happened to be at the same house party near the campus. He was with another girl, and I had come with my roommate. He said nothing to me when we noticed each other at the party, but I kept my eye on him as he moved around the house with the bimbo he was with, dancing, playing drinking games, etc. Eventually, I watched as he snuck off with her to an upstairs bedroom for what I assumed was to have sex with her. I didn't try and watch; I just stayed and enjoyed the party with my roommate and friends we had met there, though I wished it was me in the bedroom with him. I knew for sure that whoever the other girl was, she wasn't doing what I would have done for him, which made me smile. It was an hour later when his text message pinged my phone.
"I'm out back, behind the shed."
That's all it said, yet I knew what he wanted and was supposed to do. I excused myself from my friends, telling them I didn't feel great and wanted to get some fresh air. My roommate asked if I needed her to go with me, and I told her it was okay and that I would probably just head home. I encouraged her to stay and have fun, which didn't take much encouragement, and I was soon heading outside. There weren't many people out back, just a few on the patio smoking pot near the house's light before heading back inside once finished. I paid no mind to them, as they didn't seem to pay attention to me either, and spotted the shed in the back left corner of the yard. With confidence in my step, I walked towards it in search of the man who would be using me in a very sexually humiliating way in mere moments. I found him just on the backside of the shed, between it and the fence that formed the yard's perimeter. He smiled as I joined him behind the relative cover of the shed.
"There's the simple slut. Always quick to show up to get used," he said in a mocking and demeaning tone. I said nothing, as both of us knew what was expected of me; instead, I just silently stood in front of him while he continued to talk about me in the humiliating way he always did. "Take your clothes off. You know you look most yourself when you're completely naked." I did as ordered, as always, and was soon standing before him without a stitch covering my body and my clothes and shoes discarded behind me. The cold and damp ground and the cool night air caused my body to shiver. "I bet a slut such as yourself was jealous seeing the man that gives her so much pleasure at a party with another girl." Again, I stayed silent while he continued. "I know you saw me take her into the bedroom, and to answer the question I know you are asking in your simple head, yes, I fucked her. I enjoyed her quite immensely, and the fact that she was so worn out after that she had to go home and get some rest proves she enjoyed herself as well." He laughed at this, and I continued to stand naked in front of him, though my breathing had become deeper as my body responded having sex with him typically meant, in my case.
"Fortunately for you, I still have plenty left to give, so why don't you get down on your knees and beg me to let the girl I 'give' it be you." He loved making me beg. He always liked the power it gave him to have me humiliate myself by begging him to use me. Truthfully, I loved it too.
I dropped to my knees, feeling them sink into the over-saturated soil, and began to beg, "Please use me. I need it so much. I need you to use me like a slut. Let me please you however you wish." I wasn't just putting it on for him; it was all true. His only response to this was a devilish grin and to step toward me. I watched as he unfastened his jeans and pulled his semi-erect cock out. He placed his cockhead on my lips and gripped the back of my head with a free hand. I took the cue and soon had his hardening member in my mouth. He held me so that I had all of it in my mouth as it grew, and then he asked, "can you taste her?" The most I could do to reply was to moan around his thickness. I could taste her. The obvious tanginess of an excited pussy coated his cock, and I felt so cheap that I was now cleaning another girl's juices off of him. It made my pussy flood with arousal.
He finally let me free of his grip and allowed me to begin just bobbing up and down on his impressive shaft while continuing to talk to me. "It's not just her pussy on my cock. She let me fuck her ass too. That's why she was so worn out." I just moaned deeply on his cock at his revelation. To my knowledge, that was the first time I had ever tasted a cock that had so recently been in another girl's ass. "How does that make you feel slut? To know you are sucking my cock after it was in some other girl's ass."
His cock was pulled away from me to allow for a reply, in which I said, "I feel so slutty to be sucking some other girl's ass off of your cock." With a soft laugh, he returned his cock to my mouth for the time and allowed me to savor the naughtiness of what I was doing. After a few more minutes of the steadily sloppier blow job, he pulled his slick pole away again and spoke, "stay slut, I will be right back." I watched as he vanished around the shed out of my sight. From what I could hear, it sounded like he went into the shed to retrieve something. I heard things being shifted around from within but had no idea what he was doing.
Moments later, he returned, cock still out and raging hard. In his hands, he held some rope, and as he stepped up to me, he ordered me to stand. I was then instructed to bend at my waist and put my hand on my knees. He then kicked at my feet to make me spread my legs open further. When he was happy with my positioning, he squatted down and began to tie my hands securely to my legs. It didn't take him long to complete the task, and once done, I could no longer stand up straight.
Now immobilized and naked, he returned to stand before me and feed his cock back into my mouth. Unlike earlier, he just began to use my mouth. He was forcefully shoving it in and out at his will while I gagged and leaked saliva from around it. The rough mouth fucking lasted for a few moments before he unceremoniously ripped himself free and walked behind me. I let my head fall to look at him from between my legs. I watched as he trampled my discarded clothes and kicked at my shoes as if clearing a space for himself. His efforts were wrecking my only clothing, and I couldn't care less. Of course, I knew it would make for an awkward return home when our meeting ended, but that didn't matter at the time. It added fuel to my fire, making me feel like a slut.
A hard smack on my left ass cheek brought me back to the moment and was soon followed by another to my right ass cheek. I could feel the heat from the impacts radiating in my skin, but I only let out a slight groan in response to the strikes. He must have wanted more because, in rapid succession, he landed another three smacks to each cheek, each as hard and firm as the previous.
"Tell me what you are," he said once he finished swatting my ass.
"I'm a slut," I answered. Another flurry of swats followed my reply, and he then asked, "What kind of slut?"
Knowing how he wanted me to answer, I quickly responded, "I am a stupid slut."
Three more slaps to my burning ass before he asked, "What does the stupid slut want?"
"I want you to use me. I want you to fuck me," I pleaded in response.
"Beg," was all he said after another barrage of smacks.
"Please use me. Please just use me like the stupid slut I am. I need you to just fuck me as you desire. I'm tied up and can't stop you. Pleeease, just use this slut."
My pleas earned one last hard slap before his massive erection pushed into my soaking cunt in one stroke. I let out a guttural moan as he bottomed out balls deep inside me. He proceeded to fuck me roughly for the next few minutes, holding onto my hips to gain better leverage and keep me from falling face-first onto the ground. I moaned through it all as I felt like I was in heaven. Nothing else around me mattered at that moment.
As he tired from the aggressive fucking he was doling out, he slid out of my battered pussy to catch his breath and leave me panting. He returned in front of me, only to drop his pants down his legs and turn his back to me. With one of his hands, he reached behind him to grab ahold of my hair and began pulling me towards him. I struggled not to fall because I was tied up, but I managed to scuttle forward and was soon pulled into his ass.
"There we go," he stated, "I need to catch my breath, and I thought you would feel even more like a stupid slut if I had you eat out my ass." He then used both hands to pull open his ass and let me get my face between his cheeks to lick out his rear hole. I felt so degraded but in an overly turned-on way. My tongue instantly plunged into his asshole, and I feasted on his ass. He, in turn, let go of his ass cheeks to allow my face to be partially swallowed by them and thus forcing me to work a bit harder to rim him. Though I couldn't see, I sensed that he occasionally tugged at his erection while grinding his ass into my face.
"God, you are such a disgusting slut," he said as I continued my duty, "first, you eagerly cleaned some other girl's ass off my cock, and now you enthusiastically eat my ass out. I will have to hurry and get my nut not to have to spend more time with a filthy slut like yourself."
He then just stood up and walked back behind me. Again, he purposefully stepped onto my clothing before lining his cock back up with my open cunt and stuffing it inside. His rhythm was purposeful and direct, only focusing on bringing himself to a climax. So it wasn't a surprise when he soon reached that point and abruptly pulled himself out of me to eject his sticky offering all over my ass and back. Once he recovered from his orgasm, he ensured I understood he was all done using me as he pulled his pants back up and refastened them. All I could do was remain as I was, still bent over and tied up. I yearned for him to continue using me, to allow me to reach my climax, but it was not to be. He untied one of my hands and then walked away, leaving me to undo my other hand and get put together.
It was typical of him to leave me in such a fashion, leaving right after getting his jollies off and making me scramble to get myself put back together. I always loved it and patiently waited until I got home to get myself off thinking about everything that happened. This time was no different. I got myself untied, retrieved my dirty clothes, redressed, and headed back home. My orgasm that night was quite powerful.
But he was five years ago in college; I hadn't heard from him since he graduated later that year, and I had soon begun trying to find a substitute for the feelings he brought out in me. I was never successful, though, and I always found myself thinking back to my days serving him, even to this day. So it goes without saying that when I received an out-of-the-blue text from him, I was eager to return to old times.
His text was as if no time had passed. His words didn't care what my life was like now. The message didn't worry that I was in a committed relationship with someone for the past year or sitting behind my desk at work when I got it. It cut to the chase, letting me know what he thought of me and what he expected.
"I want your lips wrapped around my cock," was all he sent. Nothing more, just that simple declaration. Even though it was unexpected, it still instantly charged me up. I could only do one thing, reply, "Yes, please." With my reply, everything else went out the window for me; all I could think about was meeting him and letting him use me. He, however, seemed to want to play with me before setting up a meeting.
"Wow, someone is an eager slut! What are you doing right now?"
"Yes, I am! At work, but now I can't focus on work," I texted back.
He typed back, "and why is that slut?"
"Because all I can think about is your cock in my mouth, among other things," was my response.
"We will return to the other things in a moment, but first, I need to see if you are still worthy of my cock. Send me a nude pic of yourself."
"I don't have nude pictures of myself on my phone," I sent back.
"A slut with no nudes, that's unlikely, though you could just take one now and send it to me," he purposed.
"Okay, give me a moment," I typed without thinking about the logistics. I was in my office, but it had glass walls that looked out onto the rest of the office, so I would have to go elsewhere to take it. The staff restroom was often very busy, but I remembered the stairwell. While some in my office did use the stairs, there was a little landing before the locked roof access if I went up past the top floor. No one needs ever to go up there, and it was semi-private.
I rushed out of my office and to the stairs. I took a moment to ensure no one else was in the stairwell and then made the trek up four floors to the landing. Once there, I tried my best to settle my breathing, and then without thinking about the risk too much, I pulled off my dress and nearly ripped off my bra and panties. I decided to leave my heels on as they added a level of sexiness. Wanting to ensure I got the best picture possible, I set my phone up and a piece of piping before starting the timer and then posed naked in the stairwell of my work's building. I reviewed my picture and was happy with the result. I stayed naked on the landing to prove my worth as I sent him the picture.
He replied, "Yep, still the same slut I remembered. So, back to those other things you said you were thinking about; tell me about them."
"Thank you. I will just give me a minute to get back to my office. I don't want to get caught naked," was my reply.
"No, stay where you are. Stay naked and tell me what you were thinking about other than just sucking my cock," he sent.
Though I knew it was not wise to stay naked in the stairwell, my slut-self was in control, and I did as he told me. I typed back, "I thought of how good your cock would feel inside me, the warmth of your cum, its taste, the simple joy of having you use me again."
Continuing his toying with me, he responded, "Beg me then. Beg me to use you, slut."
"Please, please use me. I need it so badly. I haven't been used like the slut I truly am in so long. I need you to use me for what I am, a slut. Please," was my quick reply.
"Is that so? Do you need to be used like a slut? If it has been that long, I'm sure you will be willing to do anything to get what you need," he texted.
I only responded with one word, "Anything."
That's how I found myself standing outside his hotel door an hour later, completely naked. He had instructed me to redress but leave my underwear on the stair landing and go home early from work. I was then required to get a long coat from home, wear only it and heels, and go to his hotel. Once there and standing in front of his door, he told me I was to drop the coat and knock.
He opened the door moments later, and the first noticeable difference from the last time I met up with him was the technology level of cell phones. He was holding up his smartphone in his hand, and based on how he spoke to me after answering the door, I knew he was recording me. I went from dripping to desperate, as I had never performed on camera for him before. Though it did frighten me some that he would have digital evidence on his phone of me acting like a slut, I also couldn't deny just how excited I was to be once again getting the chance to do so.
After noticing he was recording, I noted that he was already naked and sporting a semi-erect cock. He wasted no time getting the action going as he said, "there's the slut. Leave your coat in the hall and get in here so you can start sucking my cock." I followed him inside the room, and as he sat down on a chair, I continued up to him before dropping to my knees. Without a word, I took his stiffening cock into my mouth and dutifully began to blow him. It wasn't lost on me that I instinctively acted like my old slutty self and had his cock buried in my throat in no time. His response indicated that this wasn't lost on him either.
"Damn slut," he stated, "I ain't seen or heard from you in like five years, and the moment I text you to come over, you show up less than an hour later, naked and eager to get my cock."
I could only moan in response, as all my focus was on devouring his wonderful cock. For the time being, he allowed me to do just that. It didn't take long to begin gagging myself on his erect shaft, coating it with my saliva. I pushed myself to perform my best as I knew he was recording every second, so I loved it when he suddenly stood up and took hold of his cock with his free hand. While kneeling below him, he began using his meaty tool to slap my face. Each smack landed with a firm thud on my forehead, cheek, or nose. Each time, I tried to use my tongue to lick it and guide it back to my mouth. However, he was determined to degrade me on video by continuing his cock assault on my vulnerable face.
Eventually, his slaps slowed, and he began to ask me questions.
"So, what has the slut been up to since I last saw her," he asked.
"Oh god, nothing. Work and life," I replied, desperate to just have his cock in my mouth again.
"No slutty time for you then," he pressed.
"No, just normal life," was my response.
"That's a shame. Don't you have a boyfriend that treats you like the whore you desire," came his next question?
"Yes, I have a boyfriend, but he doesn't treat me like a slut. I'm his princess," I answered playfully.
He seemed excited to hear I had a boyfriend as he continued his questioning after a few quick cock slaps to my upturned face.
"Oh, so the slut has a boyfriend but is here with me; why is that," he questioned.
My answer came quick and dripped with desperation, "because I need to be a slut."
He laughed and then continued, "your boyfriend doesn't know you need to be used like a slut, and that's why you are here; to be my slut."
"Yes," I responded lustfully.
"You need me to use you in ways he never can," he started saying, "to make you do all the slutty things you long to do."
Another desperate "Yeeeess" escaped my lips before being slapped by his hefty meat.
"Get up and go open the drapes on the window," he ordered.
Wanting to be used, I stood up, walked the short distance to the windows, and drew open the curtains. It was still daytime, and I could see the street below and the building across the way. I knew that meant that anyone looking would be able to see me as well. Turning back, I saw him walking towards me, his cock pointing straight out in front of him as if leading the way.



"Let's put on a show for everyone that may be looking in," he stated, "get back on your knees and let me fuck that face of yours slut."
Not wanting to disappoint, I fell to my knees in front of him and side-on to the window. He wasted no time getting his raging hard-on into my open mouth and forcing it in and out of my throat. His free hand held my head by gripping my hair while he trusted mercilessly into my mouth. I gagged and groaned around his assault but loved every second of it. My chin, neck, and chest were covered in my sticky saliva; I was a complete mess.
Suddenly, he stopped and ripped his cock free. I kneeled before him, trying to catch my breath as he pulled the chair over. He sat down and spoke, "Get up and get your ass on my cock. I want you to fuck your ass with my cock; to remind you what you are, a slut."
God, I loved how he spoke to me, and I was quick to stand, turn, and sit on his cock. My spit was the only lubrication, but it was enough to get his cock inside. It wasn't the most comfortable, but that didn't matter. As I sunk myself completely onto his engorged member, he spoke again.
"There you go, take my cock where it belongs. Does your boyfriend get to fuck your ass?"
My response came with a moan, "Ohhh God, no. Never, I think he is afraid to ask."
"Haha, what a dumb fuck. If he only knew that all he had to do was call you a slut and tell you to stick his cock in your ass, you'd do it instantly," he responded.
I moaned again at his humiliating statement because I knew it was true.
"I mean, the proof is right here. I haven't seen you in forever, and I already have my cock in your ass. I think I might only fuck your ass today. My cock isn't going anywhere near the inside of your sloppy cunt," he stated before asking, "Does my cock feel good in your ass slut?"
"Fuuuck, yes, it does," I answered as I slid myself up and down on his pole. "You are stretching me out just like I need."
"That's good because I want to send you back to your loser boyfriend with a worn-out asshole gaping open and leaking my cum," he said.
His words spurred me to ride him faster. They were demeaning and degrading, yet my arousal grew from them like a fire having fuel thrown onto it. I had not had a penis inside my anus in such a long time, and as I penetrated my tight hole on the one now, the memories of pleasure rushed back to me. The memories of dread and sluttiness did as well, but those only further added to my raging fire of arousal.
"You have always loved to be the slut. All those times in college, I used you in ways most other girls would hate, but not you. No matter how degrading or humiliating, you always enjoyed yourself and would keep crawling, sometimes literally, back to me for more. Even after five years, you can't help yourself. You long to be defiled and used like a filthy whore," he spewed as I continued to piston my ass up and down on his enraged manhood.
He continued, bringing up more specific past events, "I remember how much you loved it when I made you be slut out in public. How you would quiver with excitement when I made you toss my salad. Whenever I blew my load over your face, you always looked pleased with yourself. When I discovered how much you reveled in me pissing on you, I remember being surprised you were that much of a nasty slut."
The images of all he said flashed through my head, and my pussy gushed in response. He had used me in ways many people only ever see on the internet. Even then, only those who actively search for such perversions see such degradation. Yet, I actively and often enthusiastically participated.
"Do you remember that one time when I called you over to my place only to have you kneel, fully clothed, in the bathtub before I pissed all over you," he asked while my mind rolled through the memories of my past?
Meekly, I replied, "Yeah, I remember."
He laughed at my embarrassed response and then added, "that might have been the nastiest thing you did with me. We didn't even fuck. I just pissed on you and then sent you on your way, smelling like a urinal. Tell me, how did that make you feel?"
That moment rushed to the forefront of my mind, and I remembered precisely my feelings after that degrading encounter. As I began to relate those feelings to him, it did not escape me that I was doing so while still anally fucking myself on his cock.
"I felt so used and humiliated, but when I got home, I masturbated and made myself cum while still wearing my piss-soaked clothes. It was a powerful orgasm."
He only laughed at my confession and then pushed me off him, causing me to fall to the ground. "Get my dick back in your mouth and refamiliarize yourself with the taste of your ass," he spouted at me while still sitting in the chair and recording me. I hurried to get back on my hands and knees and then proceeded to do as he had commanded. I reached up with one hand grasping his raging manhood, and felt the stickiness of anal sex on it. From our past encounters, he always loved to degrade me this way, having me take his cock into my mouth after it was in my ass or another's. Of course, the simple act of going ass to mouth and the idea of potentially tasting my excrement was not something I actively looked forward to, but when ordered, I couldn't help but degrade myself in such a fashion.
Once my lips engulfed the head of his cock, I could feel the extra warmth of my ass on it, and my nostrils filled with a musky scent of where it had just been. However, this revelation did not deter me as I pushed my mouth further onto his erection, and my tongue lathered his shaft with saliva as I went. There wasn't a pronounced taste of ass, but there was a distinct difference from its earlier taste. Not surprisingly, I began to blow him more enthusiastically with this in mind, and he picked up on my depraved change in behavior.
"Looks like the slut missed tasting her ass on a cock. You are attacking my dirty, ass-covered cock like a crack fiend needing a hit," he said before laughing aloud. I respond by bobbing up and down on his meat stick, getting as much into my mouth as possible.
"Seeing how much you love the taste, we better get my cock back in your ass to flavor it up again. Bend over the desk by the window, and I'll stuff you full of cock again," he instructs.
As I had been doing, I followed his order and bent over the desk, presenting my ass to him. I didn't look back at him but could sense him behind me and then felt his cock pierce my slightly gaped hole again. He continued the pace I had set while riding him and added a few slaps of my ass for good measure. The pain of being sodomized was overshadowed by the pleasure from it and the humiliation of the act. I had not been used like this in a long time, and it felt like my body and soul were getting something they desperately needed.
"I've had my share of sluts, but you have always been the sluttiest. I used to love sharing the accounts of our meet-ups with my buddies. They would go crazy hearing about what I did to you," he started saying while plowing into me and swatting my ass. "And they always loved it when I had pictures and videos to share. Surely some of them still have copies and jerk off over them."
Upon hearing about him sharing pictures and videos, I let out a long moan. The idea of other people seeing me at my sluttiest was wrong but drove me wild with pleasure. He, of course, picked up on my moaning response and pushed me to divulge more of my true feelings.
"Oh, you like that, I see. You like knowing that I showed you off to others and let them see you humiliate yourself for me. Tell me."
Lost in pleasure, pain, and humiliation, I could only reply, "yes."
My answer wasn't enough for him, as he slammed himself into my ass, grabbed my hair in his hand, and spewed in my face, "No, tell me how much you love knowing strangers have seen you act a slut. That they have watched you humiliate and degrade yourself for pleasure. How it turns you on to know they jerk off to your stupid slutty acts."
With nowhere to go and feeling the fullness of his cock deep in my ass, I replied as he commanded and how I truly felt.
"I love it. I love knowing you showed other people pictures and videos of me. I love that they have seen me getting fucked and acting like a slut. I love that others have witnessed me being humiliated and degraded as I took cock in all my holes, was cummed on, pissed on, and made to perform like a stupid slut."
With my admission, I exploded with an orgasm. I shook and quivered as the waves of intense pleasure crashed over me. Thankfully I was trapped between the table and his cock, or I would have fallen to the floor. I could hear him laugh in the fog of my climax and then felt him pull back to begin fucking me again. I felt used and spent but did not attempt to stop him from continuing. It was what I desired, what I needed.
It was no surprise to me at the pace he set when he began to grunt, signaling his pending orgasm. His thrust became short and forceful as he spewed his seed deep into my bowels, triggering another minor orgasm to roll through me. He left himself buried inside me as his climax subsided, but when he pulled away and felt the unmistakable feeling of my gaped, open asshole, I knew what I was expected to do.
I spun around and dropped to my knees. I feasted on his cock again, tasting my ass on it and the tang of his cum. He kept his phone pointed at me to record every moment of my degrading behavior. Though, after only a few moments, he pulled his softening cock away, grabbed me by the hair, and began to drag me toward the door. I scrambled to follow him and feared the inevitable. Upon reaching the door, he let go of my hair to swing it open and looked down at me with a glare as he spouted his final evening order.
"I'm done; you can leave now."
My head dropped in defeat and humiliation. He was tossing me out like a used toy. There was no care for my feelings, no thank yous. It was just a simple transaction. He was done with me, and I was to get out. My pussy throbbed. All I could do was crawl out into the hall and watch as the door shut behind me.
It took me a moment to gather myself and realize that I was naked on my hands and knees in a hotel hallway. As I stood up, I felt some of his cum begin to drip out of my ass, and I knew my walk of shame would be just that much more shameful.
~~~~~~~~~~~~
I heard from him a week later. He texted me.
"I know you love when others see you, so I thought it only right..."
It was a cryptic message, but he followed it up with a link. I clicked on it and was brought to a porn site video page. He had uploaded the whole meet-up online for anyone to see and watch. My hand went immediately to my crotch. My secret was out.
~~~~~~~~~~~~
The End
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"I don't want you to blur my face like the other women, but I am not entirely comfortable with people knowing who I am. Can I wear a mask when we meet?"
~~~~~~~~~~~
I chose a delicate black lace eye mask for the first meeting. It covers like a blindfold, tied in the back, but is sheer so I can see through it, and he will be able to see my eyes. From the pictures online, it looked like it did a good enough job of covering the model's identity. However, I am unsure as I stand, looking at myself in the bathroom mirror of my hotel room. I use the facial recognition function on my phone, which only slightly fails to identify me. It doesn't recognize me on the first attempt, but I reset it, and on the second attempt, my phone unlocks.
I'm still figuring out what else to do, so I mull over backing out altogether. As I remind myself what I am doing here, I think about how I never liked the videos on his site in which the women's faces were blurred. I want my video with him to be different. That was the reason for the mask, but it didn't do enough to conceal my identity. The thought of not going through with the meeting didn't sit right. I had taken time and effort to plan everything out with him.
The desire to do this grew since I stumbled onto his content after scrolling through Reddit. Finding his website and page about setting up a meeting with him, I knew I had to make it a reality. After I reached out to him, which included sending nude pictures of myself, we began communicating back and forth. Eventually, we settled on the details of a plan.
I scheduled to meet him during the same weekend as a conference I was to attend. However, I had withheld from my husband my plan to get together with a man while I was away. Geo and I scheduled to meet each day, including before I left, and record a new video for his website each time. That would be three meetings and three videos.
Thus, keeping my identity private was essential to me, but I couldn't see how that would be possible with the mask being so sheer. Holding my phone up again, it struggles to recognize me, which is all the proof I need to proceed. Two out of three unlock attempts had failed. Of course, both failures had been as I quickly pulled my phone up before my face and still needed to steady it. But those facts didn't make it to my head, so I turned and exited the bathroom.
I have to finish getting ready for our first meeting. We had discussed what our meetings would entail, but what I was to wear for arrival was left to me.
I wanted to ensure he knew I was committed to the plan, so I decided to wear very little over.
My chosen outfit for the first meeting is a sexy, strappy black lingerie set with open breast cups and an open crotch g-string. It looks more like a harness of sorts than a négligée. I chose a long, white overcoat to go over the minimal garments. Another addition to the outfit was a pair of strappy, black high heels.
That was all I would wear to meet him. I would have to leave my hotel and take a car to his hotel. The amount of time in public while wearing so little scared me and excited me. The amount of time in public while wearing so few clothes frightened me and excited me. In addition to the general public, I was likely to bump into someone I knew because of the conference, making things more interesting.
I am a mini-celebrity amongst the people in my niche industry. With nearly 30,000 followers on Instagram and Youtube, most people in my line of work are familiar with who I am and are fans of my work. Meeting fans in the hotel lobby while nearly naked made my knees shake.
The time made me move those thoughts to the back burner as we were set to meet at seven. I had thirty minutes to get dressed and get to his hotel on the other side of downtown. My outfit's minimalism was beneficial, as it wouldn't take long to be ready. In a matter of minutes, I was prepared to go. Slipping only my phone and room key into my coat pocket, I left the privacy of my room.
As if the universe wanted me to squirm more before meeting up with him, I ran into a group of fans while on the elevator. It was four middle-aged women that were all very excited to meet me. I tried to remain cordial while we rode the elevator together, though I was freaking out inside. If only they knew what I was wearing under my coat. They asked me to join them for dinner at the hotel restaurant, which I politely declined by indicating I was on my way to meet a friend. They understood but insisted I at least pose for a picture with them.
Reaching the lobby, my fans and I exited the elevator and went to the decorative fountain at its center. One of the women asked another hotel guest to take the picture, and once they agreed, we stood in front of the water feature. I was in the middle, with two women on either side. I felt a woman wrap her arm around my waist on my left, and I hoped she couldn't feel what little I was wearing beneath my coat.
The picture only took a second, and I was able to part their company shortly after that. It wasn't until I was waiting outside for my car that I felt just how slick my uncovered pussy was. It was already a thrill for me, and I hadn't even gotten to the main event yet.
~~~~~~~~~~~
I am standing outside his hotel door after putting on my sheer mask and knocking. My heart is racing, and my legs begin to quiver with nerves and excitement. I have never done anything like this, nothing so blatantly sexual, especially without my husband's knowledge or encouragement. My mind is yelling for me to run away, to back out. However, I don't get the chance, as the door opens before me within seconds. Just as we had laid out beforehand, I see Geo standing on the threshold, already holding up a camera and recording me.
"Come on in," Geo says politely and gestures me into the room. He is dressed casually in jeans and a tight-fitting v-neck t-shirt. I walk into the room, stopping before reaching the bed, and then turn back to face him and the peering lens of the video camera. My heart beats faster, and I feel a flush go through my body. After closing the door to the room, I watch as he approaches me. I say nothing as I wait for him to take the lead.
I am in awe of how much bigger he is than me. I am 5'4' and weigh just over a hundred pounds. He towers over me by more than a foot. My shoulders are level with his abdomen, and he's well-built. His tight-fitting shirt shows off the muscle definition underneath.
"May I take your coat," he asks.
It's the moment of truth. Removing my coat would leave me in nothing but highly revealing lingerie, leaving no doubt about my intentions. Taking a steadying breath and setting my bag down on the floor, my hands reach up to pull free the tie of my coat. There is little resistance, and it is very quickly undone. I turn my back, and as I do, I feel Geo's hand reach for the coat collar as I slip my arms out of the sleeves. In a matter of seconds, the only bit of concealing clothing is gone, and I am standing before the man I have only ever conversed with online, nearly naked. Looking into the camera lens, I tremble from the idea that once he uploads the video, countless thousand other strangers would also enjoy the same vision of me.
Geo tosses my coat into the corner of the room to land in a heap of fabric. "Very nice," he responds, visually scanning my erotic outfit. "Why don't you introduce yourself and explain why you are here dressed like this to me and my audience?"
His question is part of our planning. He told me he wanted me to speak to him and the camera erotically and truthfully during our sessions. It was his way of making me feel more engaged when he told me. We didn't have a script, but I had an idea based on viewing his other videos of what he was expecting of me. So, without much thought, I was able to respond.
"My name is Naomi, and I'm here to be used by you sexually. This outfit makes it easier for everyone involved." It wasn't until after I said it that I realized I had given my actual name instead of the fake name I had planned on providing for added anonymity. Not wanting to cause an issue, I don't say anything and hope it won't end up being as exposing as I fear it could be.
"Well, I think you made an excellent choice in the outfit to achieve your goal," he replied. "You certainly have a very sexy body. I love your perky tits and your juicy ass. Why don't you help me out of my clothes, and we can get this thing moving?"
He walked around me while keeping the camera focused on me and sat on the bed. That is when I noticed two other cameras set up in the room on tripods. He was making sure he could capture the action from multiple angles. I smirked at how professional it was and stepped toward him to begin peeling his t-shirt off his muscular frame. His chest and abdominal muscles almost pop out at me as I get his shirt off, and I am transfixed by just how dark his ebony skin is compared to my soft creamy complexion. I reach out and run my hands over his defined torso, feeling the warmth of his body on my palms. It feels so sensual to touch him and know that he will soon be experiencing me in ways only my husband has and in ways he wishes.
My hands make their way down to the button on his jeans, causing me to instinctively drop to my knees and show my readiness to submit. As I begin to unfasten the button, he starts asking me questions.
"I see you have a ring on your finger. Does that mean you are married," he asks first.
"Yes, ten years now," I answer.
He continues by asking, "where is your husband now?"
"He's back home in Arizona," is my answer as I open his jeans, unfastening each button on the button fly.
"Does he know you are here," he asks with his next question.
"He knows I'm here for the convention, but he doesn't know that I am here to also be with you," I answer honestly while at the same time tugging his loose jeans over his hips.
"Will he be mad to know you are here with me," he questions further.
I give a short and playful answer in reply, "I hope not."
Continuing getting his jeans off, I pull them down and then fold them as I had with his shirt, starting a pile of his clothes next to me on the floor. His legs, like his torso and arms, are bulging with muscles. They look powerful. Again, I let my hands run up his thick thighs, this time working their way back up to his waist and the top of his snug-fitting red boxer briefs. His tight-fitting underwear does nothing to hide the massive bulge eager to escape beneath the cotton fabric. I'm keen to release it and feast my eyes on it for the first time in person. I had spent plenty of time looking at it in his photos and videos, but there is no substitute for being in the same room.
My fingers grip the waistband of his briefs, and I tug them down. Little by little, more of his impressive package is revealed. When I finally get the whole thing exposed, it springs out in freedom and bounces semi-erect inches from my face. I hold off immediately, grasping the mighty manhood before me, and finish pulling down his underwear. As I had with his pants and shirt, I folded them and placed them on the pile. Now all my focus is back on the still-growing erection bobbing in front of me. It's thick, long, and dark, and I salivate at what it must feel like in my hands, mouth, or sex. Almost shyly, I reach my left hand up to grab ahold of his cock, and I moan in appreciation and awe at how large it feels in my hand.
"Do you like it," he asks, drawing my attention back to the fact that I'm still being recorded.
While starting to stroke his pole, I reply, "yes, I do. It's so much bigger than I realized."
"Have you ever been with a black man before," he questions?
"No, I have never been with a black man before, and I have never been with anyone with a cock as big and thick as yours," I answer truthfully, reaching up to take hold of his nearly fully erect penis with both of my hands.
With two hands gripping his appendage, there were still left a few more inches uncovered. I run my two hands up and down his thick shaft, feeling the veins pulse in my palms and my fingertips. His bulbous head shines purple as it starts to leak precum. It's this sight that I can no longer hold back and move in to plant an open-mouth kiss on the glistening helmet. The slippery, sticky taste is superb, and it does the trick to ignite my desire further to engulf as much of his cock with my mouth. I quickly became aware, though, that it was not an easy task to take on because of the staggering size of his penis. I am not put off, though, and I slowly work around his cock to get accustomed to its length and girth.
He lets me explore and have fun for a few minutes before he reaches down with his free hand and pulls his cock up and away from my mouth and hands. I look to him for direction, and he smiles at seeing the look of need and desire in my eyes.
"You certainly are an eager slutwife, that's for sure. Let me see you give my balls some special attention now," Geo explains.
I have no problem with this and have my tongue out and lapping at one of his bulbous jewels as soon as he is finished speaking. His sack is neatly shaved, and I am soon entranced with giving it pleasure with my mouth. As I take each ball into my mouth to savor them, he lets go of his cock, allowing it to drop onto and rest on my face. Because of its size, the mass covers almost my entire face. As I continue to give his scrotum my oral treatment, I can feel my dainty mask shift around on my face under the weight of his cock. I am concerned that it will move so much that it will no longer cover my eyes, but I don't stop as I am entirely in the zone. Instead, I reach up with my hand and make sure it is still in the proper place. Satisfied that it is in place, I can push the worry away and refocus on the task.
After juggling his sack in my mouth for a few minutes, I feel him move. He brings his feet onto the bed, giving me more access to his ballsack. I respond by becoming more enthusiastic about my duty. Soon his balls are coated with my saliva, and it begins to soak into the bed. He gradually pulls his legs back by hooking his arms underneath them. This maneuver pulls his now spit-shined testicles away from me and presents me with his ass and dark hole in their place. The video camera is pointed directly at my face, and I stare back at it behind the lace covering my eyes.
"Go ahead. Show me how nasty you want to be," Geo says instructively.
In our online conversations, I told him I wanted him to push me to be as slutty as possible. I expressed that if I was going to do this, I wanted an experience like never before. He asked about my limits, and I told him only three; no scat, no injury, and no animals. I informed him that I was open to trying anything with him. Five minutes into meeting him for the first time, he was already testing me to see just how truthful I was being with him.
Already emboldened by my actions so far and aroused to a level I barely recognized, I smiled for the camera and pushed my tongue out to lick between his parted cheeks. Once my tongue touches his puckered hole, a spark ignites within me, and I engulf myself in rimming this man on camera. I use my hands to spread open his ass more and allow me to lick and suck around his asshole.
Knowing that he was filming me doing such a depraved act and that I had agreed to let him post it on his website for anyone to pay to view should have triggered alarm bells to go off in my head. But instead, it drove me wild with arousal. I was willingly doing something that an average woman would never think to do, an act that would likely appall my thousands of fans on Instagram and Youtube, yet I loved every second of it. I was freely giving myself over to a man to be his to use sexually, however, he desired.
Whenever I feel my forehead nudge into his taut ball sack or my tongue pierces his sphincter, it drives me wild with desire. It makes me want to push myself further and show off my pleasure in the depraved action. I move a hand up to stroke his erection above my head and start talking to him and the camera.
"Fuck, you taste so good."
"I never licked an ass before, but now I can't get enough of yours."
"I feel so slutty, but I love it."
He lets me do my thing while continuing to record every moment with the camera. Eventually, he sits back up, letting his big pole fall onto my spit-glistened face.
"That's good for now. It's time for me to get to know you better," he says as I kneel between his legs with his monstrous cock on my face.
With the swiftness of a trained athlete, he stands up and swings his leg over my head. Before I can react, his free hand grips me by the arm and pulls me to a standing position. The blur of movement causes adrenaline to course through my body before he guides me onto the bed to lay on my back. As I try to recover from the rapid change in my position, I watch as he drops to his knees at the edge of the bed. His free hand grips one of my thighs and quickly pulls me down so my ass rests right in front of him. The camera is set down on the bed next to me, and then I feel it; his tongue runs the length of my slick slit. I let out a low moan in response to signal my delight.
He shows his prowess at cunnilingus as his tongue flicks over my clit and his fingers push their way into my eager pussy. A rhythm soon builds, and before I know it, my first orgasm of the evening hits. My body shakes, and I scream out in pleasure at the rudeness of the explosion of ecstasy. It only took Geo a couple of minutes to bring me to such a powerful climax, and as I slowly continue to ride the waves of it and recover, I know that I will be having a night filled with new levels of sexual pleasure.
Sensing movement from Geo, I open my eyes and look down at him as he stands up. His impressive member is still rock hard and swings in front of him as he retakes hold of the camera. Grabbing his meaty cock with his free hand, Geo looks at me and asks, "Ready for this?"
I nod my head and reply, "Yes. I think I am."
Tilting my head up and off the bed, I watch as he guides his thick, long prick to my smooth, shaved sex. After my orgasm, lubrication isn't an issue, and we have already discussed him not needing to wear a condom because I was on the pill. The bulbous head of his penis pushes into and parts my puffy pussy lips, causing me to gasp from the new stretching sensation. It is the most enormous cock I have ever allowed to penetrate me, and I will undoubtedly need time to get accustomed to feeling it. Slowly, he does just that, inching his pole into me little by little, allowing me to get comfortable.
The few seconds it takes for Geo to allow me to accommodate comfortably to his prize feel to last longer than they do. Once his pelvis is pressed into my thighs and ass, he begins building his rhythm. With each outstroke, I can feel the empty void left behind, but Geo refills the open space more forcefully on his instroke. I am in a constant straight of moaning from the dick drilling of a lifetime. His free hand grips my leg and pulls me to meet his deep thrusts. I can feel his massive cock deep, and everything starts to become a blur as he fucks me toward my second orgasm of the evening.
~~~~~~~~~~~
My second orgasm may have just been the constant feeling for the rest of the night. Geo used me just as I had watched him do with the many women on his website, and I freely gave myself to him while enjoying every second of the experience. I was so into the moment that it wasn't until I was watching the video Geo had uploaded to his website a few weeks later that I realized just how raw and slutty I was that night. I also noticed that he had chosen to upload the first of what would be three videos in a slightly different format than his past videos.



Firstly, there was a title scene that I had never seen in any of his other videos that flashed words in big white letters on a black background. The words "Hotwifes," "Cuckolds," "Slut Wifes," and "Cheaters" popped onto the screen before being followed by the directions, "see all and more at" his website. In a way, I felt honored that he felt compelled to promote his website, starting with my video series with him. However, I found out later that while that was the case, my video wasn't only to be seen on his website; he also posted clips from it to promote his content and website on several other free porn sites.
When I found this out, I was a bit upset, but eventually, the idea of being seen by more people excited me, and I reassured myself that the mask did well enough to hide my identity. At least I had to convince myself that my mask also led to another new theme in his videos: he posted edited screenshots of our text exchanges in which I asked him if he was okay with me wearing a mask. In addition to the screenshots, he also included more text on the screen before the video that indicated his reaction to seeing the mask I chose. The following is what he wrote:
"Of course, I had no problem with her wearing a mask..."
"Many women had worn masks with me before..."
"But, the mask she chose to wear was hardly that..."
"I think you will see what I mean..."
The video started with Geo opening the door to greet me, and I instantly knew what his text prior was getting at. My mask was hardly anything towards concealing my identity. Paired with the stupid fact that I allowed him to use my real first name to title his videos, I was sure someone would recognize me. It was all but certain, with four more videos recorded and promoted to come out. It was too late to change what was already done, and though I was scared at that possibility, I was also incredibly excited to see how I looked on the video, having what I knew was some of the best sex of my life.
It was surreal to see myself performing just like the many pornstars and women I had seen in the past. I looked natural and comfortable as I took Geo's cock in my mouth or accepted his massive unit inside my inflamed sex. There were moments in the video that surprised me, as I don't typically get to see myself from certain angles. For example, when Geo would stop thrusting his way into me so I could again savor his length in my mouth, because of the multiple camera angles, I could see my puffy and gaped pussy exposed to the viewer, and it aroused me to no end. Or, after the first fuck, Geo emptied his seed into my cunt; he zoomed in with his camera as his thick cum leaked from my used hole. I didn't think that visual would be something I liked but knowing it was my pussy leaking his cum, it flooded my pussy with arousal upon seeing it.
Every moment had my undivided attention, and I was thankful that my husband was at work while I watched, as it made my focus easier. I planned to show my husband this video once he got home. However, seeing just how identifiable I was in the video, I wondered if he would be privy to it before I could show it to him. Only time would tell, but as I watched myself shower with Geo, I was taken back to the erotic feeling when he slapped my ass with his semi-erect manhood and wiggled it between my cheeks as I rinsed off. Of course, I had to turn around, drop to my knees, and take his mighty member into my mouth to reawaken it to its full glory. My actions led to another fuck session, captured in high-definition detail on the many cameras.
All-in-all, Geo had uploaded over sixty minutes of footage with just some minimal edits to keep the viewer engaged. I watched the video from beginning to end, which included a preview of the following video to be released from our second night together. I exploded in a powerful orgasm as the stream finished. I wanted to be able to roll right into the following video, but I had to wait, just like all his other fans. In the afterglow of my climax, the fear of being recognized seeped into my brain, and I knew I had to try and reach out to Geo. Grabbing my cell phone, I sent off a text message to him.
"Just watched the video. It was amazing, but I'm scared."
He did not respond immediately, which allowed me time to freshen up after my erotic solo session. After a quick rinse in the shower and changing into cozy clothes, I returned to my phone to find Geo's reply waiting.
"I'm glad you like it, but why are you scared? The response has been great so far from everyone."
It filled me with a sense of pride to hear others have praised my performance, but I still wanted to let him know of my feelings about being noticed, so I quickly typed back a response.
"I am just nervous that the mask I chose to wear doesn't conceal my identity enough, and knowing there are more videos to come, I think someone I know will recognize me."
It only took a few moments for Geo to respond.
"Well, you did pick a sheer mask, but I think you only think others will recognize you because you already know it is you. Plus, it's out there now, and I have four more; not much to do about it now."
I knew that there was something that could soothe my fear. Geo could take down the video and not release the other four, but he didn't want to do that. He wanted me to be the one that asked; he didn't want to offer that option. Of course, I knew I should ask him to take it done, but if I was being honest with myself, there was something inside of me that loved that the video was available and others could see me. Knowing that I was being watched acting sexually and erotically ignited something inside me. In my reply to Geo, I didn't ask for the video to be taken down but still expressed my concerns.
"I know, it's just so nerve-wracking. Could you maybe edit the next videos to conceal my identity more?"
Geo's response was both reassuring as well as non-committal.
"First sex video online is always crazy, but you can't deny that you love seeing yourself letting loose. I'm pretty much done editing all your other videos. I got in a groove, so going back would take away from my other projects. I know you'll enjoy them just as they are. I intend to upload previews over the next month to promote my website and your content. You're a hit and will bring in a ton of new subscribers."
Reading how calm he was about the situation and how complimentary he was about my performance eased my concern. Still, I was curious about how much promotion he intended to do.
"What type of promotion do you mean?"
His answer was almost instant.
"The typical short 30-second clips on Twitter and Reddit, along with some longer trailers of each video on sites like Pornhub and Xhamster."
This answer was less reassuring as the potential for more people to see and recognize me grew. I didn't want to sound like a complainer, so I didn't say anything about it, but I did text him another question.
"Okay, that's cool, I guess. Can I ask why you included our text exchange before the video started, along with the words that indicated your thoughts about my request?"
I was curious about this addition to the video and felt it was no better than now to ask him about it. His reply was honest but made me question myself.
"I put that in the video because I got the sense you almost wanted to be noticed. I never have a problem keeping someone's identity protected when asked to do so, but when you asked to wear a mask and then showed up wearing the one you did, I sensed you were keen on the potential risk of being recognized. Plus, you gave me the okay to use your real name; I just put two and two together, and I think I was right. Don't you?"
I took a few moments to process what he typed out. Had I given the impression I wanted to risk recognition? Was that something that I secretly desired? Upon reflection, I had to be honest with myself. I had no problem letting him use my real name. I was the one that asked to wear a mask rather than have him blur my face like the many other women he had filmed. Even when I tried the mask on and saw just how sheer it was, I still met with Geo and let him record everything. I went through with it each night while wearing a more revealing mask. Maybe he was correct in his assumption, and I get off from the possibility of being seen. How my body was responding at just processing that chance indicated such. Though, when I responded to Geo, I didn't entirely admit to his theory as I couldn't accept it fully at that point.
"Maybe, I guess. I'm not sure. It certainly wasn't my conscious choice."
Geo replied quickly, keeping my mind from getting off the topic.
"Haha, well, it might have been your subconscious self leaking out and pushing in that direction. If you are being truthful with yourself, you'll find I am right. Tell me I'm wrong."
He was pushing me to accept those deep, dark feelings, to admit that the idea of being exposed aroused me. With my reply, I pretty much did just that.
"I can't. I want to be able to, but I just can't."
Again, his reply was quick.
"It's always better when you can admit it to yourself. You will enjoy the videos more now, especially with my additions."
Curious what he meant by additions, I asked in my reply.
"What do you mean by 'additions'?"
He didn't let on with his reply, as I felt he wanted me to squirm with my internal dilemma some more.
"You will just have to wait and see like everyone else."
Of course, this was not the answer I was hoping to receive, but I knew the anticipation would be both exciting and scary. My reply indicated this, as well as ended the text conversation.
"Okay. I am super nervous and excited about the next video. Let me know as soon as you post it."
Later that night, after my husband got home from work and we ate dinner, I surprised him by being in lingerie on our bed. He came out of the attached bathroom, ready to get into bed for the night, and dropped his jaw open upon seeing me lying seductively on the bed.
"Oh my god, you're hot. What is the occasion," my husband asked, walking toward me.
I replied, not wanting to give too much away, "I have something to show you." My head tilted towards the T.V. on our dresser and added, "get naked, and join me on the bed."
My sweet, unsuspecting husband didn't have to be told twice. He quickly stripped and was on the bed, looking to get handsy within seconds. I held him back as I planned to make him wait until he got to watch the first video of me with Geo.
"Slow down, tiger. I want you to watch this first. No touching for you, but I will be able to touch all I want," I informed my darling husband and then clicked the remote to play the video.
I watched my husband's face as the video started. A look of confusion, eagerness, and arousal washed over it. When the screenshots of my text exchanges with Geo came up, and he could read my name, I broke my silence while sliding my hand up and down his leg.
"I may have been naughty when I went to my convention."
He snapped his head towards me and asked, "what do you mean?"
I simply nodded my head toward the screen and responded, "just watch and see."
Shortly after, the hotel door opens, and there I am. My husband's eyes bugged out, and I could tell he instantly knew it was me. He tries to ask another question, but I cut it off by putting my finger to his mouth and silencing him.
"Just watch," I repeated and moved my hand to his erect manhood.
We watched my slutty action in relative silence, with my occasionally teasing and stroking his stiff cock. Whenever something exceptionally naughty occurred, I would whisper in his ear to tease and arouse him further.
"Oh baby, I look like such a slut licking and sucking his big black balls..."
"I felt so naughty licking his ass..."
"Look at how much his black cock stretches my pussy..."
"I was a naughty wife to let him cum inside me, but it felt so good..."
My husband's dick would twitch whenever I whispered something into his ear, but I never let him touch me or cum. I wanted him at peak arousal when the video was over. I wanted him to experience me performing one of his biggest fantasies without an orgasm interrupting the viewing.
He watched on, amazed by what he was seeing. He never thought his faithful wife of ten years would sleep with another man, let alone be videotaped doing so and then have the video released on the internet. He had confessed his fantasy of seeing me with a black man a few years into our relationship, but I had never expressed any desire to do such a thing.
However, during some of our sexual couplings, we would roleplay his fantasy, and while it was hot, I still never thought it would move past that. One evening, my husband surprised me with a black dildo to make the role-playing more real. The feeling of the extra stretch of a bigger dildo must have clicked something on inside of me. After that encounter, I explored the concept independently, without my husband's knowledge. That is how I came across Geo's website and how my plan hatched.
When the video finally finished playing, and the end displayed the text that "part 2 was coming soon," I firmly gripped my husband's raging erection at the base and asked, "did you like that?"
All he could say was, "Wow!"
I smiled, "well, it looks like he liked it," I said, giving his stiffness a shake.
He finally turned his head towards me, taking a minute to collect his thoughts, and replied, "I loved that, but I have so many questions."
I didn't let him ask any questions. Instead, I began to feverously pump his cock, as I spoke through some of the highlights of the video.
"You loved watching your wife get fucked by a big black man, getting used by a big black cock..."
"You loved seeing your wife's mouth stuffed with a thick, black cock; with his big black balls; smothered by his juicy black ass..."
"You loved how his big black cock, stretched my pussy open and flooded it with his cum. How he filled your wife's pussy with his black seed..."
Each statement was followed by a lustful "yes," from my husband's mouth. I wanted to finish him off and knew just how to do so.
"You love knowing that he filmed every moment of my sluttiness. That there is even more to come. That it is on the internet for anyone to see..."
Like a volcano, my husband's cock began spewing volleys of spunk into the air in long arcs landing all over his chest and belly. I kept stroking him until finally, his climax subsided, and then I released my grip and kissed him on the cheek before saying, "You are going to love the next videos too."
Video 2 is coming soon.
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Naomi's Convention Rendevous: Video 2
Over the week, as I waited for Geo to drop our next video, I replayed the second meeting continually in my head. After seeing how he had released the first video and promoted it, I tried to think back over everything, trying to account for any additions he would add to the second video. Because we had discussed the possibility that I may have a subconscious ambition to reveal my true identity, I focused many thoughts on the mask I had chosen to wear for that meet-up.
The mask I wore for the second encounter with Geo was a more traditional masquerade style. It was black and made of a lace applique tied securely at the back of my head. However, it was smaller than usual, and the mask's had large eyeholes. I remember looking at myself wearing it in my hotel room before I left to meet Geo. I didn't even try my phone's face recognition as I had with the first mask, as it was apparent the cover would not affect its ability to unlock. I could easily see my entire eyes, parts of my eyebrows, and even the lower half of my nose.
The only parts of my face genuinely covered by the small mask were the upper portions of my cheeks and the lower area of my forehead. Knowing what I know now, I may not have worn that mask, but at the time, I reasoned that I had already worn a similarly revealing mask once, and therefore it shouldn't be any different the second time. In addition, my sexual desire pushed me to experience more of the out-of-this-world sex I had experienced the first time.
Reflecting on the second night, I regretted agreeing to meet for drinks before returning to his hotel room. In doing so, I would be in public with him, in the city of the convention I was attending, and would not be wearing the mask. He indicated that he wanted to get footage of us together out on the town and that he would do his best to keep from recording my face while doing so. He also assured me that, in the editing process, he would make sure my face wasn't visible during that portion of the meet-up. I remember initially being concerned when he first proposed this idea. However, as he explained his intentions and reason for doing so, I became more and more aroused by the plan and began to look forward to it. I even bought a dress specifically for the occasion.
It was a backless, satin, midnight blue minidress tied around my neck and had a high slit up the left leg. One hundred percent, this was not a dress I would wear in my everyday life, but my reasoning for buying it was that I would not be living my typical life; I would be living a secret slutty life. Geo had indicated that he didn't want me to wear any panties to put me more on the sexual edge. The short hem length and height of the slit meant that forgoing panties risked exposing my sex to more than just Geo, but that, too, turned me on when fantasizing about it. In addition, because of the open back, I would not be wearing a bra either. I would only have one minimal piece of clothing covering my body.
I completed the look with a pair of clunky ankle black boots and gold hoop earrings. When I left to meet Geo, I felt somewhat nervous about walking through my hotel dressed so scandalously, but thankfully, no one I passed on my way to my Uber mentioned my appearance. Of course, I did notice a few second glances and felt some stares, but rather than putting me off; they fueled my fire further.
My Uber ride dropped me off at the predetermined location; a cocktail bar a couple of blacks away from Geo's hotel. I only had a small clutch that held my cell phone, I.D., debit card, and the mask. It wasn't quite dark yet, and plenty of people were out, as it was a Friday evening. Again, I felt the eyes of strangers on me, taking in how little I had on. My pussy warmed from the attention, and my body shivered with nervous excitement.
I found Geo sitting at a table, waiting for me inside the bar. It was a high-top table just across from the main bar, which meant I would have to be as careful as I could to keep from flashing my naked sex to everyone. Though I knew that was why Geo had chosen that table, he kept me on the sexual edge as much as possible. It was working.
As I approached, I saw he had already ordered us both drinks, which I was thankful for, as I felt a little liquid courage would be helpful. He greeted me with a warm embrace and a passionate kiss, not at all concerned about the others patrons. I nearly melted in his arms at that moment, and though it was very bold, I was thankful for his hand gripping my ass as it kept my knees from buckling. We sat after the affectionate greeting, and I had to take a long sip from my drink to help steady my nerves.
Geo didn't wait long after I arrived before he pulled out his cell phone to record me discretely. He did it in such a way as to limit the amount of attention we got from others. However, I felt he was holding a spotlight on me, broadcasting to the world that I was a slutty wife who was about to get ravaged sexually by a large black man. All of which was true, but it wasn't that apparent to anyone else. His line of questioning fueled that feeling.
"Damn, you look sexy in that dress. Did you dress like this all for me," Geo asked while pointing his cellphone camera at me.
With a little tremble, I answered, "Yes, just for you."
"I approve, but from the looks of the dress, I can't imagine you could be wearing a bra or panties. Would I be right," Geo pushed on.
Looking at him and then at the camera, I replied more confidently, "You would be."
After answering, I took another drink from my glass as Geo panned the camera toward my lap. He then placed his sizeable free hand on my exposed thigh before asking, "last night, you told me you are married; do you dress like this for him?"
Geo knew how to keep me on the edge of being sexually excited and uneasy about being scandalous. I answered him honestly, as I told myself I would, "No, I have never dressed like this for him."
"So, you only dress like a slut for a big black man who is going to fuck you," Geo asked, stroking my leg with his hand.
His words made my pussy gush again, and though I should have been appalled at saying I was dressed like a slut, I couldn't lie to myself; he was right. Therefore, I replied, "I guess that is true," and then finished my drink.
Geo removed his hand momentarily to signal the waitress I needed another drink before replacing it on my thigh and asking, "did you think about last night while you were at the convention today?"
"How could I not? It was an amazing night, and I enjoyed it so much," I answered.
"Do you think anyone there could tell that you had the fucking of your life," Geo questioned?
The idea of others knowing caused butterflies in my stomach, but I knew no one would have noticed anything, and I replied as such. As I answered, the waitress came over and dropped off my drink. Geo left his hand on my thigh, and I saw the waitress did a double take when she noticed. She seemed flustered after this and stumbled over her words when asking if she could get us anything else.
Geo indicated we were all good, and then as she walked away, he asked me, "do you think the people here know that you will be coming back to my hotel room to get fucked?"
He wasn't mincing his words, and while I was shocked at how direct he was, I didn't back down as I answered, "Oh god. I don't know. Maybe."
"You can't wait for that, can you? You can't wait to get back to my room and get some of my dick again," he said.
Because it was hard to deny, I replied honestly, "No, I can't. I really can't wait to feel you retake me."
~~~~~~~~~~
Geo and I continued with this back and forth over another drink each, and through it all, he made sure to explain and have me confirm what we had previously agreed on that this encounter would entail. He did this to make me speak publicly about the level of eroticism I willingly decided to rise to and capture it all on camera. When I finally watched the second video, this conversation dripped with naughtiness. Though I was aroused while watching our bar interaction, I was uneasy at how cavalier Geo had been while filming me. In real-time, I had no way of knowing what exactly he was capturing, but watching it back a month later, the same ball of nerves I got from the first video came rushing back.
While most of the video in the bar was focused on my body or Geo's hand moving seductively on my thighs, there were moments when he would shift or move, and my face would be seen. Of course, these moments were few and far between, and in each instance, it was brief, but I felt it was another instance of Geo pushing his narrative that I secretly wanted to be seen. Again, I couldn't lie to myself. Though those fleeting moments caused nerves to bubble up, they also sent pulses of arousal through my body.
Both reactions intensified when the video transitioned to our walk back to Geo's hotel. Rather than asking questions along the few blocks we walked, he instructed me to do different things, daring things. For example, multiple times, he asked me to pull up the hem of my dress to flash my bare ass or pussy to him and the camera. Some of those instances were moments of privacy with no one around; other times, we were behind people, and I had to be sneaky. There were also moments in which Geo would fondle me during the times he had me lift my dress, and of course, all of this made the short walk take a considerable amount longer, not that I was complaining. However, watching the walk back in the video, the number of times my face appeared on the screen unobstructed seemed to grow and, at least to me, lasted longer.
Geo had added at the beginning of the video opening screens of text which undoubtedly fueled my nervous feelings. Just like the first video, there was the same title screen at the beginning; however, this time, it wasn't just words on a black background. Instead, the words were on top of short clips from the first video. After the title scene finished, Geo added more screenshots of text messages between us. They started with the older ones of us discussing what he wanted to do for the video, which showed my compliance with everything that would follow in the video. More screenshots of our text conversation after the previous video was released followed the first ones. These, of course, showed me almost admitting to wanting to be recognized as he urged me to be honest with myself. Following the screenshots, Geo once again added a section of text:
"As you can see, Naomi is coming closer to terms with the real reason for
filming these videos with me.
It's not just about sex.
She wants to be seen acting like a slut.
She wants to be recognized."
The opening segment and the number of times my entire face was visible were concerning. I knew it would take much convincing to get Geo to pull it down, so I did not text him immediately. Instead, I watched the rest of the video, which was very exciting and began to make me believe he might be right.
~~~~~~~~~~
When we got to Geo's hotel, he had me put on my mask in the elevator. Everything started to pick up upon reaching his floor as he guided me out of the elevator, stopping just outside. I waited as he glanced down the hallway before surprising me by reaching up to my neck and pulling free the tie holding my dress up.
I let out a startled squeal as I felt the top half fall. My hips and ass kept the dress from dropping away wholly, but Geo had no intention of leaving it that way. As I stood before him, shocked, he walked around in front of me with his phone capturing everything and said, "Take it off. Let me see that sexy body of yours, and show me how daring you can be."
Of course, I understood that someone could come out of their room and see me at any moment, but my state made the decision easy. I said nothing as I did as he asked and removed my dress the rest of the way to stand before him and the camera completely naked. Geo reached out and took my dress from me before leading the way to his room.
Inside his room, I saw his cameras were again set up, just as they had been in our first meeting, and he quickly began directing me into position. Geo had me remove my boots and climb onto the bed, so I was on my hands and knees, my head facing the top of the bed and my ass pointing towards the camera at the end. As I got myself in position, Geo began pulling out pieces of equipment we had spoken about in the bar. Components that, when applied, would bind me in place and leave me open to him and his intentions.
I had already agreed to this, so Geo began attaching leather cuffs to my wrists and ankles. Each was a wide strap secured with a belt-like fastener and included a D-ring with an attached clip. Geo ensured each cuff was secure before grabbing and connecting the following piece: a spreader bar connected to my ankle cuffs.
The bar effectively kept my legs open at his desired position, exposing me to him and the cameras. Satisfied with the bar, Geo moved to my head, showing me an object he had not mentioned in our previous discussions; a ball gag.
Before I could ask about it, he pushed it into my mouth and fastened it behind my head. In mere moments, I was effectively immobilized and silenced. He didn't stop there, however.
Starting with my left arm, Geo pulled it underneath me and attached it with my wrist cuff to my left ankle. The same was done with my right arm causing me to be face down on the mattress with my ass high up in the air. It was a very vulnerable position, but rather than being scared; I was excited about the possibilities.
Geo knew he had endless possibilities; we had discussed many of them prior, but he was not eager to jump into any of them. Instead, he seemed to want to have me stew in my arousal and anticipation while talking to me.
"Is this what the slut wife wanted when she asked me to tie her up," Geo asked while holding a camera in my face smashed into the bed.
Because of the gag, I could only moan in response. "Did I surprise you with the gag," Geo asked. Again, all I could do was moan, and as I did, the first bit of saliva slipped out from around the rubber ball.
"I have a camera pointed right at your ass. Everyone watching this will be able to see your wet cunt and puckered asshole," Geo started before adding, "does that turn you on to know? To know that countless people will look right at your most private areas, and you have no way to cover up."
This time I let out a long, drawn-out moan, imagining how exposed I was to the camera. People, strangers, would see parts of me only my gynecologist could see. I don't even think my husband has seen me so open and displayed.
"They will watch as I stuff your pussy full of toys and my cock. Whatever I want, I have all the control," Geo continued.
I could feel my pussy flood with more arousal from his words, and when he finally did touch me, my whole body quivered.
"Yeah, I know you love this. You love being a slut; my slut. You love showing off," Geo said, plunging two fingers into my slit. My hips moved to indicate I wanted him to keep going.
"You're so wet slut. My fingers are sliding in so easily. I already know my cock will sink right in, but you have to earn my cock again," Geo proclaimed, still plunging his digits into my eager sex. I tried to talk, but the ball gag muffled my words. I tried to say, "anything. I'll do anything for more of your cock."
Geo must have understood what I was trying to get out as he responded, "Oh yeah, you'll earn my cock, because you are a desperate married slut who wants to show everyone how much of a slut she can be."
He kept this up for some time, finger fucking me and speaking degradingly to me and the camera; all the while, I moaned and trembled in response. Eventually, he stopped and left me for a moment; my pussy was open and puffy. When Geo returned from the other room, he didn't say anything, but I felt him strapping something to my left thigh. It felt like a pole he was securing inside my thigh, with the end barely making contact with the top of my slit.
I then heard a click and instantly understood what he had done. Geo had strapped a wand vibrator to me so it would constantly make contact with my clit. Again, long, drawn-out moans ensued as the vibrator hummed away.
"There, that's nice. I'm sure you'll like that slut. At least, until you can't stand it anymore," Geo said with a laugh.
Then, SMACK!
Geo slapped my left ass cheek and said, "God, you got such a smackable ass for a white wife."
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
Three more slaps on my ass cheeks, each with enough force to make my ass jiggle and cause me to yelp behind the gag.
"You like that slut? You like getting your ass slapped," Geo asked.
I could only moan in response. Being tied up, having my clit vibrated, and Geo spanking my ass drew me near to my first orgasm of the night.
SMACK! SMACK!
"I'm gonna make it hard for you to sit tomorrow," Geo proclaimed.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
I was now wailing behind the rubber ball in both pleasure and pain. My orgasm rolled through me, and my body twitched and spasmed; all the while, Geo kept smacking my ass, and the vibrator kept buzzing.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"What a good slut. Cumming while I make her ass red," Geo said while I rode my orgasm into another. "I can see your little asshole winking at me as you cum. I think it wants some attention."
The idea of Geo and the camera watching my most private area, "wink," as he said, was embarrassing, but it also powered my orgasm even further.
"What do you think? Should I play with your asshole, too," Geo questioned.
As my second orgasm faded, I could only nod my head. We had talked about the potential for ass play, and I had said I would let him know at the moment. At that moment, I was all for it.
Geo pounced on my approval and said, "Of course you do. You're a naughty slut wife and want to show off how naughty you can be."
He left me alone again, but the vibrator kept me company. When he returned, I felt the cooling sensation of liquid drip on my lower back, and then his fingers guided the slippery substance toward my puckered hole. I have casually played with my ass in the past; the occasional finger as I pleasured myself, or a Sharpie if I was courageous, but nothing too advanced. I knew that would soon change as I felt Geo lubing up my tight ring.
"Yeah, you're going to like this, I can tell," Geo said, massaging the liquid into my asshole. "Plus, I gotta get you ready to take my cock in your ass before this weekend is over."
I purred at his statement. The thought of taking his big black cock into my virgin ass seemed impossible but also extremely exciting. My breath was erratic as Geo slipped, first one, then two of his ebony fingers into my tight hole. The stretch was both intense and satisfying.
As he had done in my pussy, Geo began plunging his fingers in and out of my ass. I began to adjust to the new sensation and felt the pleasure of anal attention. In my state, my body seemed to accept whatever Geo provided, which brought more gratification.
"Look at that. Your ass is loving this. You had no problem taking my fingers," Geo spoke. "I should try something a bit more substantial. That way, I can truly loosen you up for my dick."
Surprisingly, Geo's fingers did not leave my puckered hole. Instead, he set the camera he was holding down on my back and then reached with his other hand to grab something off the bed. I couldn't see what he was doing but heard the splurt of more lube and understood he was lubing something else to use in my ass. His fingers then slipped out, leaving my ass with an open, wanting feeling. This sensation was soon replaced by the touch of a cold metal object which initially slipped past my pink ring with little resistance. However, the thing quickly flared, and my asshole had to stretch wider to accommodate.



"Just relax, and we will have this plug inside of you in no time," Geo said.
Now the flaring of the object made sense; Geo was pushing a butt plug into my ass. I, of course, have heard of butt plugs but never envisioned I would experience one. Even though the stretching was a little uncomfortable, I found it enjoyable. It was a relief when Geo finally pushed the widest part past my tight opening and when my hole relaxed to close around the neck of the plug. The strange feeling of a foreign object resting in my ass was something to get used to, but it wasn't unpleasant. I would find out later just how much time I would get to get familiar with the plug.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
"That looks so damn good. A little jewel twinkling out from your asshole," Geo said after slapping my ass a few more times. He then wasted no time stuffing his thick manhood into my slick sex. My third orgasm erupted almost instantaneously.
~~~~~~~~~~
As he had in our first meeting, Geo fucked me long and hard into the late hours of the night. The only difference was that I remained locked up and gagged through the ordeal. When I was finally released after Geo deposited his load into my worked-over pussy, my joints ached, and my body was spent from the near-constant orgasms. The orgasm I had upon watching the video of that night wasn't nearly as explosive, but satisfying nonetheless.
The orgasm also helped clear my mind. I could focus on the issue of my visible face at the start of the video. Grabbing my phone, I sent a text to Geo, even though I knew he could screenshot it for the following video.
"Just finished watching the new video."
To my surprise, Geo replied quickly. Almost as if he was waiting for my text.
"Great! What did you think?"
I didn't want to start with my apprehension, so instead, I responded, "It was so sexy. I have never seen myself like that."
Geo's return reply indicated others were expressing the same thoughts.
"Yeah, my fans are raving about it already. Everyone loved seeing you helpless and giving up your ass on camera."
Hearing what his fans were saying about me had the instinctual reaction of causing wetness to build in my pussy. Thus why I sent my follow-up text.
"I'm happy to hear that, and I can't lie; it turns me on too."
Geo jumped on my remark, not allowing me to express my concern.
"There you go. See, you are starting to come to terms with what you want with these videos."
Because I wasn't quite sure what he meant with his reply, I sent a return message asking for clarification.
"And what do you think I truly want from the videos?"
Geo's answer oozed with cockiness.
"You want others to see just how slutty you are. You don't want to hide your true self anymore, and these videos are your way of doing that."
I half expected him to say I wanted to be recognized by everyone, but he kept his reply from going that far. In all honesty, he was right. I wanted to let my inner freak out and show off on the videos. It was incredibly sexy to do so, and I wanted others to think so too.
"Yeah, I guess that is true, but I'm still uncomfortable with the potential of being recognized. My face is evident a few times at the beginning of the recent video."
Again, Geo is dismissive of my concerns.
"Hardly. It only seems like that to you. No one can tell it is you, and even if anyone can, is that such a bad thing?"
Geo's reply made me self-reflect again; he had a point. What if anyone saw my face in those brief moments? I could still deny it, and it would be exciting to have that secret. Before responding, Geo sent another text.
"Plus, the lack of coverage by your masks the last three nights only further confirm the theory that you subconsciously want to be recognized."
I couldn't deny what he said about my masks. In each meeting, my masks covered less and less of my face. When purchasing and planning, I thought of hooking up with him and pushed myself to be daring. However, now I regret being so bold.
"God, I know. What was I thinking? What am I going to do?"
Geo did not attempt to push away my fear with his response.
"Just let everything run its course, and I believe you will enjoy whatever the outcome may be."
I could have pleaded with him not to release the other three videos, but I knew I wanted him to post them. I wanted to see them.
"Yeah. Okay. I'm so nervous and excited."
Geo replied, "As you should be."
~~~~~~~~~~
Just as I had after the first video, I watched it on the bed with my husband the night it came out. The week between the two videos, we fucked like teenagers daily, as he constantly asked me questions about the first video. He would even plead for more information about the other videos, but I didn't spoil anything.
Also, like with the first video, I didn't let him touch me as we watched my debauchery together. Though, I repeated my teasing of his erect dick and whispered naughty commentary in his ear. I explained how daring and aroused I was to be in public with Geo. How turned on I was to be wearing a mini dress without panties and flashing my nakedness on the walk back to the hotel.
"I bet everyone in the bar knew I would be fucked by the big, powerful black man..."
"He could have told me to remove my dress, and I would have done so..."
"I am amazed that no one saw me flashing him my pussy on the street..."
When the video transitioned to Geo and me in the hotel room, I let go of my husband's throbbing prick. I wanted to leave him vulnerable like I was about to be in the video. As he watched me be tied up, I reached over to my nightstand to retrieve a pair of handcuffs I had stashed.
At first, he didn't notice what I was doing as he focused on how open and exposed I was in the video. However, as I clicked the first cuff onto his right wrist, he turned to look at me. He saw what I was doing but didn't say anything; he allowed me to lift his arm, feed the chain of the cuffs through the bedrail, and then secure his left wrist. All the while, he could not pull his eyes off the sight of the screen. Seeing his wife connected to a stretcher bar with her pussy and ass exposed for all to see, open to the will of the large black man with me.
Leaving my husband's straining cock untouched, I resumed teasingly whispering in his ear.
"I was so vulnerable. He could and did whatever he wanted with me..."
"Yes, I let him use my ass, baby. I wanted him to. It felt so right..."
"It was this night that I realized black dick needs to be a staple in my life..."
That last comment caused my husband's erection to twitch rapidly and his head to snap to look at me. "Yes, you heard me right," I told him, "I want to experience black cock more often now." I let that revelation sink in for him for a moment before adding, "you know you want that too."
He didn't respond but instead turned back to watch the video, which now showed me taking Geo's black cock balls deep while I was still retrained. I took my husband's lack of response to mean that he did want the same thing; for me to experience more big black cock. I moved my hand to gently graze his stomach, tantalizingly close to his raging hard-on and began teasing him again.
"His black cock felt so good inside me; I will have to set up another meeting with him..."
"Maybe I can find other black guys with big black dicks to fuck me too. That way, I won't have to wait long to get more..."
"Sorry baby, but your wife has become a slut for black cock. It feels so good to give my body to the power of a big black dick..."
"Your penis is okay, but big black cocks are so much more. Bigger. Thicker. Better..."
With that, my husband's dick exploded with a violent orgasm without me even touching his member. His sticky eruption shot into the air and arched back to land on his belly, chest, and legs. It was the most I had ever seen him cum, but looking at the screen, it was nothing compared to the amount Geo coated me with as he blew his load all over my open pussy and ass.
After my husband recovered from his powerful but, most likely, ruined orgasm, I gave him a peck on the cheek and swung my leg over to straddle his chest. Pushing my wet sex towards his face, he understood what I wanted, and I felt his tongue lapping up my nectar. I finished watching the rest of the video as my husband devoured my sex and gave me an orgasm. My husband's penis got hard again, but I paid no attention to it. My focus was on watching Geo's massive organ gape me open.
Once the video ended, I got off my husband, gave him another peck on the cheek, and cleaned up in the bathroom while leaving him cuffed and cum covered. When I returned, his dick was still hard, and I smiled while giving it a playful slap to watch it bob up and down. I uncuffed him and told him to go clean himself up. As he got off the bed and headed to the restroom, I stopped him by saying, "I meant what I said about wanting more black cock."
Not surprisingly, he replied, "I know, and I want that for you, too," before turning into the bathroom. I laid back on the bed and smiled brightly, reaching for my phone to text Geo and set up a Tinder profile.
Video 3 is coming soon.
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Naomi's Convention Rendevous: Video 3
With two videos of my sexual depravity released and being viewed by thousands of people, the thought of how much of my identity would be revealed in the third upcoming video plagued my mind. The conversation Geo and I had after the release of the second video made me question more if I had a subconscious desire to be noticed. However, I argued that I didn't want to be exposed. I had chosen more revealing masks because I was in a naughty and sexy mood then, not because I wanted to be recognized.
After showing my husband the first two videos, he didn't seem to share my worries. He had yet to bring up the possibility of me being recognized. Maybe he wanted that to happen or already figured it would happen. Either way, he seemingly was not concerned about it at all. That helped me quell my concerns, but not entirely.
The other side of my internal debate made the point that I was getting aroused and excited at the idea of being recognized, even if it was a scary possibility.
As had been the case with the previous two videos, Geo ran trailers for the third on the free porn sites. These teaser trailers showed quick flashes of the video and what erotic sex it would contain. They also included screens of big, bold text proclaiming things like "Hotwife," "Cheating," and "Slut Wife." I watched those trailers many times in anticipation of the video drop, and every time my arousal stirred.
When I got the text from Geo indicating the third video was up, I hit the refresh button on my laptop as I had it on and loaded up with his site. Frontpage and center stood the new third video. The thumbnail showed me on my knees, naked and mouth open. Of course, I knew it was me, but I couldn't help but believe anyone that knew me could also tell. My husband had, after all.
Again, this was primarily due to the mask I had chosen to wear for the third meet-up. It was a small masquerade-style mask with a tie-off in the back, but it only fully covered one eye. The other half covered my eyebrow; it was the most visible my face would be in any of the videos thus far.
The video began as the other two had, with a flashy introduction.
The same flash of words with images of me in different sexual moments behind them rolled at the beginning. With each word and image, my sex pulsed.
"Hotwife," over a picture of me with Geo's black cock in my mouth.
"Cuckold," over me, holding my ass open to show the jeweled plug, my wedding ring visible.
"Slutwife," on top of an image of my pussy leaking Geo's cum.
"Cheater," over my Instagram profile picture.
That's right; he used a picture of me from my everyday life. An image that all of my followers have seen. The only saving grace was the word "Cheater" was in bold and covered my eyes. However, seeing a regular picture of myself mixed with other pornographic ones made me shutter with nerves and arousal.
This time, there wasn't a screenshot of text messages; just a brief statement from Geo popped on the screen:
"As you will see in this video, the slut wife, Naomi, is getting more comfortable with revealing herself. Maybe some of you recognize her. I'm sure she would love that."
Geo seemed to push the theme I wanted others to see and potentially notice me with the opening additions to the video. He made it clear to anyone watching that I was the one who picked out the masks to wear and that I had reached out to him for the opportunity to be his next "video hoe." His statements were all true, I could not deny it, but to have it laid out so plainly made it seem so much more intentional. I wasn't actively trying to be noticed. I was looking to have a once-in-a-lifetime experience and surprise my husband with a record of my transgression. I had never thought about being recognized until Geo brought it up.
~~~~~~~~~
For our third meeting, it was less of a production. I showed up at Geo's hotel, and we moved right into sexual eroticism. Much like the first meet-up, I wore an oversized coat to his hotel, but this time had nothing on underneath. If my journey through my hotel lobby was nerve-wracking the first time, it is exemplified this time. What added to my nerves was the added stimulation provided by Geo from the night before.
As I was leaving his room after our second encounter, Geo gave me the jeweled butt plug he had used on me and instructed me to wear it during the convention and when I came back the following day. The constant pressure throughout the day on the convention floor kept my thoughts on all the pleasure Geo had provided me during the past two meetings and had my sex practically leaking as I made my way to his hotel.
My hotel was filled with more people attending the convention, which meant more people recognized me and wanted to talk and take pictures with me as I journeyed through the lobby in only my coat. Each time I stopped to speak with a fan or pose for a photo, I wondered if they could tell I was naked under my long jacket. Of course, these interactions caused my pussy to gush with excitement. Thankfully, I got the sense that none of the people I saw noticed my naughty secret, as they all seemed too distracted to be talking with me.
I was utterly revved up once I was at Geo's hotel and quickly discarded my jacket to reveal my nakedness the moment I was inside his room. I had put the mask on before knocking, knowing he would be recording once the door opened. Geo matched my eagerness and began ordering me around as soon as the door shut and my coat was on the floor.
"I like this; no need to fiddle with clothes. We can just get down to business," Geo said as I stood before him. "Turn around and bend over. I want to see if you followed my instructions."
I knew what he wanted, and I complied. Turning to face the hotel room door, I bent at my waist. In my position, he and the camera could see the sparkle of the plug between my ass cheeks.
"Perfect. Did you also have it in during the convention," Geo asked after seeing my plugged ass.
I answered with a soft "Yes."
"How did that feel? Did you like having a sexy secret that no one knew about," Geo asked?
"It felt amazing. It made me feel extra slutty, considering I also didn't wear panties," I replied before answering Geo's second question. "Having it in without anyone knowing and talking to them was so sexy."
Geo let out a chuckle and had me stand back up to face him.
"Kind of like these videos we are making. You wear your masks so that others don't know who you are, but you want to show off what a slut you are," Geo stated.
What he said was true on some level, and I responded truthfully.
"Exactly."
Again, Geo smiled at my reply and then spoke, "let's show everyone how good of a slut you are; get down on your knees and show me the best use for that mouth of yours."
I said nothing and instead complied with his order as he commanded. My knees hit the carpeted floor, and my hands reached out to begin opening his pants. His miraculous manhood was quickly freed and was already semi-erect. Using one hand, I gave it a few good strokes before leaning in and taking the bulbous head into my watering mouth.
Geo recorded me as I showed off my excellent oral skills on his cock. I used my hand to pump his shaft as I lovingly sucked the tip, then I alternated, pushing as much of his thickness into my mouth and throat. From Geo's moans and comments, he seemed to enjoy everything I was doing.
As I dutifully bobbed up and down, I thought about how slutty I was being. Having just arrived and already naked with a big black cock in my mouth. To top it all off, I allowed Geo to videotape everything, knowing that he would be posting it online for others to see. This video was the third recording I made with him, with two more planned. Slut pretty much summed me up.
Geo broke me from my thoughts as he said, "Yeah, you want everyone to see how well you suck my big black dick. To show off how much of a cheating slut wife you are."
I groaned my agreement into his cock, not wanting to take it out of my mouth.
"I bet you are never like this for your husband, but put a black cock in front of you, and your true self comes out," Geo continued.
His statement wasn't entirely true. I had been naughty for my husband many times. Though I never let him record any of those moments, so in a small way, Geo had a point.
"From our last two meetings, I can tell you want to prove yourself as a slut. Prove yourself to me, yourself, and my viewers," Geo further said.
Again, I moaned into his cock, as I understood what he was saying and agreed with it. I wanted to show him how slutty I could be. To show I could be like all the other women in his videos. I wanted to prove that I could be a naughty wife who is a slut for another man. I wanted it to be evident to everyone watching that I was the perfect slut.
"I bet you would love it if you didn't have to hide your slutty side and if you could just live your life like the genuine slut you are," Geo pushed on, now grabbing ahold of my head and pulling his cock free from my mouth.
He laid his lengthy pole along my upturned face as he asked, "You want that, don't you? You want everyone to know you are a cheating slut; that you love letting a big black man have his way with you."
I nodded in a blur of lust, but Geo wanted more. He wanted to hear me say it aloud. He clarified this intention by slapping his stiff rod onto my face and urging me to speak. "I want everyone to know I am a slut. A cheating slut wife for black cock," I quickly complied. His big smile returned, and he stuffed his cock into my mouth.
(Of course, watching this portion of the video after its release, I was reminded of how much Geo pushed me to confirm my desire to show off or prove myself a slut. At the time, I thought it was just typical naughty talk, but now after the additions in the first three videos, this conversation has taken on a new meaning. It almost seemed I was confirming that I wanted to be recognized.)
I remained on my knees, sucking his cock for a long time. To the point, my knees began to ache, along with my jaw. My chin and chest were coated with saliva at different levels of dryness. I wondered how long Geo wanted me to continue, and the few times I looked up at him, I got the sense that he was in no hurry to have me stop.
Eventually, and quite abruptly, Geo did have me stop. He pulled his member away and ordered me to crawl over to the chair he had placed in the center of the room. I did as instructed, and when I looked over my shoulder, I watched as he swiftly stripped out of his clothes before walking over to sit in the chair.
"In our first meeting, you took to eating my ass out, so I thought you would like to indulge yourself once again," Geo said while keeping the camera pointed down at my face and lifting his legs up and over the arms of the chair.
I didn't say anything but showed my compliance by leaning with my tongue jutted out to begin licking his exposed asshole. While his positioning did an okay job of allowing my tongue to slither in and lick, I had to use my hands to spread open his ass cheeks further to get my face and mouth involved.
My proactiveness was met with appreciation from Geo, who encouraged me by saying, "that's it slut, get in there. Show everyone how much you love eating my ass. Let hubby see how nasty of a slut you are."
His words spurred me on, and I frantically devoured his ass. My tongue probed and licked. My mouth sucked and kissed. I was focused on the task and making a show for Geo and the camera. I could feel his taught ball sack resting on my face, sliding across my eyes and the mask as I maneuvered for better access. Like the first time, I could feel my mask shifting from the movement, but I could not do much as my focus was on pleasuring Geo's ass.
Thankfully, I knew that Geo's cock and ball sack resting on my face while pushing my mask up were doing just as good a job as the mask covering my face. Though I had to ensure that when I stopped rimming him, I moved quickly to readjust the mask.
As he had been when I was blowing him, Geo was not in a hurry to have me stop. My face became sticky with the saliva I was producing to lap at his dark hole. To be frank, I wasn't in a hurry either. I was lost in being the depraved slut, and my slit showed proof. The pink folds of my sex were slicked with my arousal, and though I wanted to, I kept from touching myself. I wanted Geo to be the one to touch me.
After another few minutes, Geo abruptly grabbed me by my hair and pulled me away from his ass. I was quickly drawn back to sucking his black rod. With my hands, I reached up to do my best to readjust the mask, but with how Geo was manhandling my head, it was a futile effort. Thankfully, the position he held my head in kept my face down and out of direct view of the camera. Therefore, I focused on not gagging from the forceful face-fucking and letting my mask's position drift from my mind.
From his erratic thrusts and the degrading things he was saying, I could sense Geo wasn't trying to hold off his climax. Instead, he seemed hell-bent on bringing it about as rapidly as possible. I was just along for the ride as he grunted, "take my dick, you cheating slut. Show everyone that you are just a fuck toy for me." He added, "you love to be used like this, and you love that others will see you being used like this," before pulling me away from his raging erection by my hair and feverously jacking himself inches from my wrecked face.
"I'm gonna cum all over your pretty married face, so when your husband sees this video, he will know just what a dirty slut he is married to," Geo said as his fist pumped his shaft in a blur of motion. I knelt beneath him, his black cock eclipsing my face, and I noticed my mask clenched in his fist. It dangled as he fisted his cock, and I was interrupted just as I was about to say something. "Here it comes slut," Geo shouted, followed by grunts and volley after volley of his gooey ejaculate raining done on my upturned face.
When his eruption finally sputtered to an end, I felt the heaviness of his load everywhere on my face. I must have looked like I had been slimed because I felt as though every inch of skin was coated with the sticky goo.
As Geo regained his composure, he spoke to me, "Perfect. You look like the dirty slut you truly are." He then surprised me as he dropped his hand holding the camera, indicating he had stopped recording. "Go clean up in the bathroom. I set things up for the next scene. We can start when you finish. Oh, and here, you can have this back too."
Geo tossed my tiny mask to me, and I caught it though still confused and concerned. However, I didn't stay kneeling and pondering my fears for long. I stood up and headed toward the attached bathroom.
Inside the ensuite, I could look at the aftermath of my facial, and my suspicions were correct; I was heavily coated. As I went to work washing off the sticky gunk, I began to ponder just how much of my face was visible while Geo unloaded onto it. Without my mask, my guess was all of it.
Upon my return to Geo and with my mask back in place, I brought up my concern, and he assured me that my face was no more visible than it had been with the mask. He told me that his cock blocked out much of my face from the angle he was recording. He even offered to replay the footage to show me, but I trusted his word. Instead, I said I was ready to continue.
To my surprise, he had me get back into my last position, on my knees in front of him in the chair. This time his cock wasn't wholly erect but was still impressively thick. I did notice that he had set up tripods with other cameras to capture the angles from behind me and the side.
I waited between his legs for him to instruct me what to do, and as I did, I saw the remnants of his recent orgasm leaking from the tip of his cock. Out of instinct, I leaned in and lapped the cloudy white droplet from the end of his penis.
"Can't get enough, can you," Geo asked in response to my actions.
I looked up at him and smiled as I replied, "sorry, I just couldn't help myself."
Geo reached down and gripped his dangling manhood, lifting it and swatting my face with its floppy heft as he said, "That's ok slut. I can't blame a cock whore for acting like a cock whore."
His words painted me as a desperate skank, but they turned me on. I purred my arousal as he smacked my face with his semi-erect cock over and over.
"Get up on your hands and knees so you can wiggle your slutty ass for the camera and show off your plug," Geo ordered.
As seductively as I could, I perched myself into position. My face inches away from Geo's bulbous organ, and my ass pointed out at the camera. I swayed my hips to show off my naked rear end and the glittering plug between my cheeks. At that moment, more than any other, I felt like one of the many porn video girls I had seen before. I was acting out of lust and performing for the camera; I loved it.
SMACK!
Geo's hand swatted my right ass cheek with a stinging swiftness. I felt the warming sting radiate to the surface and was sure it showed perfectly for the camera.
"Your ass looks good with a plug in it," Geo said, swatting my other cheek. "It's gonna look even better with my black cock buried inside."
I yelped from the second firmer smack and then moaned at his indication of his enormous cock penetrating my virgin ass. My moans turned to groans as I felt his fingers grip the jeweled base of the plug and begin to pull on it. Without much resistance, the metal toy slipped free of my butt, and I felt the slight gape of my hole as it left. I was sure the camera captured it too.
Geo gave my ass another softer smack and leaned back with the plug between his fingers. He held it in front of my face and, without saying a word, pushed it into my lips. I instinctively opened my lips and let him slip it further into my mouth. It wasn't until my tongue swirled around the warm metal object that I connected the fact that it had just been in my ass. Remarkably, I wasn't put off by having something in my mouth that had just been in my butt. There was no visual indication of where it had been, but the warmth revealed it had been in use.
In my short time experiencing the toy, it was always cool to the touch; this time, it held a subtle heat, making me feel so deviant to be holding it in my mouth. I reveled in the realization and sensation, but Geo pulled me out of it when he spoke.
"It almost looks as good in your mouth as it did in your ass." I looked up at him, unsure how to respond, but I did notice that he was no longer holding the jeweled plug and that I had complete control over it. I could spit it out, but I didn't. Instead, I kept it in my mouth, letting my tongue explore the smooth metal shape. He watched me with intention while stroking his semi-erect member. I watched him in fascination and wondered what his next move would be.
Geo seemed content to sit and slowly fist his cock as he spoke to me, asking questions.
"You love being a slut for me. Being a cheating, married slut for me. You want me to use you, to make you let your inner freak out. You don't get to act like this with your husband, do you," he asked.
I shook my head to indicate I did not. It was mostly true. I occasionally act slutty for my husband, but never to the level I have with Geo over the past three meetings.
"Yeah, you just open up for black cock. In more ways than one," Geo responded with a laugh. He then reached out and pulled the plug from my mouth, tossing it over me onto the bed. "Turn around; let me look at that ass of yours for a while."
I followed his command and shifted around on my hands and knees a hundred and eighty degrees to present my exposed ass and pussy to Geo. Without being told, I made eye contact with the camera on the tripod now in front of me. The camera was previously focused on my backside and very likely had captured my dilated asshole after the plug's removal. It also certainly, recorded just how aroused my dripping sex was, which was now present directly at Geo.



I felt his finger slowly through my engorged pussy slit, coating his digit with my juices. He circled it over my puffy lips before continuing to my delicate asshole. The feeling of my pussy juices being used to tickle my most private part made me purr. Geo was in no rush and teasingly let his finger circle my hole, occasionally leaving to gather more of my wetness from my sex.
Involuntarily, I shimmied my hips and ass to urge him to go further, to give me more. Geo took the cue but only added a second finger to his maddening teasing. I wanted him to provide me with more, and he knew that too, but he also loved driving me wild with anticipation.
"You like it when I play with you, asshole," Geo asked.
In an aroused rasp, I answered, "Oh god, yes."
Geo next asked, "You ever let your husband play with your ass like this?"
"No. Never," I replied truthfully.
"But you love that I am, and you want more, don't you," Geo questioned while gently pushing on my tight opening with his two strong fingers.
"Fuck yes," I blurted out in response, pushing my ass back toward him.
Geo reacted by pulling his fingers away from my show of eagerness and slapping my ass firmly. I yelped, more from the unexpectedness of the smack and less from the sting.
"No rush, baby, I got you all night, and you getting what you want, probably more than that," Geo spoke, returning his fingers to my drenched cunt. This time he plunged deep inside me, eliciting a long moan of pleasure. He moved his two fingers repeatedly before withdrawing them and smearing my sticky arousal on my asshole. Geo teased me for a moment but then used the accumulated lubrication to slip his thick middle finger past my restricting ring and into my anus.
His finger wasn't as big as the plug, but it felt significant nonetheless. I could feel him wiggle his finger inside me, searching and pushing further into my dark hole. I was lost in a world of pleasure and new experiences, and all I could do was moan and grind on his finger.
When he pulled it out, I whined, but Geo reassured me by saying, "don't worry slut, I got more for you." I then felt cool liquid dripping onto the top of my crack. His fingers returned and began to rub the slippery lube into my asshole. I felt his middle finger again penetrate me, but it was joined by another finger, making the stretch I felt double.
As his fingers pushed into me, opening up my restrictive hole, I felt Geo's thumb slip through my pussy lips, sending an extra wave of pleasure to ripple through my body. I began to roll my hips in concert with his fingers, becoming more comfortable with the new experience. Geo picked up on this, too, as he began to ask me more questions.
"Looks like the slut is enjoying getting her married ass finger fucked. You like this," he asked.
After a low moan, I replied, "oh god, yes."
"You want more, don't you," Geo pushed while holding his fingers deep inside my ass.
"Yes," was the only thing I could say, as the new pleasure I felt made it difficult to think clearly.
His fingers slid back, and I felt the pressure of another fingertip pushing to gain entry. My arousal and the lube helped allow it to join the others, and I howled from the slight increase in pain and added pleasure. Having never experimented with anal before the previous night, I quickly became a fan. Geo kept his thumb moving on my wet slit, ensuring I had the extra arousal sensation to improve the experience.
"You're a natural butt slut," Geo praised as his three girthy fingers plunged in and out of my virgin ass.
Not sure how to respond, I huff out, "thank you."
"Reach back and pull your ass cheeks open, but keep looking at the camera," Geo instructed, adding, "envision it's your husband watching."
A naughty chill ran through me at that idea, but I willingly did as he asked. Reaching back while holding myself up with my core, I pulled open my ass to give Geo more room to molest me.
"Yeah, that's it," Geo praised before pumping his fingers more firmly. It felt as though he was burrowing a tunnel into me, and in some ways, he was. Or at least widening one.
Suddenly, Geo pulled his fingers out, leaving me with a feeling of emptiness and openness in my ass. I could confirm it wasn't just a feeling based on what he said after doing this.
"That's a nice little gape. Keep holding yourself open so I can get good footage of your asshole wide open like that," Geo said.
What should have felt like a degrading act, holding my ass open so he could film my dilated hole, was instead triggering more profound arousal and excitement. I wanted to show off to him and his camera. I wanted everyone to see how well I was taking his anal exploration.
"Let's move to the next step; getting my big black cock in your ass," Geo announced.
A little nervous about his size but also excited about what it would be like, I replied, "okay, but take it slow. Your so big."
"Don't worry, baby. I'll take it easy on you. To start at least," Geo responded, causing me to shudder.
Geo squeezed more lube onto my ass, lathering my open hole with it and, from the sound of it, also his rigid pole. Soon after, I felt the tip of his cock touch my ass, but he didn't move it any further.
"Tell me what to do," Geo instructed.
I knew what he wanted to hear, and it was what I wanted too. I replied, "Stick your big black dick in my ass, please."
"Since you said please," Geo said while putting pressure on my asshole with his prickhead. Initially, nothing happened, just the feeling of him pushing at the opening. But, with the lube and the earlier fingering, my hole relented, and his bulbous mushroom tip slipped in. I let out a guttural groan as I felt like I was being split open. I had to let go of my ass cheeks to keep myself from falling over or instinctively moving away. Though it was uncomfortable and somewhat painful, I wanted him to keep going. I wanted to give my ass over to him.
"Doing good, slut," Geo praised, easing in a little more of his length.
As more of his ebony shaft slipped into my ivory ass, I became acclimated to the stretching feeling and could focus on how deep it felt like he was going. Geo was patient and took his time, and eventually, I felt his pelvis pressing into my soft ass. His entire cock was lodged in my ass, and I felt fuller than I had ever felt.
"There you go, you got all my cock in that tight white ass of yours," Geo confirmed. "How does it feel?"
My body quivered uncontrollably with all the sensations I was experiencing, but somehow I managed to answer, "So big. Full. Good." Geo's dick twitched inside me, and I moaned in pleasure.
"You love it, don't you slut," Geo asked. "Your a natural anal slut for black cock."
I didn't respond to his question other than with more moans of pleasure. He had begun pulling back, and the sensation of his shaft sliding out was enough to wipe my mind free of coherent thoughts. All I could focus on was the mixed feelings of pleasure and pain.
I thought he would pull himself all the way out for how long he moved out, but when just his tip remained, he slowly pushed back in. He repeated this several times, gradually speeding up with each pass. Of course, I responded with more wails of pleasure.
Eventually, Geo built up a steady rhythm, and the pain was nearly forgotten as my ass eagerly accepted his manhood. I could feel his pendulous ball sack swing up and smack into my dripping snatch each time he bottomed out. It was another new experience that further drove me wild. After a few moments, I realized I had my eyes squeezed shut, so I relaxed to open them.
I saw the camera directly in front of me and was hit by the reality that I was letting a black man I hardly knew record himself fucking me to post online. Not just fuck, but fuck me in my once virgin ass. I felt like such a slut, and that feeling sparked my orgasm.
My body shook violently as a powerful climax rolled through me. I'm sure the other hotel guests could hear my cries of ecstasy as Geo continued to ram his cock into my butt, causing wave after wave of intense pleasure to course through me. As my orgasm subsided, my arms gave out, and I fell on my face to the floor. Because Geo was still embedded in my ass, it was still pointed upwards at him. I was face down and ass up once again.
My new positioning encouraged Geo to pick up the pace and was quickly fucking me with forceful thrusts. It felt like he was driving me into the carpeted floor as he hammered his cock with wild abandon. All I could do was take it and moan.
After a few minutes of his frantic pummeling, Geo slowed and spoke, "Hold your ass open again. I want to see how much more you've gaped from a proper fucking."
My arms felt like jelly, but I reached back and spread open my ass cheeks as Geo had commanded. When he slipped his raging hardon out of my battered hole, I felt the room's cool air fill the void left behind. I knew my ass was open more than it had been earlier.
"There you go slut," Geo said, admiring his handiwork. "There is no doubt you take black cock in the ass now."
I felt more cool lube drip directly into my gaped ass and then the return of Geo's massive pole, causing me to purr. He was right; I was an anal slut for black cock.
~~~~~~~~~
Geo had continued ramming my ass well into the night, depositing loads of cum both in and on my ass. I was rewarded with plenty of powerful orgasms as well. Watching the third video, I was amazed by how equally sexy and slutty I looked, taking his black cock in my ass.
With my revelation to my husband the previous week about wanting to experience more black cock, I had another surprise for him the night we watched the third video together. Though I would have liked to, it wasn't a black man, though I had been researching and chatting on a few apps and websites. Instead, it was something I would show him.
As was becoming the weekly routine, the evening of the video release, I waited on our bed for my husband to join me after his nightly shower. I wore a red lace, thong body suit with a snap crotch; when my husband stepped out of the restroom, the desire in his eyes was evident.
He seemed to understand the routine of the previous two video viewings, as he didn't try to touch me more than a simple kiss while he got onto the bed with me. I clicked the video to start and watched him for reactions as the opening intro played. Before the action got underway, I paused the video and asked him some questions.
"Do you think he is right?"
My husband, not quite sure what I meant, replied, "what do you mean?"
"Do you think Geo is right when he indicates that I want to be noticed or seen? That my mask choices reflect a desire to be recognized," I asked, adding to my original question.
My husband took a moment to ponder the question before answering, "well, I can't speak to your intentions, but it certainly seems that you enjoyed your time making these videos. It is also apparent that with each video, your identity becomes more recognizable."
"What do you think about that? About me being recognizable," I asked to understand what he thought.
This time he didn't have to ponder; he promptly responded, "I have no problem with it, though I'm not the one with an online persona for which this might cause issues. If I'm being honest, I like the idea of my wife being an online porn star. I guess that makes me strange."
It was my turn to ponder. I needed to think about what my husband said before continuing. After a brief, silent pause, I said, "well, the idea of being recognized as I am being fucked by a big black cock does scare me, and that was the reason for the masks. However, as the videos have been released, I have realized that I am also excited by that thought. I'm unsure how I will react when and if I am recognized from these videos, but that will be a bridge I can cross when I get to it."
"All I know is that I have loved these videos so far and can't wait to see what else you go up to in them," my husband said.
To see just how "okay" my husband was with the videos, I asked, "so, does that also mean you would be okay with me possibly making more videos?"
"As long as it is what you want, and I get to watch them, I am all for it," he answered like an eager teenager.
"In that case," I replied while clicking to resume the video.
Like the last two video viewings, I teased and played with my husband as he watched.
"Oh my, I really do look like such the submissive slut with his big black cock in my mouth.."
"Your wife loves to lick black assess; it makes me feel so dirty, but don't you get any ideas..."
"I was getting so into it that my mask started slipping; someone will probably recognize me now..."
"Look at how much he came on my face. I felt like such a whore, and I loved it..."
Of course, my husband's cock was at peak hardness throughout the first portion of the video, and I only lightly grazed his organ with my fingertips. It made me feel so powerful that his cock reacted as it did just from watching a powerful black man use me.
Before the video transitioned back to my return from the restroom, I began to lay the foundation for the surprise.
"Baby, I think the next time I have sex, it should be with a black cock," I declared to my husband.
He briefly twisted his head to look at me before replying, "That sounds hot, babe."
"Oh, good. I'm glad you agree, even though that means no sex for you until then," I revealed.
This time his head snapped to look at me, and with wide eyes of shock, he asked, "wait, what?"
Calmly and seductively, I responded, "well, if the next cock to fuck me is to be black, that cancels out you and your 'little' white guy."
I saw the mix of understanding, shame, and lust flash over his face before he said, "fuck, you are so bad."
Calling his cock "little," I knew it would drive him crazy, but in all honesty, he was perfectly normal in terms of penis size. It just so happened that Geo far outmatched him, and my husband knew that to be true. I think that was what he loved about the videos the most; watching his petite white wife being corrupted by such a massive black monster of a cock. I know that was part of the appeal for me.
With that step in my plan taken, I return to my teasing.
"My ass looks so good with a jeweled plug, and it feels so good too..."
"I wore that all day at the convention and felt wonderfully naughty..."
"Oh, the feeling of him pulling it out is a divine experience, but I had no idea he would put it in my mouth afterward..."
"Only a powerful black man could get me to accept going ass to mouth. I didn't even think twice..."
"Look at how his fingers play with your wife's ass. You have never done that with me..."
My husband's prick twitched uncontrollably, and it got even more excited as he watched Geo pierce my virginal ass with his thick black sword. To my surprise, his cock erupted before even witnessing Geo stuff his entire length into my tight asshole.
"Wow, you like seeing your wife get her ass stuffed with a big black cock," I said as he came down from his orgasm. I added, "I didn't even have to touch your little prick either."
All my husband could say in response was, "how?"
"How did I take all his black cock? Oh, baby, you haven't seen anything yet. Keep watching."
I knew that because he had ejaculated without being touched, he had experienced a somewhat ruined orgasm and was still likely extremely horny and now rather frustrated. His cock would soon be back at full attention, especially from watching his darling wife get the ass fucking of her life. The only question was, would his next orgasm be more satisfying? At the moment, I was leaning toward having that one be ruined too.
Expectedly, it didn't take long for my husband's erection to return after he cleaned himself and returned to the bed. After all, he watched his wife of ten years take an anal pounding of epic proportions. I, too, could feel the arousal effects in my loins. As we finished the rest of the video (30 more minutes of me taking Geo's cock deep in my ass), I resumed my teasing talk.
"I bet you thought you would have my ass first, but I guess that's the power of a black dick..."
"Look at how gaped open his cock made me. I think I can still feel the effects of it..."
"Is it bad that I can't stop dreaming about his cock in my ass, or tasting his cock after it was in my ass, or feeling him dump his thick load in my ass..."
The video faded to black after I received my second cum load in my ass, and then flashed the familiar text, "part 4 coming soon." I then gripped my husband's raging hard-on and spoke.
"I need to be fucked, but as we agreed, the next cock that fucks me will be big and black." I shook his cock while adding, "this little thing isn't that, so go into the closet and get Larry."
Larry was the name we had given the black dildo my husband had bought as a surprise for me the year before. It wasn't quite the size of Geo, but it was certainly substantial and would help drive home the narrative I had been building.
My husband rolled off the bed and went to fetch Larry. As he was away, I got up on my hands and knees on the bed, positioning myself so my ass would face my husband upon his return. Once he saw me, I heard him exclaim, "fuck, so sexy." I wiggled my ass in response and beckoned him to me.
"Come on, darling; I need a big black cock to fuck me. Get me ready for Larry," I instructed as he approached.
I felt his hand reach out and rub my bare ass cheek, but I didn't need foreplay; I needed Larry.
"No baby, I need Larry. Open me up so Larry can take me," I demanded.
My husband's fingers moved to the snap crotch of my bodysuit and then pulled at it. After a brief moment of resistance, the snaps relented and popped open to expose my wet cunt and part of my surprise for my husband.
Sparkling back at my awestruck hubby was the jeweled butt plug firmly lodged in my ass. Just above my crack, on my lower back, was the temporary tattoo I had applied that read, "BBC Only," with a black queen of spades logo next to it.
Looking back at my awestruck husband, I spoke to pull him out of his shocked state, "what do you think?"
"It's so fucking sexy," was his answer after a few seconds.
Wanting to push the tease further, I added, "I think the tattoo should be a reality, at least anally."
"Really," my husband meekly asked, clutching the thick black dildo in his hand and still staring dumbstruck at the sight of my plugged and tatted ass.
"Yes, it would be so hot if the only cocks allowed to use my ass were big black cocks. I mean, right now, that's the case. I've only had black cock in my ass so far; I might as well make it a thing," I answered while swiveling my hips to hypnotize my husband further.
Before he could respond, I continued by saying, "who knows, maybe it will become true for my pussy too. Or even just in general. What do you think, baby? Wouldn't that be so sexy," I asked, seeing how far my husband was willing to dive down this rabbit hole.
It took a moment, but he shook himself out of his daze and answered, "oh fuck baby, that sounds so sexy. Would that mean I couldn't fuck you?"
I smiled at his question and wanted to continue to tease and push him. So I replied to his question with one of my own, "well, do you have a big black cock?"
My husband's head slunk down, but he kept eye contact with my jeweled ass and responded, "no."
I noticed his cock twitched with his answer, which showed me that he loved everything. "I guess you have just answered your question. Now, I believe my Larry is waiting, so be a dear and show him my black-owned, white pussy," I teasingly instructed.
My husband dutifully complied and began to feed my slick slit the rubber black cock. As it slid further, I cried out, "yes, that's what my pussy needs." As my husband pushed and pulled the fake cock, I began to move back and forth to meet his strokes and fuck myself on Larry. All the while talking to my husband to tease him further.



"Fuck yes, Larry's cock feels so good..."
"It is so good to have a big black cock in my pussy again..."
"God, I love it, and you love it. You love that your wife is a slut for black cock..."
"I'm going to cum, Larry! Keep fucking me; I'm going to cum..."
I exploded into a tremendous full-body orgasm. My body shook, and my legs quivered as my husband continued to pump the fake black cock into my pulsating sex. Eventually, it was too much to handle, and I had to pull myself away. I turned and fell to the bed, panting while my husband simply looked on with one hand still holding Larry and the other tugging his cock.
Seeing him pulling on his erection, I was reminded of my intention to have his next orgasm be ruined like his first, so I said, "drop Larry on the bed and lay down. I want you to clean my pussy after it was used by black cock."
My instructions halted my husband's stroking, but he didn't say anything. He complied and was soon on his back next to me. I pushed myself up, grabbed Larry, and swung my leg over my husband's chest to straddle his face. I made sure my legs pinned his arms so he couldn't touch himself, and then I lowered my pussy to rest on his lips.
His tongue immediately snaked into my aroused slit, and I began to grind into him. Once I felt he was focused on me and not on his erection, I brought Larry up in front of my face and began to lick the black rubber cock. I could taste myself on Larry, and mixed with the work of my husband's licking, the stir of another mini orgasm rumbled through me.
Looking down between my thighs, I saw my husband look up at me, so I said, "do you love that your wife is becoming a slut for black cock?"
He muffled an affirming reply into my pussy.
"Do you think you could handle me becoming black cock only, like my temporary tattoo says," I asked, pushing him further?
Again, another muffled affirmation filled my sex as I ground myself into his mouth.
"I would only suck and fuck black cock, while you would only be able to jerk off to the videos," I continued before turning around to face the other way. My pussy still pressed into my husband's mouth, but now my jewel-stuffed ass stared back at him. As I set Larry down on the bed, I ensured that my legs continued to pin his arms down.
"Does that turn you on to think about me letting other black men use me while you only get to watch," I asked, touching the tip of my husband's straining erection.
I lifted to allow him to vocalize his response, to which he said, "yes."
"Of course, you will still be able to do what you are doing now, and maybe if you're good, I will still stoke you," I said while slowly sliding my hand lightly up and down his rigid shaft.
"But that would be all you would get if I become black cock only," I emphasized my statement with a firm grip at the base of his prick and a forceful stroke upwards.
As my hand came away from his bobbing pole, I achieved the effect I was hoping to see. A rivet of cum began to leak out of the head and ran down his pulsing rod. Because he had already experienced a powerful orgasm earlier, this one lacked the explosiveness. However, I could tell it was just as mighty.
"Oh, I'm sorry, babe, I didn't realize you were cumming," I said as his orgasm subsided before adding, "I bet it didn't feel as good as it could have. Oh well. Maybe next time." I then rolled off him and the bed and left for the restroom to let him bask in the fog of what he had just experienced.
The end... for now.
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Naomi's Continued Rendezvouses
Author's Note: To all the naysayers from the previous Naomi series, these are fictional stories. If it isn't for you, there is no need to read it. So if you read on and then leave a negative comment, I'll know that you just haven't owned that you genuinely want to experience something resembling the story.
For everyone else, I hope you enjoy the continued story of Naomi. Thank you for taking the time to read, and as always, feel free to leave a comment about what you would like to see in future stories.
After the release of the third video with Geo, the wheels were in motion to find me another black man. Surprisingly, my husband was eager to take point on the project we had nicknamed "Project: Black Only for Naomi." He set up dating profiles and social accounts to begin sourcing gorgeous black men to fuck me.
Considering how much I enjoyed my rendezvous weekend with Geo, I was excited to try out similar meetings with other men. I did urge that my identity remain a secret, as I still wasn't sure I wanted it to be public knowledge that I was a newly sex-crazed wife for black men.
Predictably, it wasn't hard for my husband to begin communicating back and forth with several interested suitors. We worked together to cull the pool of men with the criteria of being close by, attractiveness, and picture proof of their impressive endowments. Many of the men my husband presented to me also seemed to make online interracial content, which I took to mean my husband also enjoyed that aspect of my weekend with Geo. Video capabilities then became another criterion that we used to select the first of what we both hoped would be many black men to fuck me.
All in all, the process only took two weeks to find my next black man. My husband found him on Reddit, and after initial contact, we set up a time to meet up for a shoot at a downtown hotel in our city. His name was Don, and he had an OnlyFans account for which he filmed content and used Reddit, Twitter, and other online porn sites to promote it. I looked over some of his previously filmed content and was turned on by what I saw.
I didn't need much convincing. All that needed to be ironed out were general ground rules for how everything would play out. I ensured that it was okay to wear some type of eye covering to help protect my identity. Don had no issue with this. He asked what I was okay with doing with him regarding sex. I informed him that after viewing his content, I had no objections to anything he had done with other women in his videos.
Don wanted to make sure because he had some things his fans had been asking for that he had yet to do but wanted to try. I assured him that I would be open to almost anything and that the more aroused I got, the more open I typically became.
Once we set a meeting date, all I had left to do was prepare. Preparations primarily meant watching Don's content over and over. In doing so, I caught on to the prominent theme of a black man's domination over a white woman. He liked pushing the idea that a white woman's role was serving a powerful black man, which caused me to become more eager for our meeting.
With the theme of Don's videos serving as inspiration, I went shopping for the perfect outfit and mask for our meeting. The mask was easy; I selected another face decal from the same company I purchased my third "mask" for my videos with Geo. The style was called "swirlyqueue" and consisted of flirty swirls that circled over my browline and under my eye.
The outfit I chose proved a little more time-consuming, as I wanted to ensure it would ooze sexiness while exuding an aura of submissiveness. After extensive online browsing/searching, I decided on a seductive lingerie set from Bluebella. Their Calypso Black Gold set perfectly met my criteria, and I took no time punching in my credit card to order it, even though it was pricier than I was expecting to spend.
There was not much to the lingerie set; a sheer mesh bra, matching g-string, and a simple body harness/garter belt, but the look when all together shouted, "I need to get fucked." The features sold me on it were the gold link details and how the garter belt harness doubled to look like a thin collar. It was a subtle nod at being submissive and was ideal for my video with Don. I would wear my black leather spike heels to finish the look.
My husband and I agreed that meeting Don at the hotel alone would be best as there would be less uneasiness among everyone. Of course, staying home meant my husband would have to wait until I returned and the video's release to find out what happened. Though, how turned on and excited he got from my three videos with Geo assured me that he was okay with this arrangement.
I also had my husband book me a separate hotel room from the one we agreed to secure for the meet-up. I could get myself ready in my chosen attire and mask without driving to a hotel or doing it all in the room with Don waiting for me. My husband wasn't too keen on spending double the money on the rooms, but he conceded after some subtle sexy teasing.
While searching for the next black man to have sex with me and all the preparations for my meeting with Don, I held to my idea that I was now for black cock only. I reminded my husband what he had agreed to during our viewing session of my final video with Geo and denied him any sex with me. However, I wasn't ruthless; I gave him a few handjobs while he pleasured me with his mouth. Unfortunately, those handjobs, somehow, always ended with ruined orgasms for him for some unknown reason. "Wink."
The day of my rendezvous with Don came, and I kept correspondence with him leading up to the date. I let him know the room for the night would be under his name and I would meet him there at six p.m. We had agreed to the general outline of how the night would go, and he flew a few ideas past me. I didn't want him to give away too much, and I told him so by indicating that I would be open to anything.
After all, I had been religiously watching his content and felt confident about what I would be experiencing with him. Therefore, it was no surprise that in my separate hotel room, I found my pussy practically leaking arousal as I got myself ready. My arousal grew as I looked myself over in the mirror and saw just how sultry and seductive I looked in the minimal lingerie.
I was going for the vibe of a submissive sexual vixen, and I pulled it off. The face decal to serve as my mask was a subtle addition and did little to hide my identity. However, at that point, and after three videos already published by Geo, I was no longer that concerned. My sole focus was enjoying whatever the evening had to offer.
To avoid being too embarrassed walking the hallways of the hotel from my room to the one Don was in, I put on a kimono robe-style cover-up before leaving my hotel room. I only brought my phone and slipped my room key into my phone's case. As I walked, the click-clack of my heels on the tiled floor hallway made me feel both mighty and naughty, further focusing on what I was there to experience.
My room was on a lower floor than Don's, meaning I had to ride the elevator. Usually a meaningless event, but when dressed as I was, a lift ride with strangers brought about a higher-than-normal level of awkward silence. When the doors opened onto my floor, I was presented with the presence of two younger couples already inside.
I stepped inside, trying my best not to blush. The two couples seemed embarrassed, too; at least the women did, but someone broke the tension by asking me what floor button to push. Replying, the person pressed the appropriate button, and the elevator doors slowly rolled closed.
No one else spoke as we rode until we neared their floor. Just as the elevator slowed, one of the women broke the silence and asked, "I like your eye decoration; what is it exactly?" Caught somewhat off guard, I took a moment to register her question before replying as the elevator doors opened.
"Oh, thank you. It's like a body decal I got online from a company called Face Lace."
As I moved to allow them room off the lift, the woman said, "interesting. I might have to look into them. They certainly give you a mysterious look."
When they left the elevator, I thanked her again for the compliment and watched them walk away. I was left alone on the lift beaming with even more confidence as it rose higher into the hotel. If only those two couples knew what I was about to engage in, they probably would have had even more questions.
Reaching Don's floor, I confidently exited the elevator and walked the hallway to his room. I knew he would be filming when he opened the door, and I wanted to ensure I was as mentally prepared as possible. Taking a deep breath, I removed my robe before I knocked on the door and laid it on the floor next to the wall.
When Don opened the hotel room door, his and his camera's first view of me was clad in my minimal lingerie set. He showed no sign of being shocked; I was the one stunned. Don stood before me without a stitch of clothing, and his erect ebony shaft jutted straight out from his lean, trim body.
Don did not have the muscular mass that Geo had, but he was taller. He had a fit physique with defined, toned muscles. He was also darker skinned than Geo. I believe that instinctively, I licked my lips as I took in his form.
Don broke me out of my lustful stare by saying, "here's my newest white slave; I see she knows how to dress appropriately. Let's see if she is good at following orders."
My body flushed at his words, but I didn't say anything in return. Instead, I awaited what he would say next.
"Give me your phone and get down on your hands and knees," Don ordered.
Stretching out my arm, I handed him my phone. He snatched it from me with his free hand, and I dropped to my knees first, then placed my hands on the cool tile floor. In the instructed position, I looked back up at Don.
I witnessed Don looking at my phone before he said, "Let me see something real quick." He then reached out to me with his hand holding my phone. With the screen facing me, I watched my phone unlock with the facial recognition software. Don pulled his arm back to look at my phone and seemed happy to find it had opened. "This should prove fun," he said to himself as I remained on my hands and knees in the hallway, and he navigated through my phone.
My phone unlocking from facial recognition further solidified that my eye decals did little to conceal who I was, but I did not fret as I focused more on Don and the massive ebony pole pointing straight at me.
"Follow me, slave," Don commanded while slowly returning to the room.
I was happy to comply, knowing I would soon experience Don's mighty cock. Though, I was slightly concerned about leaving my cover-up in the hall. As we progressed into the hotel room, that worry faded as I marveled at how much nicer his room was than the one I had just left. My husband and I had splurged on a suite for the meet-up before I requested a second room to get ready in. Upon seeing the extra space, I was happy we did.
We stopped in front of the room's couch, and Don indicated I was to rise to just rest on my knees before him while he set my phone down. As I did, he stepped towards me and held his thick manhood in his hand, inches from my face. The head was a rich, dark purple that resembled a plum in color and size.
"Are you ready to serve a powerful black man," Don asked.
I replied quickly, "Yes."
"What's your name," he asked next.
Without hesitation, I answered, "Naomi."
In a blur of motion, he slammed his hefty cock into my face. Slapping me with his manhood forcefully. I could feel the warmth of the impact spread across my face.
"No, you are my white slave and will now be known as Slave," Don corrected me before adding, "so I'll ask again, what is your name?"
Understanding what he wanted, I replied, "Slave."
"You want my dick, Slave," Don questioned.
Again, I answered simply, "yes." With my response, Don began to plop his cock onto my face with tiny soft slaps. He smacked his purple cockhead onto my forehead, cheeks, lips, nose, and eyes as he spoke.
"Are you going to serve me and my mighty black cock? Show me just what the worth of a white woman is. Are you going to show everyone the true role of a white slave?"
Between impacts, I replied with a sense of desperation in my voice, "yes."
Don then began to hold his cock flat on my face and slide the long shaft across my features. Occasionally, his bulbous ball sack would hit my chin or graze my lips, adding to the degradation and fueling my desire for him.
"Here, get my cock in your mouth. Show me what you can do," Don instructed.
I moved my face back to comply and grabbed his thick erection to guide it to my mouth. Don stopped me, though, "no hands slut," and I dropped them back onto my lap. Using my tongue, I snaked it out to secure the bulbous tip and locked my lips over the glossy surface. Instantly I could taste his precum and desperately wanted to taste all of his seed.
As I started moving my mouth up and down on his shaft, using my tongue to bathe it as I went, I took his length further until it hit the entrance to my throat. I attempted to back off instead of trying to deepthroat him at that time, but Don had other ideas. His free hand gripped my head and pulled it into him. Feeling his cock begin to cut off my air supply, I instinctively reached my hands up to hold him back.
Don let up but then spewed out, "I told you, slave, no hands." He then pulled his cock entirely away and walked towards the bed. I watched him retrieve something from the mattress before turning back and returning.
Rather than stand in front of me, he positioned himself at my back. "Hands behind you," he ordered. Obediently, my hands went to my back in a flash.
I could feel him pull sturdy plastic loops onto each wrist. Then a zipping sound filled the room, and the loops were tightened around my wrists, securing them together.
"That should keep you from using your hands," Don said, returning to stand before me.
I glanced over my shoulder and confirmed he had secured my arms behind me with zip-tie cuffs. Testing their strength, I confirmed I wouldn't get out of them without them being cut off. Turning back to look at Don, I was instantly presented with his throbbing member. He pushed it into my mouth without delay and again grabbed the back of my head to pull me further onto him.
Trying to relax, I focused on my breathing as he fed his engorged shaft deeper. As Don's cock reached new depths, my throat began to spasm involuntarily. My body tried to dislodge the invasion, but Don's firm grip on my head meant only spittle was ejected, coating the remainder of his shaft and my face.
"Yeah slut, let me have your white throat. Take my superior black cock into your pathetic hole," Don spouted out at me as my eyes bulged and watered.
Seconds later, he relented his efforts and pulled his now saliva-coated snake from my mouth. Again he rubbed it all over my face, using my hair to guide me. I was soon coated with a sheen of sticky saliva and pre-cum, further adding to my humiliation and degradation. I had only arrived minutes ago, and already Don was using me more forcefully than Geo ever had. My pussy flooded with the realization.
"That's how a black man should use a white slave. What makes it better is that you are married, isn't that right, slave," Don asked, still rubbing my face into his cock.
I replied as Don moved my face to his balls, "yes."
"Haha, yeah, and your husband is a little white boy. He doesn't use you like this, does he," Don further questioned.
As I answered, "no," Don released my head and again began slapping his stiffness into my face.
"Of course, he doesn't. You wouldn't let him. It takes a powerful black man with a big black cock to put you in your place," Don responded. "You love it, though. You love being a submissive slave for a big black cock."
Don then suddenly turned away and reached for my phone. He again held the screen before my face so it would unlock. "Suck on my balls," Don instructed while looking through my phone. Dutifully, I did as he wished and took one of his oversized testicles into my mouth. His heavy organ rested on my face as I worked and usually obstructed my view.
After some time passed, I realized Don was holding my phone lower than before, closer to my face. This action confused me, but then he began to speak, "do you think your younger self would be surprised to see you now?"
I pondered his question momentarily and then replied, "Yes, she would. It took a powerful black man to reveal what I am."
His thumb swiped over my phone's screen before asking, "So you are no longer that little naive white girl?"
My curiosity about what Don was doing on my phone grew, as it seemed he was purposefully making sure he recorded what he was doing along with me still sucking his black balls. I pushed my thoughts aside as I answered simply, "no."
"You have awoken to the power of a black man and his cock, and your role to serve him as a white slave," Don added, swiping his thumb once more on the screen of my phone.
Kissing Don's sack, I responded, "Yes, I must serve a black man."
"Is that what you are thinking about when you take selfies like this," Don asked while turning to show me what he was looking at on my phone.
To my shock, it was a picture I had taken of myself for my husband. I was topless, but using my arm to cover my breasts and posing while smiling brightly. Before I could understand what I was looking at, Don swiped the screen again and asked, "or this one?" It was another selfie; however, I was fully dressed this time.
Turning my phone away from me again, Don continued, "you seem to take a lot of selfies. You must love performing for the camera." He continued swiping through my photos, revealing my many pictures to his recording camera. I knew this meant he was exposing my identity, but I said nothing as his actions further fueled my desire to serve him dutifully.
(I would later learn that Don planned to edit this portion of the video to keep it out of the version shown to his everyday fans. He would offer the full unedited version to his highest-paying fans, thus limiting the chance of being so easily recognized.)
Don, seemingly finished using my phone, tossed it behind him onto the couch. He then reached down and gripped me under my armpit to lift me to my feet. With a nudge, he directed me toward the bed. As I reached it, I noticed other cameras set up on tripods, and my pussy tingled with excitement.
"Climb up onto the bed," Don ordered from behind me.
I did as commanded, getting onto the bed and kneeling with my back to him. Don pushed at my upper back, and I fell face-first into the mattress. Swiftly, he spun me around so my head was pointed toward him, and then he flipped me onto my back. It was a whirlwind of motion, and I was, of course, caught off guard.
I was pulled down to let my head hang off the end of the mattress, and Don said, "now it's time to show how to use that white mouth of yours properly." He then pushed his rigid member into my mouth and thrust his hips. In a matter of seconds, Don was fucking my face, and with my hands restrained under me, I had no means to prevent him from doing so. Not that I wanted to stop him.
Don relentlessly plowed into my mouth and throat, eliciting vulgar noises and causing fluids to flow. He also continued to comment to further add to the degradation and humiliation of the skull fucking. In addition, he began to manhandle my breasts, slapping them as they jiggled and twisting my nipples.
The face fucking went on for nearly five minutes, with only the occasional break to keep me from passing out. When Don finally stopped, my face was coated with sticky saliva discharge, and my breasts and nipples were red from his abuse. I was only allowed a moment of reprieve before Don turned around and pressed his ass into my face.



My instincts took over, and immediately my tongue came out to begin licking his puckered hole and crack. Unlike when I ate out Geo's ass, Don was more forceful. He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my face further into his muscular buttocks. Don also ground his backside up and down my face while spouting derogatory words for the cameras.
While the treatment was rough, and I could not move away, I loved every moment. I was giving myself over to Don for his pleasure and desire. It was a freeing feeling of sexuality. I didn't have to concern myself if I was doing something suitable or he liked; he was taking what he wanted from me.
My face was a mess when he finally got enough of it in his ass, and he left me alone momentarily; head still hanging off the edge of the bed. I was breathing hard from the previous lack of oxygen and heightened arousal. It had only been twenty minutes since I arrived, and already I felt more used and defiled than ever before. I was momentarily scared when Don returned to me as he held a small knife. However, I was quickly put at ease when he spoke.
"I like the collar harness thing you are wearing, but the rest needs to go,"
Don then reached down and cut away my bra and panties with the knife. I knew that both pieces were no longer wearable, meaning I would return to my room later in only my robe. That was, however, if it was still on the floor in the hallway when it would be time to leave.
That would be a problem for later, as once the garments were cut off, Don again spun me around on the mattress. I was now positioned with my legs dangling off the edge of the bed, and Don quickly kicked them open to stand in front and over me. His raging erection bobbed below his chiseled abdomen. Without a word, he flipped my legs up and onto his shoulders.
Gripping his thick cock in his hand, Don said, "I'm going to take your white pussy now. I'm going to ruin it for your little white husband. Beg me to do it, slave."
I didn't need to be coerced to beg. I truly wanted what Don was offering, and quickly responded, "Please fuck my little white pussy with your powerful black cock. I want you to take me and ruin me for my little husband. Show me what it feels like to be fucked by a black god."
Don did not mount immediately. Instead, he teased me with his prick, slapping it onto my mound and asking, "You gonna take my dick raw, slave?"
"Fuck yes. Take me bareback. I need to feel you, please," I replied and pleaded.
Placing the tip of his cock at the entrance to my sex, Don looked down at me and, with one thrust, shoved his entire length into me. I wailed out in pleasure as the feeling of his thick organ driving into me felt divine. It felt like I had been split in two, and I loved it. Don pulled back slowly before ramming his meaty shaft to the hilt again.
Soon, Don's rhythm built until he quickly pounded my pussy with his battering ram of a cock. He pinned my legs back by my head for more leverage to further the onslaught of his rough fucking. In response, my pussy accepted everything he gave it. His cock soon became coated with the sheen of my copious arousal.
My moans and screams became a constant as my body rode through a string of powerful orgasms. I was putty under Don as he kept up his impressive pace. It became apparent that he was fully intent on fucking me as hard and as fast as he possibly could. Ravaging my cunt with his black cock. My husband could never think of replicating such a performance, and thus Don was doing as he said, ruining my pussy for my husband.
After an ungodly amount of time and countless orgasms, Don slammed his massive organ to a stop deep inside me. He then began to flood my sex canal with his seed. Pulse after pulse, I could feel his shaft flex with another expulsion of cum into me. It felt neverending but eventually did trickle to a stop. At which, Don slowly pulled his cock free of my newly gaped pussy.
Don made sure to get a close-up, while my legs rested on his shoulders, of just how used my naked sex looked after his pummeling. He even captured the slow leak of his thick load from my slit. The visual must have inspired him as Don reached under me and slid my wedding ring off my finger. For the viewers, he placed the ring at the gaped opening of my slit, setting it the stream of his black seed leaking out.
After capturing the further humiliation of my marriage, Don stepped away, causing my legs to fall like limp noodles. He stood just before my splayed body, filming me recovering from the intense fuck session. With my arms still pinned behind me, there was not much I could do but breathe and pant. To my surprise, Don rolled me to my stomach and cut the zip-tie cuffs off me.
"That should be good for a first act," Don announced.
As I sat up, rubbing my arms to bring some life back to them, I noticed he was no longer filming.
Nodding towards the attached restroom, Don said, "you can clean up some before we start up again."
My fingers reached into my battered sex, sliding through Don's gooey offering to retrieve my wedding ring. I then stood up and walked in silence towards the restroom. As I reached the door, I turned to see Don walking out to the balcony with a joint.
Looking at myself in the mirror, I was amazed at how worked over I looked in such a short time. My minimal makeup was a mess from the facefucking, and my entire body seemed to have a reddish glow. I had just experienced the most intense fucking of my life, and as Don indicated, it was only act one. There was more to come, and I was eager to experience it.
Washing my face and discharging the remaining sperm from my slit, I cleaned myself enough to rejoin Don and get act two started. I could not reapply my make-up because I did not bring my bag. I would appear naturally, except for my eye decals. It felt rawer this way, and I welcomed the feeling.
As I exited the restroom, I went to join Don on the balcony. I knew it meant venturing outside in nothing but the remaining collar harness I was wearing, but having seen Don walk out wholly naked, I was not concerned.
Stepping out into the night air, I found Don sitting on the lone chair, his feet on a small pillow-top ottoman. The balcony wasn't large but was private from neighboring rooms. However, the exterior wall was glass, allowing anyone outside an unobstructed view of us. Thankfully, the height of our floor relative to any neighboring buildings meant being seen by anyone was unlikely.
Don waved me over to join him. I took a few steps over to stand in front of him. Don then removed his feet from the ottoman and spread open his legs. "Sit down," he said, offering me his joint as I did.
I politely declined, as I was never one for weed. Don shrugged and pulled his offer back to take a drag from it himself. Blowing out a cloud of skunky-smelling smoke, he leaned back in his chair and spoke.
"If you don't want to partake, you can at least use that pretty white mouth to clean me up," he said, pointing at his semi-hard black snake hanging obscenely between his legs.
With nothing else to do and still willing to serve him, I leaned in and took his hefty manhood into my mouth. Even deflated from its previous arousal, it was still mightier than I've ever experienced with my husband. I could taste the pungency of my arousal as I savored his meat in my mouth. Mixed with my juices was the familiar tang of sperm, which made for an unusual flavor, not a bad one, a bad one that I found curiously addictive.
I dutifully lapped up all traces of the unique taste, thoroughly cleaning every inch of his ebony rod and Don's bountiful sack. Of course, my oral ministrations also excited Don, and as I finished my task, his cock was once again standing proudly erect. Seemingly in sync with me licking away the last traces of our mixed arousal, Don had finished his joint and stood up.
"Stay here, I'm going to grab a few things, and we can get started again," Don said while stepping around me towards the room.
He left me to ponder what would be in store for me, and my mind rolled through countless scenarios, all of which would come true. When Don returned, he carried a camera on a tripod and a handheld camera. He set up the tripod on the opposite end of the balcony. Don returned to the chair and set the other camera on the seat. That is when I noticed he also held another set of zip-tie cuffs.
"Stand up," Don ordered, and I quickly complied.
He expertly secured the zip-tie cuffs to my wrists and the balcony rail. With me locked in place, he walked back to the camera on the tripod and set it to begin recording. I then watched as he walked behind me to retrieve the other camera and hold it up to record.
Pressing the back of my head, causing me to bend at the waist and my secured hands to slide along the rail, Don said, "Bend over, slave; I'm going to take your white ass out here on the balcony."
I felt him dragging the fat head of his cock up and down my still-drenched pussy lips, and I wondered what he would feel like in my ass. I was also concerned, as I didn't think my arousal would be enough lubrication for the task. That would be a concern for later, as Don seemed content on teasing me and further pushing the humiliating black power narrative.
"White sluts like you live to serve a powerful black man. You know you must give yourself to us; it's your duty. That is why you willingly take big black cocks in your worthless white assess, to humiliate yourselves for a black man's enjoyment," Don preached before asking, "isn't this true?"
Knowing what he wanted to hear and speaking honestly, I replied, "Yes, I want you to use my ass. Show me how much power the black man has. Take my ass for your pleasure."
"You ever let your husband in your ass," Don questioned in response.
I answered, admitting to more than I thought I would, "Never. It has only ever been open to black cock. Ever since, so has the rest of my body."
Don let out a boisterous laugh before asking, "Is that right? You don't let your husband fuck you at all anymore?"
He kept flicking his tip through my slit, and I began to moan as I replied, "No, not at all. I occasionally use my hand on him, but somehow I always ruin his orgasms." Upon finishing my response, I innocently shrugged my shoulders to convey that my husband's ruined orgasms were not accidental.
"Exactly how it should be," Don replied, and I felt his mushroom tip fall away from my throbbing sex. Looking over my shoulder, I saw him retrieve a bottle of lube he must have stashed in the chair's cushion.
Flipping the top open, he poured a generous amount onto the top of my ass before tossing the bottle back onto the chair. The slick liquid slowly slid into the crack of my ass, and Don assisted it with his prodding prick and fingers. Feeling him work the slippery lube into my tight anal ring made me purr with pleasure, and I began to wiggle my hips in response.
My eagerness spurred Don on, and I soon felt his thick cock head pressing into my tight opening. Not having been too versed in anal sex, my ass resisted, but the lube and Don's persistence allowed him access. I let out a wail of pain and pleasure as he pierced my sphincter.
I quickly adjusted to the stretching as Don began to slip more of his lengthy member into my anal canal. "You have a tight white ass slave, but I can tell you love it," Don announced before asking, "do you like getting your ass fucked?"
Through moans and grunts, I answered, "ungh, yes. I love getting my ass fucked."
"Let my viewers hear you, let the world hear you. Tell everyone what I'm doing and how much you love it," Don ordered as he bottomed out in my ass and began fucking me more thoroughly.
Wanting to prove myself to him, I practically shouted, "Oh Fuck! Keep fucking my ass! Keep fucking my ass with your big black cock! I love it! I love giving my white ass to a black cock! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
Don had started hammering his rod rapidly in and out of my accepting butt, and all I could do was hang on and moan as he had his way with me. There was no tenderness or love. It was primal and animalistic. Don was using my ass for his pleasure and doing so as roughly as he pleased.
To add to the harshness of the anal pounding, Don began to rain down swats onto the flesh of my ass cheeks. Each time another slap connected, I yelped in response but did not attempt to prevent him from continuing. I could feel the warmth of each stinging smack as the blood radiated into the impacted areas. Sitting would be uncomfortable for two reasons. It was a brutal assault on my rear end, but one I desired and was enjoying.
Don's thrusts felt like a battering ram into my guts as if he was trying to bore a hole deeper into me. All I could do was hang onto the railing and accept the pummeling his thick cock gave me.
"Fuck, you can take a good ass pounding," Don announced, bottoming out balls deep in my ass. He added, "I need a drink before I can continue drilling you out."
I felt his long, thick cock slide out of my stretched-open asshole until it pulled entirely free and left me gaping. "Hang out here; I'll be right back," Don said with a laugh as he walked around me and back into the room. The cool night air eased the sting of my aching anal cavity, and I was thankful for the moment of reprieve. It allowed me to catch my breath and reacquaint myself with everything that had happened.
Ziptied to a balcony railing while a powerful black man ravaged my ass was a new experience. As I rested my head against my restrained hands, I looked out of the glass partition and was brought back to the realization that it was all happening in the possible view of others. Again, I reassured myself that such a likelihood was unlikely. I then look into the unblinking eye of the video camera in front of me.
Others would see my debasement, not just in the moment, but for all time. Just as I had with Geo, I allowed Don to record me performing for him to post online. They both gained monetary rewards from the video, yet I never thought to ask for compensation for my part in the videos. I allowed them to make money from my acts of depravity without earning a cut myself.
This thought didn't bother me, though. I wasn't looking for wealth; I was looking for a memory to hold onto. I was looking to unlock the deep desires stashed away in my brain. To experience what raw and primal experiences were available to me if I gave myself to them.
I had lived my normal life, which had been good but not great. I may not have realized what I was missing when my husband first brought up the idea of sharing me with another man, but now that I had experienced it, there was no way I could stop and return to my regular life. Having black men use me was now vital to me. I knew this the moment I stepped into Geo's hotel room, I knew it as I waited for Don to return and continue plowing my ass, and my husband knew it the moment he watched my first video with Geo.
Seeing me with other men was no longer just his fantasy; this was my life, and I intended to live it to the fullest.
The remainder of my night with Don went as expected. He returned and fucked my ass until he filled it with a load of his cum. I then sucked his cock clean as I limply hung from my hands secured to the balcony railing. After that, he fucked me one other time. He finished on my face before tossing me and my phone into the hallway.
I was surprised by the abrupt action and took a moment to comprehend my situation. Don's hotel door latching shut snapped me into action to remedy that I was standing naked and cum-covered in a hotel hallway. Looking at the floor, I thanked the heavens that my robe was still there and quickly dashed to pick it up.
Being somewhat covered helped calm my nerves, but my face was still plastered with Don's sperm, and I needed to get back to my room multiple floors below. Using the stairs in my heels and on my orgasm-weakened legs would np[t be an option, which meant I had to risk an elevator ride.
Thankfully, it was a solo ride, but I did run into a hotel bellhop as I walked the hallway to my room. I shyly gave him a wave and noticed he did a double take after greeting me. I was too embarrassed to turn around and look at him again and merely plodded to my room.
Inside the privacy of my hotel room, I collapsed just inside the door from exhaustion and relief. As I lay on the floor, one of my hands found my pussy while the other pushed cum into my mouth. My climax exploded quickly after that.
The next day, I returned home to my eagerly waiting husband and relayed the previous night's events to him as I jerked his cock to a full orgasm. As he recovered from his first complete orgasm in a while, I asked, "who's next?"
The End for Now.
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"So, do you have any plans this weekend?"
That was the typical question Beckett's co-worker often asked at the end of the school week. They often shared their plans for the weekends and how they hoped to decompress from teaching all week. It was more of a general professionalism back and forth between the two teachers as they both understood the boundaries of work life and personal life.
Having that distinction worked in Beckett's favor, as he wasn't quite sure how to answer the question his female colleague was asking this time. Not because he didn't know what his plans were, but because the plans he and his wife had made were not their typical ones.
"Tess and I have a date night planned tonight, but I'm not sure about the rest of the weekend," Beckett answered, trying to be as vague as possible. "What about you?"
Sharon, the younger female teacher, shrugged before replying, "No date night for me, just going to catch up on cleaning and hang out with my dogs."
She was a single woman, who didn't entirely seem all that eager to be in the dating scene. Beckett sensed she was more involved in the life of being a good teacher and hanging out with the friends she had made at school than worrying about finding a man. He respected that.
"Anyways, I'm not getting out of here anytime soon. Got too many essays to grade. You have fun on your date night," Sharon said while turning back into her classroom.
"Yeah, I think we will, thanks. See you on Monday," Beckett replied, slinging his bag over his shoulder and heading down the hallway.
As Beckett walked through the halls of the school, he was thankful Sharon hadn't asked any follow up questions about his date night. It wasn't because he didn't want to share, it was because he didn't really know. Tess, his wife, had made the plans, and they didn't entirely involve him.
The two of them had recently begun experimenting with a cuckold relationship and, in the past few weeks, found a bull that we were both comfortable with. His name was Xavier, but he went by X. He had asked Tess for a night out alone, and she immediately said yes. Tess set up everything before even informing Beckett about it.
Beckett was caught off guard a little when his wife presented the plan to him, but it didn't take long for him to get wholly aroused by the idea of Tess out on the town with her bull. Beckett was not given further information besides the time and date for their night out.
As Beckett drove home, he mind wandered with the endless possibilities his wife and X could get into later that night. Of course, most of his thoughts were centered around Tess and X having passionate sex. His typical twenty minute drive home flew by, and he was soon pulling into the driveway of their home.
Tess had texted Beckett earlier in the day to inform him that she would be out at the salon getting her hair done for the date. So he knew that she wouldn't be home when he arrived, which meant he had even more time to contemplate all the different scenarios of his wife's coming night out.
It was a few hours later when Beckett heard the sound of the garage door opening, and it shook him from his thoughts. He stood to greet as she walked into the house, and upon walking through the door, Beckett's jaw dropped open.
Tess's usual short-brown hair was now platinum blonde and cut to a more edgy hairstyle, shaved on one side and flipped up and over the other. "Do you like it," Tess asked?
Shaking himself out of the initial shock, Beckett replied, "Yeah, you look great. It's new, but you look amazing."
"Thank you. It was X's idea, but I love it," the newly blonde wife said. She leaned in and kissed her husband quickly before adding, "Now I need to get cleaned up and dressed. X said he is picking me up at seven."
As Tess turned to walk towards their bedroom, Beckett noticed the package she held under her arm and inquired about it. "What's in the package?"
"It's the outfit X ordered for me to wear tonight. I have no idea what's inside, but I'm sure it's something sexy," Tess answered.
Endless possibilities again began to roll through Beckett's brain as he replied, "I'm sure it will be. Enjoy your shower. I'll just go back to watching TV."
Tess, bubbling with excitement, pranced towards the bedroom, shutting the door behind her. She was as giddy as a schoolgirl, and Beckett could already feel the stirrings of his own arousal. Knowing that she had changed her whole hairstyle per X's request reminded Beckett of how much more demanding their bull had become in recent weeks.
Slowly, with each meet-up, X had started becoming more authoritative with the couple. He began referring to each of them by more derogatory names rather than their real names. X would call Tess; bitch, whore, slut, or even cunt, each of which Tess responded to positively in the moments. She even began accepting X using those terms when referring to her in their communications outside of sex.
During the time when Beckett was present, which had recently become less and less, X began calling him; cuck, cucky, and bitch-boy. The desired effect was evident, as he became seen by both as the alpha of the relationship. Beckett didn't mind the changing dynamic, as it became apparent that the sexual humiliation of their cuckold relationship is what got him off. Furthermore, Tess thoroughly enjoyed freely giving herself over sexually to a powerful and dominant man.
X fit the bill perfectly. He stands at just under six foot three inches tall, and though Beckett is taller, X's muscular build puts Beckett to shame. X was a former college football player and has kept himself in shape since.
Speaking of which, X isn't that far removed from college as he is in his late twenties and nearly a decade younger than the married couple. That was another draw for Tess towards X. Having the attention, and sexual interest of a younger man made her feel more confident and sexy.
The other thing that drew the couple to X was that he was black. The underlying social stigma of a white wife being sexually promiscuous with a black man was undoubtedly exciting. They had often talked about Tess taking a black lover and how naughty it would look to see her holding a thick black cock in her white hand or taking it in her pussy.
So X ticked all their boxes and was now ticking ones they didn't even know they wanted.
Tess had taken her time showering and getting herself ready. It wasn't until five till seven that she finished, and walked out to show off to Beckett. Again, his jaw dropped in awe at the vision that stood before him. Tess was wearing a skin-tight white dress. The hem of her dress only barely went past her ass, and as Beckett looked closer, he noticed the dress was also somewhat sheer. It had a mesh-like quality about it, with tiny pinholes throughout the entirety of the fabric. The effect resembled a privacy screen, where you couldn't really see through but got a sense of what was underneath.
The obvious sense being given by the dress was that Tess wasn't wearing anything under the dress. On her feet, she paired the dress with strappy red heels and looked stunning.
Breaking Beckett out of his drooling daze, Tess asked, "Well, what do you think now that I'm all dressed up? Is the dress too risque?"
Beckett blew a wolf whistle before replying, "You look absolutely gorgeous. The dress is so sexy and just the right amount of naughty."
"You don't think it's too see-through," Tess asked, looking down at herself.
Beckett shook his head and replied, "It's hardly see-through. Just enough to give the illusion that you can see more."
"Are you sure? Because X told me not to wear anything under it," Tess questioned.
"That's hot. But, yes, it's fine. I would be more worried about how short it is while not wearing panties. Where is X taking you anyway," Beckett asked after reassuring his wife.
Tess shrugged her shoulders and said, "I don't know. He just said it would be a fun night out."
"In that dress, it will be fun in more ways than one," Beckett replied, approaching his dolled up wife for an embrace.
She stepped back, though, and said, "No, no. You can't get my make-up all messed up. Plus, X will be here any minute."
Beckett mimicked a pout and said, "I can't help it; you look so sexy."
"To give you something more to think about while I'm out with my black lover, have a peek at this," Tess said while lifting the front hem of her dress.
What she revealed was her completely smooth sex. Beckett had to pick his jaw off the floor for the third time. It had been so long since Tess had shaved off her pubic hair that her husband was legitimately surprised to see her hairless. However, her shaved beaver wasn't the only surprise he saw.
"Had it waxed earlier," she said before Beckett had a chance to gather his wits.
She typically used a razor, saying the idea of getting waxed didn't appeal to her. Yet, here she was, standing before her husband, about to go out on a date with her bull, waxed smooth. All Beckett could say was, "Really?"
"Yep. X asked me too, and you know I can't say no to him," Tess replied, dropping her dress back into place.
"What about the tattoo," her stunned husband asked, referencing the new two-inch black spade just above her slit.
Very casually, Tess responded, "Oh, that's just a temporary tattoo X told me to wear tonight too. He says it represents my desire for his black cock." Just then, her phone buzzed. "Oh, X is here. I'll see you later, baby. Not sure how late we will be out."
She trotted towards the door, leaving Beckett to shout, "Have a good time," as she hurried out to meet X. He shook his head and wondered what she would be getting into.
X's pristine black Dodge Challenger rumbled with power at the end of the driveway. Tess's body fluttered with excitement as she walked down to join him inside. Opening the passenger door and moving to sit down, Tess was instantly reminded of how short and tight her dress was. It was near impossible for her to get into his car without exposing her nude sex.
Tess looked over to X as she sat, setting her small clutch down by her feet, and saw he had a big bright smile. "You look so fucking good. Are you ready to have some fun tonight," he asked before leaning in to give her a deep and passionate kiss on my lips.
Being that they were still just in front of Tess's house, she became a little nervous that her neighbors might see, but those thoughts melted away almost instantly. When he broke off the kiss, X got them moving, pulling away in the car.
"Wow. So, where are we going tonight," Tess asked, reeling from the passion of the deep kiss.
One of X's hands came over and grabbed her thigh before he answered, "I thought we'd start at a chill wine bar and then see where the night takes us."
"Perfect," Tes purred in response. In her mind, Tess wondered just where the wine bar was and if she would be too underdressed. To her mild surprise, they didn't have to drive far as X pulled into an outdoor shopping mall and dining area Tess often frequented with her husband.
It was an upscale take on a small village walk that made for great evenings and dates with Beckett. The wine bar was a favorite of Tess's, but she was apprehensive about being here with X.
"Is this where we are going," she nervously asked as X looked for a parking place.
Confident as always, X replied, "Yeah, is that a problem?"
"It's just; this is really close to my neighborhood. We may see people I know," Tess tried explaining her apprehension.
She knew X understood what she was getting at, but he made her squirm as he said, "So."
"How will I explain them seeing me with you," Tess asked.
X laughed before saying, "Who cares? What are they going to do? Tell your husband they saw you out with a black man. Bitch-boy already knows you fuck around with chocolate, so it ain't cheating. You're just worried they will think that you are a slut, and you are. You are my slut. Isn't that right?"
The way he laid it all out made sense, and he was right, so Tess answered, "Yeah, I guess that makes sense."
"Of course it does. Now, tell me, what are you," X asked, now parked and staring into my eyes.
Casting her eyes down in a show of X's power over her, Tess said, "I'm your slut."
"Exactly, and I want to show you off. Let's go," X said.
They both exited the car, though Tess had to take an extra moment to adjust her dress and ensure she was covered. With X's arm around her waist, the naughty coupling walked towards the village walk and the wine bar within.
There were a lot of people out because it was a beautiful Saturday evening. That would mean plenty of people seeing Tess dressed so daringly slutty, in the arms of a big, powerful black man. The thought made her both nervous and aroused.
Immediately upon getting on the main walk, eyes began snapping to get a look at the couple. Tess tried to walk with an air of pride and confidence rather than sink into X with embarrassment. She was his slut, after all.
It only took a few minutes before they reached the wine bar, and surprisingly they were able to find open seats at the bar top. The place was crowded, as it was a popular spot for locals. After ordering, Tess glanced around and thankfully didn't recognize anyone. Her nerves settled at that, at least as much as they could, considering she was in public wearing a near-see-through dress that barely covered her ass and wasn't wearing anything underneath.
When their wine came, that further helped calm Tess's nerves. She took a healthy first swig, and felt the warmth of the alcohol flow down her throat. As he had while driving, X dropped his hand onto Tess's thigh and began to grip her soft flesh with his strong fingers lightly. Her pulse quickened as she envisioned those same fingers exploring her dripping sex.
Tess's thoughts were interrupted when X asked, "How does it feel to be out in public as my slut?"
"It's both exciting and nerve-wracking. I love how sexy I feel dressed as you wanted, but I can't help but worry that I am showing too much to everyone else," was her honest answer.
X smiled, and his hand moved further up Tess's leg before he said, "But those worries and nerves make it even more exciting. Deep down you want everyone to see you as the slut you are. The little married slut for black cock. Isn't that right?"
"Ungh," Tess softly moaned at his words before responding, "I think you're right. It's nerve-wracking, but I am so turned on being on display for you. You have a special ability to bring out my naughty side."
Gripping Tess's upper thigh a little more firmly, X said, "Of course I'm right. You are getting wet at the idea of someone seeing your bare, bald pussy. Someone you don't know, or even someone you do. You love that everyone can see a hint of your nipples through your slutty dress. It drives you wild, and makes you want more."
Before Tess could respond, X's hand moved from her thigh to her neck. He pulled Tess in for another deep kiss before breaking it off to whisper in her ear, "Does my slut want to get naughty tonight?"
Tes whispered in return, "Yes."
"How naughty," X asked, still holding on to her neck.
Wanting to convey her commitment to him, and doing her best to be honest with herself, Tess replied with a sultry, "The naughtiest."
X's hand fell from his slut's neck to take a sip of his wine, and then he casually said, "Spread your legs open more."
Tess was sitting somewhat facing him on the barstool and towards the entrance of the small wine bar. Spreading her legs open further would display her bare pussy not only to X but to anyone else looking in their direction. X's large frame would do an excellent job of blocking her from most peoples' view, and therefore taking another swig from her glass, Tess let her legs fall open.
The feeling of the cool air on her wetness was an instant reminder of just how short the dress was, but Tess wanted to prove how naughty she could be for X so she bravely held her legs open. She wanted X to know that she was his to command and have. Tess wanted to show him and anyone else that she was truly his slut.
"That spade tattoo looks perfect on you. Maybe one day we can get you a real one. Maybe with an X in it," X said as casually as if he was talking about his day at work.
Tess blushed at the thought of getting a real spade tattoo, but couldn't deny that the idea made her pussy gush. She replied as best she could, "Thank you. A real one would be so naughty."
"The naughtiest," was X's retort. Because he used the word Tess had just said in response, she wondered if he actually had plans for her to get a real spade tattoo. The thought made her shutter, and her sex slicken.
They sat and drank their wine, with X occasionally running his hand up and down Tess's spread open thighs. X got the bartender's attention as the two finished their glasses to settle the bill. Tess wasn't expecting to leave so soon, but she was curious about what X had planned. He laid out money to cover the bill and said, "Let's go for a stroll and enjoy the beautiful evening."
That sounded good to Tess, and she quickly slipped off her barstool, readjusted her dress, and took X's hand to allow him to guide the way out of the bar. The cool night air felt terrific as they exited into the main village walk, and Tess felt even more proud as X wrapped his arm around her waist again. This time his hand rested on her plump ass as they walked.
They hadn't been walking for more than a few moments before Tess suddenly slowed because of something she saw ahead of them. X sensed and felt his slut slow and asked, "What's up slut? You see something?"
Just about a hundred feet in front of us was what Tess had worried about earlier in the night. Someone she recognized and knew well was standing talking with others outside of a shop. It was a former co-worker of Tess's from before she started her own at home business. She had stayed in touch with her, Jenny, and had even gone out for girls' nights with her on a number of occasions.
Tess knew her friend would be shocked to see her out dressed as she was and in the arms of a man, not her husband. Tess relayed these concerns to X, trying to get him to avoid them having to pass her by saying, "There's a co-worker of mine up there. Can we cross to the other side so she doesn't see me?"
"Oh yeah. I think we should just keep walking then. As I said in the car, she ain't catching you cheating. She will just see you as you are, my slut," was X's casual reply.
With his statement, X ushered them both forward, gripping Tess's ass through her dress. He led them directly toward her, and there was no way to avoid it. About five feet from the group of women, the one Tess knew recognized her and instinctively let out a greeting.
"Tess! Oh my gosh, you dyed your hair," she asked before getting a chance to look her friend over and at who she was with.
With as much confidence as Tess could muster, she replied, "Oh hey, Jenny. Yeah, I thought I could use a fresh look."
"It looks great. What are you up to," she replied while eyeballing X.
Trying to keep her cool, Tess answered, "We were just out at the wine bar and now enjoying the evening. What about you?"
Jenny was obviously caught off guard by the situation. "Oh, yeah. Um, yeah, I'm just out on a girls' night with some friends. We were, ah, we were just on our way to the wine bar too," Jenny replied while pointing to the other women standing nearby. They waved politely. Noticeably flustered after getting a moment to process what she saw, Jenny asked "Who's your, eh friend?"
Tess blushed a little at the idea of having to introduce her black bull to a friend. "Oh, sorry. Let me introduce you two. Jenny, this is X."



X smiled and reached out his other hand to Jenny, saying, "It is a pleasure to meet you, Jenny," taking her hand into his and giving it a light shake.
"Nice to meet you too, X," Jenny said, momentarily lost in his gaze. When she shook herself out of it and took her hand back, she redirected her attention to Tess, saying, "I love your dress, Tess. It's so..." She took a moment to think about her next word before finally settling on "daring. I don't think I have the confidence for a dress like that."
Again, Tess blushed at her friend's words but thought Jenny would look stunning in such a dress. She was, afterall, about seven years younger and has the boobs and the butt for any outfit. The only thing Tess could think of in reply was, "Thank you," but before she could, X asked, "Girls' night out, does that mean you are all out to cut loose and get wild?"
It was Jenny's turn to blush, and all her friends laughed at X's question. Getting her wits back, Jenny answered, "I don't know how wild we will get, but we are certainly going to cut loose and relax."
Continuing to lead the conversation, X said, "Well, have fun, and try not to get into too much trouble." He stepped to pass around the group while still palming Tess's ass with his hand.
Jenny took that moment to coyly say, "I should probably be saying that to you two."
X laughed and then gave my ass a little slap, eliciting a slight yelp from me, before replying, "It's no fun if there isn't a little risk of trouble. Being naughty is always more fun."
Jenny's jaw dropped open at X's words, and Tess tried to defuse any negative thoughts she could see already stewing in her friend's head by cheerfully saying, "Bye, Jenny. Have a good night. See you soon, I'm sure."
X and Tess then continued walking past them and further along the sidewalk. Tess couldn't be sure, but she thought she could almost hear the women whispering amongst themselves as we walked away. More than likely, they were, and they were talking about Tess and X.
When the pair got further away, Tess looked up at X and said, "You're bad."
"I've only just begun," he replied, sending a bolt of excitement coursing through Tess. Just then, they reached a pathway that led off the main walk toward the back parking lot, and X guided them into it.
The pathway was narrow and not as well-lit, but X walked halfway down until the pair of them reached an installed trash bin. He pushed Tess against the container until her waist pressed into the rim. A slight nudge on her upper back, and she leaned forward as X had intended. Tess's heart raced with anticipation as she awaited his next move.
X's fingers gripped the hem of her dress and quickly slipped it over her plump rear. Tess expected to feel his fingers moving to her slickened sex, but they never did. Instead, X leaned down and whispered, "Still want to be a naughty slut?"
"Yessss," Tess hissed out in reply.
To her surprise and disappointment, X moved from behind to stand in front of Tess. He looked down at her pleading eyes and said, "Reach back and spread open your ass, slut."
Tess knew what he wanted. He wanted her to brazenly spread herself open yards from the constant stream of other people passing by on the village walk behind them. Anyone looking down the narrow path might see her open and exposed. Though it was risky and naughty, Tess had to do it. She needed to do it.
Once her hands reached back and completed obscenely spreading herself open, X put his fingers to Tess's lips and said, "Good slut. Now suck my fingers and tell me how naughty you are."
Tess licked his fingers, imagining they were his cock. "I'm just a naughty slut for you, Daddy. I can't help it. I want to be naughty for you and let you use me as your slut," she said before taking his fingers into her mouth and sucking them further.
X pushed his fingers in deep, making his slut gag a little before he said, "Maybe we should get your friend Jenny over here to show her exactly what you are."
Going back to licking his fingers, Tess replied, "Oh god, that would be so naughty. She would see how much of a slut I am and wouldn't have to wonder."
"You could text her to come meet you here, and let her see your true nature. Show her that you are a slut," X offered.
Tess pondered X's words while continuing to suck on his fingers. The idea of texting her friend to come and meet her so she could see Tess bent over and on display was devilishly naughty. Tess couldn't imagine doing it, but could also feel the desire to do so building up inside. Thankfully, fate decided for her, as she explained, "my phone is still in your car."
"Too bad. In that case, pull your dress back down, slut," X said after plunging his fingers deeper into Tess's mouth and then pulling them away.
Releasing her ass, Tess reached to grab the hem of the dress and pulled it down to cover herself. She was in a state. X could have asked her to remove the dress and fucked her over the trash can, and Tess would have let him. Instead, he had her make herself presentable, wrapped his arm around her again, and led the way back to the main walk.
The couple crossed over to the other side of the walk and strolled along until reaching a little dessert shop directly across from the wine bar they had previously been at. X pulled Tess in and ordered a sundae for them to share.
While the young college girl went about getting the sundae made, X's hand moved lower on Tess's ass before journeying back up. On the upstroke, his hand slipped under the hem of her dress, causing Tess to inhale in shock. She looked over her shoulder to see if anyone was behind them, and was relieved to see no one.
X's hand continued to rise under Tess's dress, bunching it up as he went until stopping to palm one of his slut's bare cheeks. Tess looked down at the front of her dress and could see it had risen as well but was, thankfully, still barely covering her nakedness. X held his grip on her exposed flesh until the shop girl finished their sundae. He moved his hand away to reach out and grab the treat from her. Tess was left slyly readjusting her dress once again.
They took the sundae outside, and X sat at a table just on the walk and within view of the wine bar. As Tess sat, she looked across and saw Jenny and her girlfriends seated at an outdoor table of the wine bar, enjoying their wine. They had noticed X and Tess yer, but they surely would, as it was apparent that was to be X's intention.
As they sat across from each other, spooning at the sweet dessert, X began to ask Tess more sexually provoking questions.
"How bad do you want my cock?"
Tess almost choked on the spoonful in her mouth at the bluntness of his question. Other people were walking past, and yet X seemed not to care. Collecting herself, Tess replied to the forward question, "Very badly."
"Is your pussy leaking for it," X asked before scooping up his next spoonful of ice cream.
Tess now blushed and replied softly, "Yes. I'm so wet right now."
"Good, but I don't think you've been naughty enough to earn my cock yet," X declared.
His statement made her pussy flutter with more arousal, her heart beat harder, and her head wondered what more she would have to do to "earn" his cock. However, Tess replied, "I'll do whatever it takes."
X grinned at his date while scooping up some whipped cream onto his finger. "In that case, suck."
Knowing what he meant, Tess quickly glanced to see if Jenny was looking and leaned forward to take his finger into her mouth. As she had earlier in the alley, Tess was sucking on his finger as if it was his cock. However, now she was out in the open, savoring the taste of whipped cream while others casually strolled past.
Getting lost in her role, Tess made a show of swirling her tongue around to get every last bit of the cream. She bobbed her head in and out, mimicking giving a blow job. After the cream was all gone, X pulled his finger away with a pop from Tess's mouth.
"Were you imagining that was my cock," X asked.
Shaking herself back to reality, Tess replied, "Oh, yeah."
"You know it won't be that easy to get the cream when it is my cock," X said.
Tess licked her lips while envisioning herself taking his wonderfully dark cock into her mouth and then replied, "Oh, I know."
The sexually charged couple continued to eat the ice cream and steal naughty looks at each other until Tess felt X's foot on the inside of her own. He was pushing against it, forcing her to move it. After a couple of steps with her foot, X began doing the same to the other foot. He was again getting Tess to open her legs and expose her naked sex.
As Tess's legs parted lewdly, she tried to act naturally and ate the sundae as if nothing was amiss. She didn't want to draw any extra attention their way, at least no more than they were already getting. Thankfully, the two of them had almost finished with the sundae, and Tess was expecting X to want to move on to something else more naughty once they had.
X fed Tess the last spoonful and said, "Let's go somewhere and get you out of that dress," confirming her supposition. Tess was caught off guard by this, as she figured he would want to show her off more, but she wasn't going to say no to going somewhere to get more intimate.
They both stood up, X took the empty cup to the trash and then returned to Tess's side to begin guiding the way down the walk again. When they reached the end, X followed the concrete path around the side of the last building, a closed clothing shop, and towards the back side parking lot. It wasn't the lot they had parked in, so Tess wasn't entirely sure where they were headed.
Tess kept quiet, as X led them to the backside of the shop and into a little nook for deliveries. There was only a faint light above the shop's back door, and the alcove was partially tucked back from the view of the parking lot. X's arm urged Tess to step forward, and she quickly began understanding his intentions for bringing her back there.
"This looks like a good place for a naughty slut to get naked," X proclaimed. "Go ahead and pull your dress off, slut."
Tess looked at him, stunned momentarily, but her arousal and desire made her hands move on autopilot. Slowly, she reached down and gripped the hem of her dress before guiding it up her slender body. Tess's wet pussy came into view immediately, and seeing the look of lust on X's face made it easier for her to continue.
The dress bunched up under Tess's perky, b-cup breasts before she lifted it over them. The cool night air felt wonderful on her rock-hard nipples as her boobs bounced back into place. With a final steadying breath, she pulled the only piece of clothing she had on over her head. Not sure what to do next, Tess held the garment in her hand and awaited further instruction from X while standing naked before him.
"Hang your dress on the door handle behind you," X said.
Tess turned to walk the three steps to the door and looped the arm straps of the dress on its handle. With the task completed, she looked back to X and was surprised to see him holding his phone up.
"Now pose for me slut. Show me how much you love to be naked and naughty in public," X instructed.
Being blatantly naked in public was a new experience, but something Tess found she was enjoying. However, having X take pictures while she was naked was an entirely different story. Beckett and her had spoken with X when they first met about photos and explained that they weren't too keen on the idea. So when X said he wanted to take pictures at that moment, Tess froze.
Could she let another man, even if he was her dominant bull, take nude pictures of her on his phone? He would have complete control of them to look at and use as he desired. Tess's rational brain tried to get her to say something, but her impulsive and aroused mind told her to trust X and that he wouldn't do anything nefarious with the pictures.
After her mini-internal debate, Tess relaxed and began to pose for X. The first snap he took was scary, as she wasn't expecting a flash. But, considering how dark it was, she should have realized it would happen. Eventually, Tess got into a rhythm, and X took another three or four before giving suggestions that pushed the naughty envelope further.
"Turn and show off that sexy ass of yours."
"Bend over and look back at the camera."
"Now, cup your tits in your hands."
"Squat down with your legs open and show the camera your wet slit."
Tess soon found herself once again moving on autopilot. X gave her directions, and she blindly followed. The fear of being nude in public was lost. In its place was lust and desire to serve her bull.
X eventually seemed satisfied with the pictures, saying, "Okay slut, that's enough. Get your dress back on, and we can go back to my car."
With adrenaline pumping through her veins, Tess quickly snatched her dress off the door handle and slipped back into it. She hoped that returning to X's car meant they would soon progress into further naughty playtime. Before they could, though, they had to walk through the main walk once again. Tess took that opportunity to use the ladies' room to relieve herself and tend to her lipstick.
As if the universe was trying to test her, Tess's friend Jenny walked in after she left the stall.
"I saw you come in here and wanted a chance to talk to you one-on-one," Jenny said as she approached Tess.
Knowing what she wanted to discuss but playing it coy, Tess replied, "Oh yeah. What's up?"
"What's the deal with your friend X," she matter-of-factly asked.
Keeping up a self-effacing act, Tess answered, "What do you mean? Are you into him?"
"No! I mean, he's very handsome, but I want to know the deal between you two," Jenny clarified.
Tess put on a sly smile and said, "We are friends." She may have said it in a way that indicated there was more.
Jenny picked up on it and pressed her friend further, "Oh, come on. I see your dress and how you have been all over each other. Are you cheating on Beckett?"
There it was. Jenny wanted to know straight up if Tess was a two-timer or not. Tess wasn't sure if Jenny would entirely understand if she told her the truth, but the idea of revealing her naughty hotwife side to someone she knew was, at that moment, very erotic. Tess also thought about how naughty it would be for her husband if a friend of hers knew that he let another man have sex with his wife.
With as much confidence as she could muster, Tess replied, "No, I'm not cheating on Beckett. He knows all about X and is cool with it."
She could see the gears in Jenny's head spinning as her friend processed what Tess had just confessed. It took a moment before she asked, "So, does not mean X is, like, your boyfriend?"
"Yeah, kind of. We call him our bull, though," Tess responded, her turn to speak matter-of-factly.
Again, the wheels were turning in Jenny's head as she tried to grapple with what Tess had said. Eventually, she asked, "So you 'sleep' with other men, and your husband doesn't mind?"
"Yeah, pretty much. Except, it's only X. I'm not out with a different guy every night. Actually, this is my first 'date' alone with just X. Usually, Beckett is with us," Tes revealed, causing Jenny's eyes to widen.
Seemingly profoundly intrigued by what Tess was confessing, Jenny asked, "Then you and Beckett are swingers?"
"No. Not really. Beckett doesn't get together with other women. We are in what is called a cuckold relationship," Tes answered, surprising herself with just how open and honest she was being. Her pussy was absolutely soaked, though.
Tess's answer must have confused Jenny because she then asked, "Cuckold relationship?"
"Yeah. Beckett gets off on the idea of me being with other men like X, and I experience sex in ways that Beckett can't provide. It lets me act on my 'slutty' impulses. Beckett enjoys knowing that other men find me sexually desirable and have their way with me. Apparently, many men find the idea of being a cuckold very arousing," Tess explained.
Jenny took another moment to take in everything her friend was saying before replying, "This is crazy. I would never have expected you two to be into something like this. But Beckett's not here with you now. How's that work then?"
"Well, like I said, this is my first time in public with X alone, but I've been alone with him in other ways. I have found that when I meet with X alone, I can cut loose more, and Beckett finds it even more arousing as he is left to imagine what I'm doing with X. It's become apparent that Beckett loves the mental part of it. It's like a mindfuck for him," Tess answered as Jenny nodded along.
"X has even picked up on that. This date night was all his idea--everything from where we went, this dress, and even my hair,"
As Tess finished, Jenny asked, "He had you dye your hair and wear that dress?"
"Yeah. With X, I tend to be more submissive and have only gotten more submissive the longer I've seen him. He likes to push my sexual boundaries, and having me dye my hair, dress daringly in public, and other things are his way of doing that," Tess explained.
This explanation sparked something in Jenny as her eyes widened before asking, "Other things? Like what exactly?"
Whatever confidence and calmness Tess had slipped away as she blushed while thinking about how to answer. Finally, she said, "Well, if you couldn't already tell, I'm not wearing any underwear under this dress."
Jenny smiled and said, "Yeah, I could tell. That dress is nearly see-through. It would be hard to hide a bra and panties under it. Is that it, though?"
"I also got a Brazilian per his request," Tess blurted out without thinking it through.
Jenny's jaw dropped before she said, "Oh my god. No way! Have you ever gotten one before?"
"No, it's my first," Tess replied.
"But because X wanted you to get one, you did it? Why? That's nuts," she responded to her friend's confession.
"Not really, considering what I have just admitted to you. Plus, I needed a smooth surface to put the..." Tess said before trailing off upon realizing that she was divulging more than she wanted.
Jenny didn't let her off the hook, as she pounced on the cliffhanger answer and asked, "Put what, where?"
"Oh god, I can't believe I'm telling you all this. X wanted me to get waxed so I could put a temporary spade tattoo there."
Again, Jenny was shocked, and her reply showed it.
"Wait! What!? No way. You got to show me."
Before Tesscould say or do anything, the bathroom door opened, and another woman walked in. Jenny and Tess stepped aside so she could pass by. Once the stranger was in a stall, Jenny quietly said, "Show me."
Not wanting to argue and cause the other woman to wonder what was going on, Tess simply pulled up the front of her dress to show off the spade tattoo and her bald sex to Jenny.
"Oh my," was all Jenny could get out before her mouth gaped open in amazement. It wasn't until Tess dropped the dress back down that she regained focus and asked, "Why a spade?"
Before Tess could answer, the toilet flushed, and the other woman came out of the stall to wash her hands at the sinks. The two friends nodded and waited until she was finished before Tess responded to Jenny's question.
"A spade represents a black man," Tess said once the other woman had left.
Jenny thought about it momentarily and then said, "So, it's like you having that spade tattoo where you have it means you want to be with black men."
"Something like that, but X is also the only black guy I have been with," Tess replied honestly.
A sly grin formed on Jenny's face as she asked, "Is it true what they say about black guys having big packages?"
"Jenny! Oh my goodness," Tess replied, mocking shock.
She kept on Tess, though, and said, "What? You just showed me your bald pussy; I think I can ask if your date is packing."



"Okay, I guess you are right. I can't speak to all black men, but X is certainly not light in the trousers," Tess answered her friend with a big grin and held out her hands out to indicate X's size.
"OMG! That's crazy," Jesse responded. "I can't believe all this. You are a lucky woman."
Tes smiled and said, "Thanks. Speaking of which, I should probably get back to X."
"Yeah, sure. Have fun. We can talk more later," Jenny said while moving to the side and allowing her friend to exit.
Returning to X, Tess replayed in her what had just occurred and couldn't believe she revealed so much. She was certainly treading new ground all over that night.
X raised his eyebrows in a questioning way as Tess reached him, and she explained that she had run into Jenny. As they continued walking back to his car, he started asking questions.
"So, what did you and your friend talk about for so long?"
Being open with X, Tess said, "She wanted to know the deal with me and you and what Beckett knew."
"How did you respond," X asked.
"I was honest. I told her everything," Tess explained.
"That's my slut," X responded while simultaneously gripping her ass.
The sexed up couple got back to X's car and took their seats. However, X did not start it up. Instead, he unfastened his pants and pushed them to his knees. His cock sat semi-erect in his lap, and Tess couldn't take my eyes off it.
"Get it in your mouth, whore," X ordered.
Tess should have been put off by him calling her a whore, but she wasn't. It should have been a sign of disrespect, coming from a man ten years her younger, but it wasn't. Tess was a small business owner, and a woman in her late thirties; nothing about her indicated she was a whore, but with X, she was.
She lets go of society's preconceived norms when she is with X. Tess allows herself to give her whole self over to him and let out her inner sexual dynamo. With X, Tess is X's slut, whore, cocksucker, bitch, etc. She is whatever X wants her to be, and she loves it.
So, X didn't have to tell his slut twice, as Tess instantly leaned over to him and began to take his ebony treasure into her hand and mouth. The moment her tongue touched the tip of his prick, she purred with admiration and desire.
Tess gave the flared, purple mushroom head a big kiss while letting her left hand slide up and down the length of the thick shaft. Wanting to savor her treat, Tess trailed her tongue down the underside of his veiny appendage before snaking it back to the tip and engulfing it with her mouth.
X gave further instructions and asked questions as Tess began to work her oral magic on his black tool.
"Get your knees on the seat and stick that phat ass in the air."
Without taking her mouth off of X's meat, Tess maneuvered herself into position. She was kneeling on the passenger seat while sucking his cock, and had her ass up high in the air. Of course, this meant the short dress started pulling up to expose Tess's behind.
Tess was not concerned, as X's car windows were tinted, and they were parked near the back of the lot. The chance of anyone seeing her was very slim. However, she would be lying if she said the thought of being caught didn't turn her on.
"That's it bitch. Suck that dick. Did you get turned on telling your friend about your freaky side," X asked. As he did, he also reached his long arm out and pulled Tess's dress up to expose her entire ass. He then let his fingers slide over his slut's slick sex.
"Oh yeah, you are soaking wet. You love showing off your slutty side. Maybe we should send your friend some pictures of you sucking my dick," X suggested.
Tess moaned into his cock at his naughty suggestion, but in reality, she wasn't too keen on the idea. However, X seemed eager to push that boundary as his other hand reached past her head and into his pants. Tess watched, out of the corner of her eye, as he retrieved his phone and held it in front of him.
"Yeah, let's get some pictures as work my cock; maybe even a video," X stated before the first flash emitted from his phone.
Tess blinked away the sudden brightness, only to have another flash temporarily blind her. Again, he was taking erotic pictures of her without getting Tess's consent first. However, Tess wasn't stopping him but instead performing and posing eagerly for him.
"There you go, now take it out and hold it next to your face. Don't forget to smile," X guided her.
Tess popped my mouth off his black erection and posed as X wanted. She put on a big, beaming smile that surely looked every bit like the happy woman with her favorite thing. As Tess posed for X's phone, his other hand was still casually stroking the lips of her sex, sliding through the wetness and building up his slut's arousal.
"I think your friend would be blown away seeing these pictures. Heck, anyone would. You look like a natural black cock loving slut," declared X, triggering Tess to wonder what it would be like for others to see her sucking his cock.
As Tess pondered that possibility, she noticed his phone no longer flashing with picture taking. However, he was still holding it to face her, and figured he must have started recording a video instead. He was crossing another boundary without Tess as much as saying a word in opposition.
"You are leaking slut. Maybe I should have you send these pictures to see just how slutty you can get. What do you think slut," X asked.
Before taking her mouth off of him, Tess took a second to think. She wanted to make it known that she wasn't comfortable with sending pictures of herself sucking X's dick to anyone, especially someone she knew.
"Fuck, that sounds hot, but I can't let anyone I know see. It would be far too embarrassing," Tess replied before returning X's massive member to her mouth.
X laughed at Tess's response before saying, "I get that. So sharing the pictures with people you don't know is fine?"
Hearing that suggestion, Tess coughed around his cock. She regained her composure enough to slide my mouth off and say, "Oh my. Would you really show other people?"
"Maybe, because I know it would turn you on if I did," was X's short reply.
Before taking his cock back into her mouth, Tess said, "I think it would. Fuck, I'm such a slut."
Again, X laughed at Tess' response while she continued to suck him off. His fingers also began to become more intentional with their movements. Rather than lazily sliding around Tess's exposed sex, he began to dip the tips into her slit and smear her arousal around. After a few instances, Tess felt one of his fingers make its way to her puckered asshole and rub it with a coating of her juice.
"Speaking of you being a slut, I thought tonight would be a great night for me to finally take your ass," X said while running his finger around Tess's tight hole. "Make you a true 3-hole slut. What do you think?"
Tess had some experience with anal play with her husband. However, that was limited to a small jeweled butt plug. Her feelings towards full-on anal sex were that it would hurt and she wouldn't enjoy it. Tess's butt plug was different because it stayed in her ass once inserted and provided extra pleasure when having traditional sex.
With all that in mind, Tess answered X, "Your cock is so big. You'll hurt me."
As Tess returned to blowing X, she felt his finger gather more of her arousal and bring it to her tight butthole before saying, "Don't worry, I'll make sure to warm you up first."
After his statement, he pushed his slippery digit into Tess's rear entrance and, with little resistance, it slipped inside. His finger felt slightly thinner than her plug, but it also gave Tess an incredible sensation of being filled. Tess moaned around his cock in response to his forwardness.
"Don't you want to be my 3-hole slut," X asked while sliding his finger in further.
Tess tried to delay answering by doubling her oral efforts on his cock, but X wasn't having that.
"Come on slut. Give me an answer. The way your cunt got even more drenched when I mentioned it already let me know what you want, but I want to hear you tell me," X insisted.
Sliding her mouth off his firm shaft with a pop, Tess looked up at him and said, "Oh god, I don't know. I want to be a good slut for you, and the thought of you taking my ass is hot, but I know it will hurt. You're so big."
"Come on, tell me slut. Tell me you want to be a 3-hole slut. Tell me you want to give me your married ass," X ordered before Tess could move to take his cock back into her mouth.
Tess tried to collect her thoughts, but X moved his finger in and out of her ass, clouding her mind with more arousal. To Tess's surprise, she moaned out, "Ah, yeah. Yes, I want to be your 3-hole slut. Take my ass, Daddy."
X replied to Tess's admission by withdrawing his finger and giving her ass a firm smack. He said, "I will happily fuck your ass, but that will have to wait until later. Right now, I need you to get that mouth back on my cock. I want you to swallow my nut."
With nothing else to do, Tess eagerly continued her duty and took his cock back into her mouth. Knowing what he wanted, she expedited the process and used her hands and mouth together. Tess's efforts, and X's desire to cum, resulted in him quickly flooding her mouth with his seed. Tess dutifully swallowed each drop and licked up the last dribbles with her tongue.
When Tess looked up at X upon completion, he was still holding his phone to record her and asked, "What do you say slut?"
"Thank you," came Tess's quick reply. It felt silly and slutty to thank X for cumming in her mouth, but also gave her a feeling of pride.
X then moved his phone down and began to reach for his pants. Tess instinctively moved away and knelt on the passenger seat beside him as he redressed. Her pussy burned to be touched, but she kept from feeling herself as Tess wasn't sure what X had planned.
"Let's go into the casino and see if I can't win some money. Did you bring the cash I told you to pull out," X asked.
Tess reached for her forgotten clutch and pulled out the five twenty-dollar bills X had asked her to get out of an ATM earlier that day. With the cash in hand, Tess replied, "Here it is."
"Perfect," X said, grabbing the bills from her and adding, "Before I forget, text your little hubby and let him know he will be sleeping on the couch tonight. I plan on sleeping over so I can fuck you all night."
Tess's sex gushed at his intentions, and she quickly reached for her phone. Once she sent the message to Beckett, X exited the car. Tess followed suit, fixing her dress again to cover her naked lower half.
The casino was at one end of the village walk, just a short distance from where they had parked. As the couple walked, X's arm was around Tess with his hand on her ass, but he was also busy with his phone. It wasn't until they were outside the entrance to the casino that he said anything.
"Here, look at my phone's new lock screen and wallpaper. I think you will like it," X said, showing Tess his phone.
Tess let out a small gasp as she viewed what he was showing her. X had changed his lock screen to one of the pictures he had taken of Tess standing naked and his wallpaper to the picture of her holding his cock next to her smiling face. The only thing Tess could think to say in response was, "So slutty."
X smiled and then continued guiding them through the casino doors. Inside, the lights of slot machines filled Tess's vision and dazzled her as they walked past. Growing up in Vegas meant Tess didn't frequent casinos and the sensory overload was something that she always had to adjust to.
X led the way toward the table games and up to a craps table. He took a seat at an available stool between two other men. Tess was left to stand at his side as he handed the money she had given to him to the dealer in exchange for chips. Then, as one does when at a craps table, X began placing his bets.
Tess watched on, not entirely sure what was going on. However, she knew enough to understand when X won a bet or lost. For each winning bet, X gave Tess's ass a little slap, which brought lustful looks from the other gamblers. She felt very much on display, but in a way that she found erotic and powerful. Tess was X's arm candy, and everyone was jealous of what he had on his arm.
When it came time for X to roll the dice, he had his slut blow on them before each roll. It didn't do much, as he won and lost about the same as when he wasn't rolling the dice, but it did add to the aurora of Tess being his sexy good luck charm. X occasionally slid his fingers up Tess's leg between bets to tease her naked sex.
The couple stayed at the table for nearly an hour before X finally had enough, and he took his chips to cash them in. It was a pleasant surprise that X ended up doubling his money. He pocketed the cash from the teller, and the two walked back through the aisles of slot machines to the exit.
Because of the time of night, Tess took note that there were far fewer people walking about when they exited the casino. It was half past ten, and being a neighborhood spot off the Strip, many businesses had closed for the night.
X must have also noticed the lack of others because as the couple headed towards his car, he became bold with how his hand gripped his date's ass. He handled Tess's bare cheek with her dress pushed up to her hip for much of the walk.
The closer they got to his car, the more Tess felt him slide her dress further up her torso. First, just in the back, exposing her entire butt. Then X moved his hand to lift the front of the dress and revealed his slut's smooth nether region and spade tattoo. No one was around, which kept Tess at ease, but she knew someone could walk up and see her displayed at any moment.
Just steps from his car, X stopped and had Tess turn to face him. She looked into his eyes as his hands grabbed each side of her dress and pulled it up. Tess's arms naturally lifted as her dress slipped over her breasts, and X continued until he removed it completely. For the second time that night, Tess was standing naked in public.
X momentarily looked over her nude form before pulling Tess in for a passionate kiss. She melted in his arms from the embrace and forgot that she was naked in a parking lot. When he broke the kiss, Tess had to regain her composure to keep from falling and then hurry to follow him as he walked the last few steps towards his car, leaving her standing naked and alone.
Inside X's car, Tess felt the cool leather of the seat on her bare skin and watched as he tossed her dress into the back seat. He then turned to his date and asked, "Did the little bitch boy text you back?"
Tess knew he was talking about Beckett, as that was what he had started calling her husband lately. Though she didn't like X calling her husband that, Tess did not object as she grabbed her phone to check for any messages.
"He said that was okay with him," Tess told X after reading Beckett's response to her earlier message informing him of X's plans.
X smiled big as he started his car and pulled out of the parking space. "Let's get back to your place then and get that married ass off yours ready for some black cock," said X.
Tess blushed brightly in her seat as they drove. It was surreal to drive around while naked, knowing she was going home to let her bull have his way with her body. Simultaneously, Tess was nervous and excited. Her excitement came from knowing she would receive immense pleasure and get to let go sexually as she always did with X. The nerves resulted from knowing she had agreed to let X take her anally.
Because Tess was so consumed with her thoughts, she hadn't realized how quickly X had returned to her house. It wasn't until he had stopped and parked that she realized where they were.
"We are here, and I came up with a way to keep pushing the naughty factor of the night before we go in," X explained as Tess turned to look at him. "I want you to get out as you are and then come around to my side of the car to suck my cock before we go inside."
Tess just stared at him in shock at what he had just said. After a few seconds, she collected herself enough to speak and said, "What about my neighbors?"
"It's late. They are all probably sleeping. You live in a quiet neighborhood, after all. Plus, you know you want to. That's why you didn't object. You're a naughty slut. Now, come around and get my cock back in your mouth," X reasoned.
He really knew how to cut through the bullshit and key in on precisely what drove his slut's desires. She wanted to be his slut. He knew it and he knew how to make sure she behaved as such.
Without saying a word, Tess opened her door and placed her bare feet on the rough asphalt of the street. X had parked, so his side was closest to the sidewalk and her house. Tess had to walk out into the street and around his car to get to his side, all while completely naked.
Of course, as Tess stepped out into the night, she looked around for any of her neighbors that might be outside. Not seeing anyone, Tess hurried around to X's side, where he opened his door for her. She squatted down next to his car and immediately reached to begin to unfasten his pants.
"That's my slut. Get my dick. Show me how much you want it," X encouragingly said as Tess freed his manhood from his pants.
Once Tess had her hands on X's member, all thoughts of neighbors and where she was, flew out of her head. Tess's only focus was taking his black rod into her mouth and returning it to full attention. She eagerly slathered his semi-erect cock with her tongue before taking it into her mouth and bobbing up and down on it.
It only took a little while before X's cock was rock-hard again. Tess began to push herself to take as much of his meat into her mouth and throat as she could. Her actions elicited gagging sounds and copious drool to begin coating his shaft. If X wanted her to be his naughty slut, Tess would prove she could be that for him.
X seemed to appreciate his slut's efforts as he said, "That's it slut. Get deep with it. Let me in your throat."
After his encouragement, Tess caught her breath and saw that he was again holding his phone, recording her. Inspired to perform well for his video, Tess quickly got her mouth back on his prick and resumed pushing herself to take as much as possible.
"Oh, that's fun. A woman is walking her dog on the other side of the street," X informed Tess.
Tess attempted to get up and look, but X held her head in place and said, "No, stay right there. She can't see you. The door is blocking you, and I'm sure to her it just looks like I'm sitting in my car about to get out. You keep sucking, and I'll tell you once she passes."
While Tess was scared that there was someone out this late who could potentially catch her doing such a slutty act, she had to trust X. Tess forced herself to focus on sucking his black cock, and not worry about the woman walking her dog. In doing so, she got most of his thick and long hog down her throat and began deepthroating it as she waited for him to tell her the coast was clear.
A few moments into Tess's deepthroating, X said, "Okay, she is past us now. Look up and tell me if you recognize her."
Tess dislodged X's pole from her throat and looked down in the direction X indicated. There was indeed a woman walking her dog. Her back was to them and quite a ways down the street, but Tess had seen her before.
"Yeah, she usually walks her dog around the neighborhood. I typically see her in the mornings, though. Not sure where she lives," Tess replied.
X smiled and said, "Now, whenever you see her, you will be reminded of being a naughty slut. How about we step up the risk factor, though? While she is still in view, I want you to walk on all fours and lead me to your house."



Tess didn't say anything but instead assumed the position on her hands and knees. Turning, she crawled across her front lawn and towards her front door. Tess fixed her eyes on the woman walking her dog to see if she would look back.
"Beep! Beep!"
Tess stopped in her tracks and turned her head to look at X. He was smiling back at her, with his cock sticking straight out and his car keys in hand. "I always lock my car," he said, explaining the loud and sudden noise.
Tess's focus returned to the woman, but she couldn't tell if the woman had looked back at the sound of X's car locking. While Tess remained motionless, staring at the woman walking away, X swatted her ass and thus emanated another sudden noise in the calm night air.
"Keep moving slut, if you want this dick," X ordered.
Before moving, Tess glanced at the woman to confirm she didn't see anything, then led X to the door. At her door, Tess realized that her bag was still in X's car. "My keys are still in your car," I explained to X.
"I guess I'll just ring the doorbell then," X said. He then reached out and pushed the button.
Tess and her husband have a Ring doorbell, and she knew it would record her naked on all fours next to X with his dick out. Tess also knew that when her husband answered the door, he would be in for a surprise.
X and his slut waited for a few seconds until Beckett came and answered the door. He started to greet X but stopped mid sentence once he looked down at his naked wife on all fours. Tess could see the confusion on his face as he tried to comprehend what was happening.
Before her husband could ask, X said, "Hey, cucky. Your slut wife and I are taking our naughty night to the bedroom. How about you go out and get me some beer?"
"Uh, yeah. I mean, hi. Yeah, I guess I can do that. Have fun," Beckett said, unsure how to respond and caught off guard by everything.
X chuckled and then, while stepping around Beckett, said, "Come on slut; let's get that ass of yours the dick it wants."
Tess didn't look at her husband as she crawled past him to follow X inside. She knew he could see how desperate and slutty she was, and she didn't want to see his raw reaction. Tess focused on X because she didn't want to spoil her naughty night.
"Bring the beer to your bedroom when you get back. Just make sure to knock first," X said over his shoulder to Beckett with a chuckle. X continued into the bedroom as his slut followed closely behind on her hands and knees. Once they were both inside, he closed the door behind us.
"You can freshen up in the restroom if you need. I'm just going to look around your room," said X.
Realizing that she needed to use the restroom and cleaning up some sounded good, Tess continued to crawl towards the ensuite bathroom. She shut the door and then stood to relieve herself in the toilet. As Tess sat there, she thought about what X had planned for them later and decided it would be best to empty her bowels as well.
After taking care of her business, Tess freshened up at the sink and took a moment to process what she was about to experience. X was over for the night, and they would likely be spending that time engaged in various sexual acts. Tess had already agreed to let him take her anally, and though it made her nervous to think about it, she was also excited. Tess couldn't help but wonder how far X would take her down the path of submission or how far she was willing to go.
There was only one way to find out. Tess had to step back into the bedroom and be ready to partake in the journey the night would take her on. With a steadying breath, she opened the door to her bedroom and was prepared for the next step.
X was standing naked and erect at the end of Tess's bed. He had undressed while she was in the restroom, and the sight of his chiseled physique nearly made Tess go light-headed. He was an impressive example of a man with defined muscles and powerfully ominous stature. It made it easy for her to submit to and obey him willingly.
"I found your stash of sex toys, and I think some of them will come in handy," X told his slut as she stood in awe. "We can start with these cuffs and then go from there."
Tess watched as X held up the pair of leather cuffs that she and Beckett had used occasionally in their sex lives. X used his finger to indicate for Tess to turn around. He approached, gripped her wrists, and smoothly secured them with the cuffs behind her back. Tess was then spun back around to face him.
"That should make things more interesting," X said before adding, "Now we can focus on warming up your ass. Finding your butt plug, I figured we could start there. Bend over your bed."
Feeling more vulnerable than ever, with her arms bound behind her back, Tess began to shiver with anticipation. As she took a few short steps to the edge of her bed, Tess was thankful that X wanted to start things relatively slowly. Her plug wasn't large. It was a small, metal, jeweled plug that Tess occasionally wore to add more excitement to the sex with her husband.
Once she was in position, X said, "Hold your cheeks open," to which Tess complied, though she felt self-conscious doing so.
"Yeah, that is a nice tight little asshole you got there. I should take a before picture of it so we can compare after you had my dick work it out," X stated, causing Tess's entire body to redden.
Turning her head, Tess watched X retrieve his cell phone from the nearby desk. Returning behind her, he snapped a picture and said, "There we go. I'll make sure to send you a copy later."
As Tess tried to control her breathing, she felt the cooling sensation of lube being dribbled onto her exposed rosebud. X then began using his finger to smear it in and around her hole. Tess shivered as his finger slipped easily into her rear entrance, but she was thankful he was preparing her properly.
When he felt confident she was ready, Tess felt his finger replaced with the cold touch of her plug. X slowly and deliberately slid it into her ass. As Tess had plugged herself on many occasions, the sensation was not new, but she still shuttered when she felt her hole close around the thinner shaft. X gave the jewel a few taps once it was in place, sending mini jolts of pleasure through Tess's body.
"Well, now that I got your ass filled for the time being, and I'm waiting for bitch-boy to return with my beer, I figured you should show me how dutifully naughty you can be. I want you to lick and tongue my ass as I sit in that chair," X explained.
Tess watched X grab my husband's desk chair and sit down backwards in it. His positioning had his torso resting on the back, and his ass was perched off the front. It took a moment for Tess to comprehend what he was expecting from her.
Tess had never licked X's ass or had she done such a depraved deed for her husband. However, he said nothing more as he sat and waited for his slut to do as he wished. Because of this, Tess found herself rising from the bed and moving to get herself into position. She didn't try to negotiate or deny doing the act; instead, Tess eagerly moved to comply.
Kneeling behind X, she leaned her face near his naked muscular ass. The deep brown of his flesh hid the puckered ring of his ass, and Tess tentatively reached her tongue out to lick between his crack. The moment Tess's tongue touched the forbidden void of his ass, she tasted a hint of salt from sweat. What surprised her was that the taste didn't put her off. Instead, Tess found herself getting more into the task.
X seemed to respond to his slut's willingness to do the degrading act as he said, "Yes. There you go slut. Eat my ass out."
His words spurred Tess on, and she soon pushed her face into his ass to let her slippery tongue explore further. It lapped at his asshole, and she used her lips to kiss and suck it. Suddenly, the sounds of the salad tossing were interrupted by a knock at the bedroom door. Tess moved to stop, but X's hand came and held her head in place.
"Come in, cucky boy," X said in response to Tess's husband knocking on the door.
My husband had returned from the store with the beer X had requested. I'm sure he expected to return to X and me in some form of sexual activity, but I doubt seeing his wife eating out her bull's ass was one of them.
The way X had positioned the chair, he was facing the bedroom door directly, and that was what Beckett saw upon opening it. X's large frame blocked Tess from her husband's view, but X ensured Beckett understood what was happening.
"Set the beer on the dresser, and bring one to me. I'd get up, but your lovely wife is granting me a lovely rimjob that I would hate to end so soon," X instructed the shocked husband.
X was simultaneously showing his dominance over Tess and power over her husband. Ordering Beckett to serve him a beer while Tess obediently devoured his ass proved to everyone in the room that he was the Alpha. The married couple were just his betas.
When Beckett walked over the beer to X, Tess looked up and made eye contact with him. She saw the shock on his face upon seeing his wife engaging in such a depraved act. However, he said nothing. Instead, he turned and walked back towards the door.
X stopped him before he could leave, saying, "hold on, I want to get a picture of your slutty wife to add to my collection of the night's events. Grab my phone, and snap a few before you leave."
Tess couldn't see her husband, but not hearing any pushback from Beckett, she assumed he was adhering to X's command.
Beckett held X's phone in his hand, and gave the bull a quizzical look in a way that let it be known he was questioning that X had been taking pictures even though they had relayed to him that was a limit of theirs.
"Don't worry, I've taken plenty of naughty pictures of your slutty wife tonight, and she has loved it," X reassured Beckett.
There were no other words said for a moment, but Tess did look up to see her husband holding the phone above X and herself, angling it to capture the depraved scene. Tess felt ashamed, but also felt that weird sense of pride she got while serving X.
"Perfect. Set my phone back done, and close the door on your way out cucky boy," X informed the bewildered husband.
Tess didn't see her husband leave, but the sound of the bedroom door closing indicated that he had. While she felt guilty for her husband, she didn't have much time to dwell on that feeling as X abruptly spun around in the chair. He presented his hard cock to her mouth, and Tess immediately began sucking it once again. X sat in the chair and chugged back the beer while his slut submitted to him and his powerful cock.
"Okay, I think it's time that pussy of yours gets some attention," X proclaimed as he finished his beer and set the empty bottle on the desk. He then stood, pulling his cock out of Tess's mouth as he did, and grabbed her arm to lift her up. In a blur of motion, X spun Tess around and bent her back over the bed.
Laying face first on the bed, hands immobilized behind her, Tess asked, "Do you have a condom?"
"I don't carry condoms with me, slut. You know that. If you wanted me to wear a condom tonight, you should have gotten them," X explained.
Tess and her husband had established early on with X that they wanted him to wear a condom when he was with Tess. He had explained that he would wear them as long as the couple provided them. Unfortunately, in all her giddiness to prepare for the night with X, Tess had forgotten to restock on condoms.
"I know your wet cunt has been aching to get my cock all night," said X, to which Tess moaned in response. He began to rub the bulbous head between her pussy lips, further teasing his slut. "And I don't think you are going to deny what your pussy wants over a rubber," X continued before piercing Tess's sex with his huge organ. Tess wailed in pleasure as she felt his girth stretch her open.
X took up a steady rhythm, sawing his rigid cock in and out of her well-lubricated pussy. He had built up Tess's desire to be fucked throughout the night. Feeling stretched by his bare cock made it all worth the wait and all the more naughty. The feeling of being plugged further added to the moment and didn't let Tess forget what was still coming.
"God, I love how easily your married pussy takes my cock. I bet cucky boy feels like a pencil whenever he fucks you now," X said. Again, Tess moaned in response, but X wanted more.
"You love my big black cock? Do you love it filling your cunt," X asked.
Tess moaned some more before answering, "Yes. Yes."
"Yes, what slut," X demanded with a slap on her ass.
Lost in lust, Tess replied, "Yes, I love your cock. I love it in my pussy."
SMACK!
Another slap to her ass, this one harder, and X followed by commanding, "Louder slut. Let your husband hear you. Let your neighbors hear you."
"Oh fuck! Yes! I love your big black cock! Fuck me with your black cock," I shouted, fueled by the night's passion.
SMACK!
"You like taking my cock bare, don't you? You know this is how it should always be," X exclaimed.
Knowing what her bull expected, Tess loudly proclaimed, "Yes! I love you fucking me bare! Your black cock feel so fucking good without a condom! Fuck!"
X gave Tess's ass another smack and then buried his rigid pole balls deep into her pussy. Holding himself deep inside, he began playing with the jeweled plug in Tess's ass.
At first, he simply tapped and pushed on the jewel, eliciting moans of pleasure from Tess as she accommodated his length and girth in her sex. Tess then got a new wave of sensations as X tugged on the plug's base, causing her anal ring to open and close. Eventually, X got to the point of holding the plug in her asshole at its widest point to keep her hole stretched open.
Having him play with her plug while keeping his cock lodged deep in her pussy, Tess was flooded with streams of pleasure and sensation. She was constantly moaning while being held on the verge of orgasm. The slightest touch on her clit she knew would send her over that edge, but it never came.
Instead, X pulled the butt plug out of Tess's ass and then pulled his cock back, leaving just the head inside her sex. "Time to progress your anal training slut." X said as he dropped the plug on the bed his submissive slut's face and reached back to retrieve the empty beer bottle he had left on the desk.
Tess felt a gob of X's spit hit just above her empty asshole and then felt the mouth of the bottle slide the puddle to her hole. X circled the end of the bottle in the spit and coated Tess's hole with it. Eventually, he pressed the tip of the bottle in, and it penetrated her asshole. X steadily fed the entire neck of the beer bottle into Tess's ass, and she felt her ass stretch to accommodate it.
The size of the bottle's neck wasn't much different than the widest point of the plug. However, the difference was that the bottle didn't taper any smaller and was longer than the plug. Tess's asshole had no relief from the stretching, and she felt it deeper too.
Once X had the neck of the bottle buried in his slut's ass, he held it in place and grabbed the discarded plug with his other hand. Moving it towards Tess's face, he presented the plug to her and said, "Hold your plug in your mouth slut. Get used to having all three holes filled."
Tess knew she should be repulsed by taking the anal toy in her mouth after it was just in her ass, but surprisingly, she opened her mouth and accepted it without objection. The first thing Tess noticed was the warmth of the plug on her tongue, a reminder of where the plug had recently been. She then tasted the remnants of the lube on the device and moaned at the thought about how naughty she was.
"If you like that slut, I'll make sure you get a chance to go ass to mouth some more," X said in response to hearing Tess moan from behind the plug. He then slowly pushed his cock further into her pussy while holding the bottle in her ass.
The feeling of his cock plunging into her while having her ass filled was a wonderful sensation and one Tess never thought she would have experienced. After several methodical thrusts, X held himself halfway inside and started moving the bottle in and out of Tess's ass--another new sensation, which she found very enjoyable.
As Tess got used to the thrusts of the bottle, X began to coordinate the bottle with his cock. she began to feel the sensation of being double penetrated and fucked in both holes simultaneously. Her muffled moans from behind the plug became a constant as Tess again neared my orgasm.
Unfortunately, X seemed determined to keep his slut from reaching a climax as he abruptly pulled his cock and the bottle out of her. Tess was left gasping around the butt plug as an emptiness remained in her holes. Looking over her shoulder, Tess saw X grabbing another beer.
X slapped Tess's ass as he swigged from the bottle and said, "Nothing quite like a cold refreshing beer to drink and a submissive slut wife to use."
Setting his new beer on the desk, X removed the plug from her mouth and tossed it on the floor. He then picked up the empty beer bottle he had inserted in Tess's ass and brought it to her mouth. She opened her mouth without saying a word, knowing what he expected. X slowly inserted the glass object into her mouth, and Tess closed her lips around it.
It wasn't enough for X to just have Tess take the bottle that was previously in her ass into her mouth; he wanted the slutty wife to suck it. X wanted to humiliate Tess further by having her fellate the bottle like a cock.
As aroused and lust-driven as she was, Tess eagerly did as he wanted. Her tongue lapped at the mouth of the bottle as if it were the head of a cock. She took the entire neck into her mouth and bobbed her head as she had earlier with X's cock. There was less of the lube taste and more of a beer flavor, but Tess still enjoyed her naughty action.
X left the bottle in Tess's mouth and walked around to the other side of the bed. Because of the position of her head, Tess could not see what he was doing, but he was back quickly. She felt his presence behind her and then felt more cool liquid spill onto her ass. X used his fingers to lube up Tess's asshole again, inserting two fingers inside as her hole had become more accepting from the earlier play.
Before continuing, X pulled the empty bottle from Tess's mouth. He then retrieved his new beer and took a big swig from it. Setting his beer down again, he announced, "To further get your married ass ready for my cock, I'm going to use one of your dildos to loosen you up more."
He held up the medium-sized pink dildo momentarily before dropping it down toward Tess's backside. She felt the tip on her rear entrance. The lube and previous stretching allowed it to gain entry relatively easily. It was still far thicker than anything Tess had ever experienced in her ass before, and she did her best to control her breathing as she accommodated the dildo.
Tess could tell X was taking it slow, and she was thankful for that as she was able to begin finding pleasure in the act. After a few moments of slow in and outs with the dildo, X returned his stiffness to Tess's flooded sex. Again, the sensation of being double penetrated was one she found to be very enjoyable.
X started to alternate the thrusts of the dildo in her ass and his cock in Tess's pussy. He was pistoning her holes, and Tess's moans were revving up like a car motor. She was so lost in the immense pleasure of the moment that she was suddenly shocked to feel the base of the dildo pressing into her ass cheeks.
Having used that dildo on many occasions in her vagina, Tess knew it wasn't a massive toy. It was about six and a half inches of insertable length and adequately filled her up in my times of self-play. However, in her ass, it felt larger, and yet she had taken the entire thing.



Tess looked back at X and asked, "Is it really all the way in?"
"Oh yeah, slut. You're a natural. I think anal is your thing," X replied while continuing to plunge his cock and the dildo into the naughty wife.
The realization that she had taken the pink dildo into her ass with such ease was the trigger that Tess needed to light her orgasmic explosion. She moaned deeply, and her body shook as Tess rode through her first orgasm of the night. X, through it all, continued his onslaught and even picked up the pace. As Tess came down from her high, X pushed his cock and the dildo to their hilts, holding both firmly in place.
As she recovered, Tess said, "Fuck, that was amazing."
"There is still plenty more to come," X replied, and Tess felt this cock twitch in her pussy.
X leaned over, still buried deep, and grabbed his beer for another swig. Tess then felt him slowly slide his black python out of her drenched sex. He held the dildo in place as he said, "You will probably need some hydration before we continue. Go ahead and get yourself some water, but I want you to hold the dildo in place as you do. Get cucky boy to help you out."
He then backed away to allow Tess to move. Her cuffed hands reached down and held the dildo into her ass as Tess rolled to the side before standing up. She knew the new task was less about her hydration and more about furthering the sexual humiliation of the night for both Tess and her husband.
Beckett would again have to see his wife naked and bound for her bull. At the same time, Tess would have to present herself to him with a dildo in her ass, which was something she never allowed him to try during their marriage. X was imposing his dominance over the couple without even being in the same room.
Walking to the door, X opened it for Tess and said, "Hurry back."
In the kitchen, Tess could see Beckett sitting on the couch in the living room, thanks to our house's open floor plan. He had his gaming headset on while a game played on the TV. She figured he was trying to drown out his slutty wife's constant moans while with X to keep from being constantly aroused without getting any attention.
Tess walked over to him as he had not noticed her come out of the bedroom. Upon reaching the living room, she could see he was bottomless and that his cock was limp. A ball of tissues on the floor indicated he had recently pleasured himself. How many times? Tess couldn't be sure.
As she entered his peripheral vision, he turned to look at her, and his eyes widened. Tess was sure he wasn't expecting to see her out of the room, but he quickly peeled off his headset and asked, "Hey, what's up? Everything okay?"
"Yeah, everything is great. I just need some water," Tess replied.
Beckett relaxed with her answer and then said, "Oh, okay. Do you guys need anything else?"
"No, we are all good, but you could help me with the water," Tess replied before turning to show her bound hands to her husband. "X left me cuffed, and I must hold the dildo in he said."
Beckett's eyes widened again from his wife's revelation, and then he collected himself to say, "Of course. Hang on, let me help you."
He stood up and moved swiftly to the kitchen. Tess followed closely behind him and waited as her darling husband retrieved a glass and filled it with ice and water. He then carefully held it up to Tess to drink from. After a few swigs, she thanked him, and he set the glass on the counter.
Tess looked down at his flaccid cock and teasingly asked, "Been enjoying yourself?"
"Oh, yeah. I couldn't help myself. This is so hot," Beckett answered as he blushed.
Feeling empowered by having him serve her and encouraged by the dildo in her ass, Tess further teased him by asking, "Does my cucky husband like that his wife is spending the night with her bull?"
"Yes," Beckett replied, dripping his head in a show of shame.
Pushing the issue further, Tess asked, "Does my little cucky understand that while his wife is spending the night with her big black bull, she is giving herself entirely to him?"
"Yeah, I know," Beckett shyly answered.
Having fun teasing him, Tess said, "I'm doing everything he says. He's taking pictures and videos. You saw me eating out his ass."
Tess watched as her husband's cock began twitching from her words. She added to the tease, saying, "He is going to fuck my ass tonight, and I want him to. That's why I have the dildo in there now. He is getting me ready so his big black cock can take my anal cherry."
"Oh, fuck, babe," Beckett exclaimed as his cock became completely erect.
Wanting to drive home the tease and the dynamic of the night, Tess said, "He is also not using condoms tonight."
She then walked away and left her shocked and aroused husband to process everything. However, once Tess was back in the bedroom, all thoughts of her husband were gone. Her focus was back on being the perfect slut for X.
"Bend back over the bed," X ordered as his married slut reentered the room. He set his now-empty beer on the desk and walked behind her to close the door. Tess moved to the foot of the bed and leaned over to rest her torso on the mattress as he requested.
Keeping her eyes on him, Tess watched as he stepped directly behind her. His hands pushed her away, and she felt his fingers grip the base of the dildo embedded in her ass. X slowly slid the phallic silicone in and out of Tess's butt. She moaned from the sensation and stretch and couldn't fathom how much more intense it would be once the toy was replaced with his black cock.
Tess didn't have to wait long as X slipped the pink dildo out and said, "Time to give you the real thing."
Her butthole felt slightly dilated from the dildo, and Tess began to feel more confident that she could take X's massive member in her ass. Again, X squirted more lube onto Tess's ass and spread it around to ensure she was adequately prepared. She looked back and watched him similarly lube up his rock-hard shaft. It was certainly time.
"You ready to take my cock in your ass slut," X asked, slapping his stiffness against Tess's ass cheeks.
She replied, "Yes."
"Yes, what," X pushed.
Trying to convey her newfound confidence, Tess answered, "Yes, I am ready for you to fuck my ass with your big cock."
"Then let's get started," X stated and moved his cock to present the bulbous tip at the entrance to his slut's rear hole.
The lube and earlier warming up with toys/objects did a good job loosening Tess's hole as his mushroom head slipped in without much resistance. However, as X pressed further in, the girth of his thick shaft stretched her more than anything she had experienced, and Tess felt the pangs of pain as her body tried to accommodate his cock.
"Oh, God! Please take it slow. You're so big. So fucking big," Tess blurted out to alert X to her discomfort. She also buried her face in the mattress to breathe through the sensations she was experiencing. With her hands secured behind, Tess had to rely on her words to make X aware of how she was coping.
Thankfully, X took his time. He carefully inched his black tool into Tess's ass with subtle in-and-out strokes. As she became more acclimated, X picked up on it and began to push more of his length inside. He kneaded her ass with his hands, holding Tess's cheeks open as more cock disappeared into her ass.
"There you go slut. You are doing great. How's it feel to have a big black cock in your ass," X asked.
Focusing on her breathing and trying her best to relax, Tess grunted, "Yeah, oh fuck. It feels, it feels, ah fuck. It feels big. Fuck, you're so big."
X's pace increased as he said, "You look so sexy taking my black cock in your married white ass. I got to record this shit."
Tess moaned at his faster tempo and the mention of him filming her getting fucked in the ass. She hoped he would show her the video later.
"Yeah, take this black cock slut. You like that," X asked as he built up a steady thrusting rhythm.
Between moans and grunts of pleasure, Tess replied, "Yes. Ungh, yes. Fuck."
"You're a three-hole slut now. Tell me where my cock is, whore," X demanded.
As she grew more accustomed to his thick cock in her ass, Tess began to enjoy it more and more. She moaned and responded to X, saying, "In my ass."
"What's in your ass slut," X asked while simultaneously slapping her ass with his free hand.
It was hard to focus through the new sensations of pleasure and twinges of occasional pain, but Tess managed to grunt out, "Your cock. Oh fuck. Your cock is in my ass."
"Louder," X said.
Complying, as she felt X's thrusting increase, Tess yelled, "Your cock is in my ass! You're fucking my ass!"
"You love it, don't you? Tell me you love it. Let your husband hear how you love having my cock in your ass, slut," X instructed.
Tess took a moment to bask in the pummeling X was providing my ass. Never had she expected to take anything more than her butt plug in her ass, and yet Tess was getting it drilled by a massive black cock, and enjoying it. She was even feeling the signs of an orgasm, and upon that realization, Tess blurted out, "Yes, I love your cock in my ass! OH GOD! Keep fucking my ass with your big black cock! I love it. I love it in my ass. Fuck!"
X continued hammering his tool into his married slut's ass, and Tess continued to take the pummeling as her second orgasm of the night drew closer and closer. He drove her near the summit of the climax over the next few minutes, and Tess became increasingly lost in the moment.
"You're my full-fledged slut now. You take my dick in your mouth, pussy, and ass. I got you on video and in pictures, being my slut. And you love it all," X spouted firmly.
In the fog of pleasure, Tess responded to X's words, saying, "Yes, I love it. I'm your slut. I love it. I love being your slut."
"Yeah, you love it. You will do anything for me. I got you to dye your hair blonde for me. I took you out in a see-through dress with nothing underneath it. I got you to wax your pussy and put on a spade tattoo. You want a real spade tattoo now, don't you," X asked.
Tess was on autopilot as she listened to X recap the night and replied, "Yes. Anything you want. I'm your slut."
"Fuck yeah. I'm going to cum soon slut, and I'm going to blast it in your ass. Then I'll shoot my next nut in your white pussy. You already swallowed one of my loads, and I plan on you taking one in each hole. Fuck, here I cum slut," X shouted before grunting and burying his cock deep into Tess ass.
As she felt his seed splash inside her, it triggered Tess's orgasm, and she began to spasm and pant along with X. She felt so full and alive as X pumped his cock into her ass and emptied his load.
Spent, X held himself deep inside his slut as she slowly came down from her climax. When Tess's body finally settled, she felt X pull back.
"Reach back and spread your ass open. I gotta get the after picture now," X explained.
With as much energy as she could muster, Tess complied and pulled her ass cheeks open for X. Once satisfied with the picture, X climbed up and over Tess to sit at the head of it. His cock still stood erect, and glistening with lube and streaks of cum.
When Tess looked up at him, he said, "Come one slut, you know you want this dick in your mouth again."
Tess said nothing. Instead, she worked her knees onto the bed, and crawled her way to her bull. X held his black rod at its base, presenting it to his slut. Tess leaned down, and without a thought, took the mighty member into her mouth once again.
The tang of the lube coated her mouth, but the subtle saltiness of X's cum helped cut through it. Tess couldn't tell that X's black python had just been in her ass from its taste, but her ass certainly felt the pummeling it was given. She could feel that her asshole was more open than typical, and also could feel the sensation of X's heavy load slipping out and onto the bed.
In that moment, more so than at any other point that night, Tess felt her naughtiest. She was sucking the cock of her black bull. A cock that had just taken her anal virginity. She had her arms bound behind her while her ass leaked her bull's cum onto the bed she shared with her husband. A husband who was at that moment in the living room and probably listened to the whole ordeal.
To add to it all, X was still talking to her about her sluttiness. "I've taken all your holes now. You are my personal 3-hole slut. My cock and cum has been where your bitch-boy husband has only ever dreamed of going. And you have loved every moment, as is evident by you now cleaning your ass off of my cock," X spouted.
Tess's pussy gushed with everything he said. She knew she should feel ashamed or bad, but she didn't. Instead, Tess felt alive and proud. She was openly being the sexual woman she has always desired to be, but was too afraid to explore. X had pulled her out of her comfort zone, and she had blossomed into a sexual dynamo.
X eventually had Tess stop and he got off the bed. She looked at him with curious eyes, before he said, "let's get cleaned up in the shower, and then we can get back to it." X then unfastened the cuffs from Tess's arms and the pair walked into the ensuite bathroom to shower together.
The End...for now.
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After the meet-up with Don, saying my sex life changed would be an understatement. I had provided my husband with his first "complete" orgasm in a long while after watching the video of my encounter with Don, but since then, I have continued teasing him and only bringing him to "ruined" orgasms. To my surprise, he did not complain and was actively a part of my continuing to seek out more black lovers. Thus solidifying that we both understood that, for the time being, I was "black only."
We set up dates for me with several other black men, and though none of those encounters were recorded, I enjoyed them very much. The lack of a camera present made each meeting feel different than it had been with Geo and Don. To try and tap into those feelings, I had a few of the men take pictures of me with them using my cell phone, and while I loved looking back at them, it just wasn't the same.
In addition to the lack of camera use with my other ebony suitors, they seemed less domineering and rough with me. Yes, they all were amazing specimens of the male human form and cocks to match, but each seemed a little timid to take control and use me as both Geo and Don had. I thought about this and concluded that Geo and Don had tapped into something within me that I didn't truly realize about myself.
I desire to be dominated. I enjoy rough sex. I like to be a slut. I wish to be used like a slut. I even get off on being humiliated and degraded.
I wasn't sure how deep those desires went, but Geo and Don touched and explored them with me, and I could sense that I wanted to explore them further.
As the weeks passed, I began searching for another encounter that could meet the needs missing from the other men I had hooked up with after Don. I needed another meet-up with a powerful black man who made videos in which he sexually dominated women. Doing the only thing I could think to do, I began scouring porn sites online, searching for such a man.
My search started timidly enough, but soon, I found myself watching videos of mostly white women being used as mere vessels of pleasure for black men. I loved it, but the only problem was that it didn't seem like the videos belonged to specific individuals. Rather, they appeared to be reuploaded by other people to share their favorite scenes or push the narrative of black cock dominance. However, the more I searched and watched, the more I desired to be treated like the women in those videos.
Eventually, my endless searching paid off. I found a few videos that fit the mood and theme I was looking for, and the same person put them all out. Looking at their profile on the video site, I reached out to establish contact.
While I felt relief that I finally found what I was looking for, I was still hesitant about contacting them. Those videos, while extremely erotic, definitely contained a heavy push of black male dominance, but each video also included a level of exposure for the women in the video.
Of course, I wasn't looking to truly have myself exposed as the women in his videos were, and I hesitated to reach out to him. However, my desperation to find someone similar to this person to make a video with pushed me to do just that. I sent him a private message explaining that I was a fan of his videos and would be interested in potentially making videos with him. When I hit the send button on that first email, my heart fluttered as I wondered if I was making a mistake. I reasoned that I hadn't committed to anything yet and could back out at any moment.
He responded three days later and simply sent me a link to a private text app he used to communicate through. Having already resolved that I would at least see how setting up a video with him would be, I took the next step down that path. I clicked the link he sent and set up my account on the app. In my initial message, I wrote, "Thanks for replying. I truly do enjoy your videos."
Moments later, the man replied, and our initial exchange was as follows:
BigTRiXXX: So, you wanna be in one of my videos?
Naomi: Yeah, I think so. But I have some reservations.
BigTRiXXX: Have you done something like this before, or would this be your first time?
Naomi: Yeah, I filmed a few videos with other guys.
BigTRiXXX: What's your name?
Naomi: It's Naomi.
BigTRiXXX: Send me the links to your videos so I can get a sense of who you are.
Figuring there wasn't any harm in him seeing the available videos, I sent him links to the free promo videos that Geo and Don released.
BigTRiXXX: I'll give them a watch and get back to you.
That was it. That was our first conversation, and I got nothing back from BigTriXXX for another two days. I didn't want to come off as over-eager or pushy, so I resolved to wait him out. In the meantime, I figured that if he was going to watch my videos, I could at least watch his videos some more. Doing so only increased my arousal and desire, so I was even more excited when he finally texted back.
BigTRiXXX: Watched your vids. You are a hot little bitch.
Naomi: Thank you.
BigTRiXXX: What's the deal with the masks?
Naomi: Just trying to keep my identity private.
BigTRiXXX: Don't want your friends knowing you a slut for big black cocks?
Naomi: Yeah, something like that.
BigTRiXXX: And you're married?
Naomi: Yes.
BigTRiXXX: He don't care that you're a big slut on the internet?
I didn't initially care for his rude talk. Calling me a bitch and slut without knowing me well was a little off-putting. However, I didn't say anything to him about it as I didn't want to derail a potential hook-up before it could get started.
Naomi: No, he doesn't mind. He helps find men for me and sets up dates.
BigTRiXXX: Ha, no shit. That's some crazy ass white boy shit right there. Good for him letting his white hoe wife get what she really needs; big black cock.
BigTRiXXX: Send me some pictures of yourself. I want a better look at what you are working with.
He wasn't asking me; he was telling me. It was very straightforward, but I wasn't mad about it. After all, I had been searching for just this type of interaction. I wanted to see how much dominance I was comfortable with and decided this guy might help me explore my limits. So, I playfully responded to his demand.
Naomi: My videos weren't enough for you?
BigTRiXXX: No bitch, I need some pictures of just you. I want to see that slutty white body of yours without it being black dicked.
Naomi: Okay, give me a second.
I knew I would send the pictures, but his harsh text in return made me want to send them even more. It's weird; I should have balked at his vulgar words, but my desires grew. I took my clothes off as I was home alone and then began to pose in my bedroom mirror to snap nude selfies. After cropping them to remove my head and face, I sent them to him.
BigTRiXXX: Why no face?
Naomi: As I said earlier, I want to keep my identity secret.
BigTRiXXX: Shit, I ain't gonna share these pics. Let me see that sexy face.
Naomi: You promise?
BigTRiXXX: If you don't want me to, I won't.
Not entirely thinking with a clear head, more so with my over-aroused sex, I resent the pictures uncropped.
BigTRiXXX: There you go. Was that so hard for you slut? You got a beautiful smile and sexy eyes. Shouldn't hide them, especially if you wanna be my next video hoe.
BigTRiXXX: That's what you want, isn't it? That's why you contacted me, right?
Naomi: Yes.
BigTRiXXX: Then tell me. Let me know you want that.
Naomi: I want to be in a video with you.
BigTRiXXX: Nah. That's not it. Tell me what you really want.
I had to think about what he was asking for a moment. What did he want me to type? After a bit, I realized the answer and typed my reply.
Naomi: I want to be your next video hoe. I want to be a slut for you.
BigTRiXXX: Prove it. Send me another picture of yourself naked, holding a piece of paper that says that. Make sure you use my name too.
He continued his forward demands, and I found my body responding. I quickly went in search of a piece of paper and a marker. Securing them, I jotted in bold letters, "I want to be BigTRiXXX's video hoe." I then posed for another nude selfie, holding the sign beside my smiling face. I sent the photo without giving myself any time to think about it.
BigTRiXXX: Perfect. I'll be in touch.
Much like our first conversation, our second conversation ended suddenly without further discussing an actual meeting. Also, as before, BigTRiXXX didn't contact me again for a few days. I was left to analyze everything between us in my head. Heck, I hadn't even learned his real name. He knew mine and had uncropped naked pictures of me already. So far, my interaction with BigTRiXXX hadn't been anything like the standard operating procedure that Geo and Don had when I reached out to them. My desire to explore my limits clouded my judgment, and I followed whatever BigTRiXXX asked me.
Rather than be concerned with the rashness of my behavior, I instead found myself rewatching all of BigTRiXXX's videos as I waited for him to get back in touch with me. By the time he did, I was like a primed pump of arousal, ready to spew. I was putty in his hands; however, I didn't know it yet.
BigTRiXXX: How you doing, hoe?
Naomi: I'm good. I thought you forgot about me.
BigTRiXXX: Haha. Did the hoe miss me?
Naomi: Something like that.
BigTRiXXX: Don't worry, I had some business to take care of. But, back to you, what are you doing right now?
Naomi: Just something for work.
BigTRiXXX: Onlyfans?
Naomi: Ha, no. I don't have an Onlyfans, but I am about to record a video.
After hitting send, I regretted typing that. I didn't want to give away more of my personal life to him, but once I cracked that door, he pulled it open.
BigTRiXXX: A video? You about to get black dicked down?
Naomi: No. Not that kind of video.
BigTRiXXX: What then?
Naomi: A video podcast for my business.
BigTRiXXX: Oh yeah? What's the name?
I'm not sure why, but I sent him the name of my YouTube channel. For a few minutes, he didn't respond, and I was left to ponder what exactly I was doing, continuing to conversate with him.
BigTRiXXX: Scrapbooking? That's your thing when you ain't being a hoe?
Naomi: Yeah, that and other crafty things.
BigTRiXXX: Well, shit, I won't keep you from your video. I was just seeing if you were still interested in doing a video with me.
Naomi: Yes. When and where would be a good time?
BigTRiXXX: We can talk about that another time. I'll let you get back to what you were doing.
Naomi: No, it's okay. I can talk about it now. I can push this back.
BigTRiXXX: Patience hoe, we will figure it all out in time. You're an eager bitch ain't you. In the meantime, how about you do something naughty in your video today to show your willingness to be in a video with me?
Naomi: I don't know. I can't post anything naughty. I would lose my followers and maybe even get banned on YouTube.
BigTRiXXX: Yeah, I know that. I was thinking of something more secretive that only you and I would know about.
Namoi: Okay, what do you have in mind?
BigTRiXXX: Looking at your other videos, I see that you film yourself sitting, but the camera only shows you from about the waist up. I want you to film your video today, naked from the waist down.
Naomi: Oh my, that would be naughty. I think I could do that.
BigTRiXXX: Great, but to prove that you do, use the video chat in this app to live stream yourself recording the podcast half naked. It's only you and me on this chat thread, so I will be the only one to see it.
His push to have me stream myself caused a bit of reservations, but upon looking into the app's functionality, I understood that he was right; only he would be able to see the video. Before I responded, I had already started removing my pants.
Naomi: Oh my god. I can't believe it, but I will do it. This is wild.
BigTRiXXX: Yeah, it is, but you'll love it. To further prove why you are doing it, write on your inner thighs, "BigTRiXXX's Video Hoe."
Naomi: Okay, anything else?
BigTRiXXX: If the urge finds you, feel free to play with yourself while you work. I'll be in touch after you upload the video.
Again, I was left to my thoughts. Thankfully, I had something more to distract myself from, even if I was to perform a naughty secret for an online man I didn't know much about. Having already removed my pants, I retrieved a marker from my desk and wrote the requested words on my thighs. Taking a deep breath and ensuring my framing was right, I started the livestream on my phone and then began recording my podcast on my camera.
After a half hour of recording and another hour of editing, my latest video podcast was uploaded for my many subscribers. To say that the constant reminder of being naked from the waist down wasn't constantly on my mind during the process would be highly inaccurate. By the time I finished recording, I had left a wet spot on the fabric of the chair I was sitting on, and while I watched back the recording during the editing process, I could sense a level of tension in my demeanor.
However, despite my uneasiness with the task, I was filled with excitement nearly unmatched by anything I had experienced. I stayed bottomless even after finishing the video and posting it online, as it was too difficult to keep my fingers from playing with my slick sex. True to his word, BigTRiXXX texted me after my video was published.
BigTRiXXX: You did a good job of keeping your naughty secret. But I could see in the live stream how wet you got, and your fingers certainly seemed to enjoy themselves.
Naomi: Thank you. I am so frazzled by it but equally turned on. I'm still not wearing my pants.
BigTRiXXX: Prove it. Send me a picture.
I didn't write my response but instead complied with his request and snapped a quick picture to send him.
BigTRiXXX: You can do better than that. Go pull your video up on your TV and snap a selfie in front of it. Make sure I can see what you wrote on your thighs, too.
Naomi: Oh God. Okay. Give me a moment.
I was on autopilot. With my phone in hand, I walked out of my office and into my living room. I quickly opened the YouTube app and started my most recent video. As it played, I got my phone propped up and set the timer to capture the picture BigTRiXXX requested. I sent it off after reviewing the image and was pleasantly surprised by how well it turned out.
BigTRiXXX: That's a good hoe. If I were there now, I would love to have you sucking my cock while I watch your podcast. Get to see both sides of you.
Naomi: That would be so hot. Having to be slutty for you while you watch me act prim and proper.
BigTRiXXX: You like that, don't you? You love having this naughty secret life.
Naomi: Yes. It turns me on so much to act like slut in private while being the proper lady in real life.
BigTRiXXX: I don't think you act like a slut. You are a slut, and are acting like the proper lady. Be honest with yourself.
Namoi: The more I do things like this, the more I realize that might be the case.
BigTRiXXX: Maybe one day your slut life won't have to be private.
Naomi: While that would make things easier, I don't know if that could ever happen.
BigTRiXXX: Oh, it could happen. You just need to let go and accept it.
Naomi: Maybe, but that is scary.
BigTRiXXX: Just imagine how aroused you'd get if your 40-plus thousand subscribers watched you taking black dick.
Naomi: Oh God. That sounds so risky and so hot, but it would ruin me.
BigTRiXXX: Nah, you would finally be able to promote what you are best at, serving black men. Tell me I ain't right.
Naomi: I must admit, I do love to serve black men and let my slutty side out with them.
BigTRiXXX: Yeah, you do. By the way, I left you a comment on your newest video.
My eyes shot wide open at BigTRiXXX's last message. I had to pull up the comments and see what he said quickly. I found his comment easily since the video had only been posted for less than an hour. Upon doing so, my eyes again shot wide open, and my jaw dropped.
Using the same username, BigTRiXXX commented, "Not used to seeing you like this, but I guess that's our secret, isn't it." Going back to the chat app, I typed a response.
Naomi: Oh my God! How could you leave that comment?
BigTRiXXX: What? It ain't nothing wrong. I could've posted a link to one of your slutty videos instead, but I thought this the better option.
Naomi: No. Please don't post a link.
BigTRiXXX: Don't worry, I won't. If anyone is going to out you, it will be you. Now show me you understand it was a harmless comment, and reply to it with a winking emoji.
My heart fluttered with the idea of BigTRiXXX posting a link to one of my videos with Geo or Don. It was scary to think about, but at the same time, I found myself starting to fantasize about what that would be like. Shaking myself out of such thoughts, I returned to BigTRiXXX's recent comment and replied as he requested. To my shock, he quickly responded with a black thumbs-up emoji and a video camera emoji. I knew he was playing a dangerous game with me, but I was riled up and quickly texted him to that extent.
Naomi: You're bad. I'm practically leaking. When are we making our video?
BigTRiXXX: Soon. I just like to play with my hoes some before the main event. In fact, what is your address? I have something to send you that I think you will enjoy.
Naomi: Oooh, it is naughty?
BigTRiXXX: You'll see when you get it. So do you want it?
Naomi: Yes, please.
I sent BigTRiXXX my address, not concerned that he now had my home address.
BigTRiXXX: Perfect. I'll send it out later today. Hit me up when you get it.
As had become his habit, BigTRiXXX left the chat, and I found myself pondering another erotically charged interaction without much progress made toward a meeting. Of course, I was curious about what he would be sending me, but I had to push that out of my mind as I realized I was still bottomless in my living room while my most recent podcast played on the T.V. behind me. Not wanting to let a good thing go to waste, I pleasured myself to orgasm before cleaning myself up.
Four days after our last text exchange, the package BigTRiXXX said he was sending arrived at my door. I looked to see if the shipping label had his name, but I only saw a P.O. Box number. Ripping open the padded envelope, I found a small box within. Being eager to find out what was inside, I opened it and was initially confused by what I found inside.
It was a leather strip with two metal chains attached to it. Upon further investigation, I determined it was a collar with attached nipple clamps. Once I figured that out, I became excited thinking about what it would be like to wear the item. And, without thinking about it, I pulled my top off and got the collar on. The subtle pinch of the clamps was a slightly painful new experience for me, but one I found I enjoyed.
With the collar and clamps fitted, I texted BigTRiXXX that I had received my gift.
Naomi: I got your gift. I love it. I'm wearing it already.
Feeling cheeky, I snapped a quick selfie of myself with the new accessories and sent it to him as well. To my surprise, it didn't take long for him to reply.



BigTRiXXX: I knew you would like it. They look good on you, hoe, but you can do better than just a simple selfie. You can push the naughty envelope a bit more.
Naomi: I'm open to suggestions.
BigTRiXXX: Take a picture of you wearing only my gift, but do it outside in front of your house.
Naomi: Wow, that pushes the risk factor, but I like it.
BigTRiXXX: Of course, you do. I don't want any selfie shit, either. Set a timer so I can see your entire body.
Naomi: Okay. Give me a few moments to get it all set up.
BigTRiXXX: Take your time, hoe.
I felt the excitement flow through me as I thought about the best way to capture the image BigTRiXXX requested. Being naked in front of my house was scary, but it wasn't crazy. My front door sits back from the street and is somewhat hidden. Though anyone walking by could see up to the door, you had to be in the right spot and know to look. I was confident I could take the picture without being seen by a passerby or one of my neighbors.
Stripping out of my pants, I grabbed a stool from the kitchen and brought it outside. I set my phone up on the stool seat, adjusted my camera settings to set the timer, and then ran to pose in front of my door with a smile. Feeling brave, I didn't even go inside before I sent BigTRiXXX the picture, and I remained outside while I awaited his reply.
BigTRiXXX: Damn, hoe. You look good naked outside. I can tell from the picture you are excited about it.
Naomi: Yes, so much. I'm still outside. I feel so daring.
BigTRiXXX: Oh yeah? Let's keep it going. Get one of the dildos that I'm sure you own, and play with yourself while outside.
Naomi: Oh my, very naughty. I like it and can't believe it, but I will do it.
BigTRiXXX: Good, and make sure to live stream it in the chat for me.
Naomi: Okay. Fuck. This is so naughty.
I practically raced into my house and bedroom to secure a dildo from my closet. I picked a favorite of mine since beginning my journey down the path of black cocks. It was a large black silicone phallus with realistic balls and veins. From experience, I knew it stretched me just right and felt incredible. However, I had never thought about using it on myself outside, nor while livestreaming it for a man that would be potentially fucking me soon.
Getting my phone set up, I positioned myself in front of it and at the foot of my front door. I started by taking the fake appendage into my mouth to create an extra layer of lubrication, though my sex was more than ready for its insertion. I wanted to put on a show for BigTRiXXX and show him what I could do. It wasn't long before I was pumping the big black cock in and out of my desperate cunt, and exploding into a very pleasurable climax.
Taking some time to recover, I eventually crawled over to my phone and ended the stream. I then sent BigTRiXXX a text.
Naomi: Hope you enjoyed the show. : )
BigTRiXXX: It was wonderful. A great preview of what you will look like when you take my cock.
Naomi: Don't keep me waiting. When?
BigTRiXXX: How about at the end of the month? You fly out here. My boy has a cabin in the mountains that will be perfect for a shoot.
Naomi: Yes! Perfect. I'll book my tickets now.
BigTRiXXX: Great, and I'll send you the info on the cabin so you can book that too.
Naomi: Oh, you want me to book the cabin too?
BigTRiXXX: Yeah, but it is only available for one night, so you will have to get other accommodations for your stay.
Naomi: Umm, yeah. That should be okay. Send me the information, and I'll take care of it.
BigTRiXXX: Perfect. I think we will make a great video together, and you will get to be more of the slut you were born to be.
Though I was expecting to pay for not only my airfare and hotel stay, I hadn't expected to pay for the cabin to film in. Ultimately, I decided it was a small price to pay to get what I desired. I wanted a meet-up with a dominant black man to push me further while filming the entire ordeal, and BigTRiXXX seemed just the man to do so. I eagerly contacted the man who had the cabin.
I relayed all the information to my husband when he got home that evening, and in the end, the trip totaled over a thousand dollars. My husband was hesitant about the cost, but a loving tug of his cock to an "accidental" ruined orgasm eased his concerns.
Knowing that I was officially going to be doing it, I began to come to terms with what I would be willing to allow BigTRiXXX to do. Having watched most of his videos, I knew he pushed the dominance aspect, but he also seemed to enjoy making the women in his films humiliate themselves and even expose parts of their real lives. I wanted him to dominate me and was interested in how much I would get off from the humiliation. However, exposing my private life was something I wasn't entirely sure I could do, but I did know that in the moment, that could change, and that realization scared me.
Could I trust myself to avoid exposing aspects of my private life while with BigTRiXXX? Would I be able to stop myself from being a willing participant in my exposure while in the midst of what figured to be a next-level sexual experience? Did I want to keep my private life private? I wasn't sure, and those questions plagued my mind for the rest of the month until the day to board the plane finally arrived.
Because of the timing, my flight would arrive before my hotel would be ready, so BigTRiXXX and I had arranged that I go to the cabin first and get myself ready. I would then check into my hotel after we filmed together. When I arrived at the house in my rental car, I realized that this meet-up would be my first that didn't take place at night. It was noon, and BigTRiXXX would arrive at one, giving me an hour to prepare.
We had gone over how he wanted me to be upon his arrival. BigTRiXXX had instructed me to be naked except for the collar and nipple clamps he had sent me. He had agreed to allow me to wear an eye covering to conceal my identity on video but insisted it be a full blindfold. He explained that it would be even kinkier if I couldn't see. The last part of preparation would be to handcuff my arms behind me as I knelt in front of the bed and waited for him to arrive.
Arriving at the cabin, I was immediately shocked to see how small of a place it was. I expected something bigger for how much I was charged for the night. It was simply a one-room building, most likely used for hunting trips, with a sofa bed in the middle of the room and a small attached bathroom. However, it was secluded and private, which was a positive.
With only my small day bag, I quickly made myself up for the upcoming shoot. As I wouldn't be wearing anything during the video, I left my full suitcase in the rental car, figuring I could put on my travel clothes once we finished. I utilized the small bathroom shower to refresh myself from the flight. Having grown accustomed to being completely smooth from the neck down, I took care of any stray hairs. I then moisturized my body, put on my make-up, and did my hair. I opted for a simple, sexy look as it wouldn't be long before it would likely be messed up.
Leaving my clothes hanging from the bathroom door and my small purse containing my wallet and keys, I went into the cabin to get everything else set up. I set the small bag containing the collar, clamps, blindfold, and cuffs onto the small table beside the sofa bed. Then, with considerable effort, I pulled out the bed from the couch and was not excited about what I saw. There were no sheets but just a bare mattress that showed signs of heavy use and age.
I looked through the few cabinets within the cabin for any linens but found none. The realization that I would be engaging in sexually degrading acts on a bare mattress added to the humiliation of the meet-up, and I became even more eager to begin. I put on the collar/clamp accessory first, ensuring the fit was right and the pinch on my nipples wasn't too intense. Next, I set the blindfold and handcuffs at the foot of the mattress for when I would need to put them on later.
Having about thirty minutes to wait until BigTRiXXX arrived, I retrieved my phone from the bathroom and texted my husband that I had arrived. I included a selfie of how I was dressed as I waited for my partner of the night. Sending the naughty image to my husband in combination with what I was about to do, I pushed myself to be a bit more risky.
In a few of BigTRiXXX's videos, I had seen him use the phone of the woman he was with to further add to her humiliation. He would hold their phone up to show private, everyday pictures of them while, in that moment, the woman was degrading herself for him. Or, he would call the woman's husband or boyfriend while fucking her to emphasize that the woman was not being faithful.
When Don had similarly used my phone, it gave me a true thrill, and I wanted to see if BigTRiXXX would take advantage of the opportunity if I left my phone out. However, the risky part was that I turned off my facial recognition sign-in and left my cellphone unlockable with a simple swipe. I knew that if I were to be blindfolded, I would only know if he would use my phone if he told me or when I watched the video later.
After turning off the lock screen security, I set my phone face up on the small table next to the couch bed. Because I was becoming increasingly aroused, I decided it was in my best interest to go ahead and get myself into position and await BigTRiXXX's arrival.
I grabbed a pillow off the bed and laid it on the floor to give myself a cushion to kneel on. On my knees, I slipped the blindfold over my eyes before reaching for the cuffs. With some fiddling, I secured both cuffs to my wrists behind my back. The keys to the cuffs were in my bag that I stashed inside the restroom, so I had effectively left myself at the mercy of BigTRiXXX, and my body shivered at the notion.
My mind rolled through my situation, and the endless possibilities were still coming as I waited. I could feel the heat emanating from my pussy on my thighs, and my body nervously shook as I knew that, at that moment, I was all in. In those moments, I promised myself that nothing was off the table. I would do anything and everything BigTRiXXX requested of me.
After what felt like an eternity, but in actuality, it was only about five minutes, I heard the cabin door creak open. Then, I heard the unmistakable sound of footsteps, but worryingly, they sounded like more than one set of footsteps. I remained quiet, though, as BigTRiXXX hadn't spoken to me yet. Within moments, I discerned that there was at least one other person in the cabin with BigTRiXXX, and both seemed to be walking around me and, in effect, the room. I had no way of knowing what they were doing, but from the sounds, I could hear them moving stuff around or setting things up.
Suddenly, I could sense a presence directly in front of me, and then I felt warm breath on my face before BigTRiXXX spoke.
"What a good white hoe. You're obediently waiting for me just as I ordered. I can tell that you are one excited slut, as your cunt is practically leaking already. Are you eager to be my newest whore on video?"
I could only nod to signal my eagerness, as I found speaking difficult. BigTRiXXX helped me as he ordered me to talk with his first command of the meeting and the first instance of my humiliation.
"No, tell me. Say who you are and what you are eager for."
Figuring he was recording me, I built up my voice and responded, "Hello, I'm Naomi, and I am eager to be BigTriXXX's newest whore on video."
"Ha ha, well, that's good you are eager because I have a surprise for you, Naomi. For the first time in any of my videos, I brought a friend along to help me dick out a hoe. Have you ever had two big black cocks at the same time Naomi?"
Each time he said my name, I felt my pussy pulse and my heart beat harder. I answered his question honestly and like a true slut, "No, never. But I'm excited to get the chance to."
"Let's not keep you waiting any longer then," BigTRiXXX said before I felt him grab my hair abruptly and pull my face forward. His already hard cock pressed into my lips, and I opened my mouth to allow it access. He then started to roughly use my mouth as a simple fuck hole.
From that point on, the pace was set. BigTRiXXX and his anonymous friend used me however they pleased. It was rough, hard, degrading, and humiliating. I loved every moment of it. Being blindfolded and restrained only added to the experience. BigTRiXXX and his friend would switch which of my holes they were using while the whole time speaking to me in humiliatingly degrading ways.
"The hoe is made for black cock. I can't believe she ever married a white guy. This is what she needs; black cock filling all her slutty holes."
"Once we done with her, she will never be able to take her little husband's cock again. We should pimp her out. It would be a win-win for everyone. She gets more black dick, and we get paid."
"Look how good she takes dick in her ass. That's how you know she is a certified slut. Taking big black cock in her ass like it's nothing."
I moaned and groaned through it all, only speaking when asked a question or ordered to talk.
"So you saw my other videos and said to yourself, 'I want that dick,' or was it more, 'I want to be that slut'" BigTRiXXX asked.
I answered while one of them roughly fucked my ass from behind, "Angh, both. I wanted to be dominated and humiliated by you and your big black cock."
"Is that why you happily did everything I asked in our chat thread leading up to today?"
My reply was hindered as whoever was fucking my ass reached forward, and fish hooked the corner of my mouth. However, I said, "Yish, I wanted to poorve myselph."
I got everything I had hoped for when I reached out to BigTRiXXX. A thorough fucking, being dominated, experiencing new levels of sexual humiliation, and so much more.
Later, while I was getting my throat fucked as my head dangled off the edge of the mattress, BigTRiXXX asked, "You fuck your husband anymore?"
The cock in my mouth pulled out to allow me a chance to answer, to which I replied, "No, not since I started fucking black guys."
"Why is that," BigTRiXXX pushed.
Again, I was given a moment to respond and said, in a state of hazy arousal, "Because his dick can't compare, and he can't dominate me as a powerful black man can."
"Haha, sounds about right," BigTRiXXX howled as the cock was again lodged into my throat.
Occasionally, it would just be one of the two men fucking me, as the other seemed to take time to recover and rest. Other times, I would be left to recover some on my own while they moved around the room, cracking open drinks and talking about me. During those times, I often thought about how surreal the situation was. After one of the moments of recovery, I was pulled from my thoughts when I felt fingers starting to play with my battered pussy.
"You really do get off on all of this, don't you, Naomi," BigTRiXXX asked.
I thought it obvious I enjoyed everything, from the moaning and panting I had been doing, but I understood that he liked to have me talk for the camera. It added to the humiliation of it all. So, wanting to show my obedience to him, I answered, "Oh yeah. I love it. I love it all."
"Not just the fucking, but you love that others will see you being your true slutty self," BigTRiXXX added while building up the speed of his fingers plunging into my slit.
I had to admit that it was impressive how he understood it wasn't just a physical thing for me; it was also very much a mental thing. I replied, "Yes, it is so hot to be a slut for you and to know other people will see me getting fucked and being humiliated."
As BigTRiXXX continued to finger me, I could feel myself coming closer and closer to an orgasm. He seemed to want me like that, as he next asked, "Does it get you off to think of people knowing that you are a simple slut, Naomi?"
"Oh fuck, yes," I groaned in response. His fingers, his questions, and his use of my real name drove me to what I expected to be a very powerful orgasm.
"Is that what you really want, Naomi? Do you want everyone to know what you really are? Do you want to openly be a slut for black cock," BigTRiXXX asked.
My mind was a blur of emotions and feelings, yet I still managed to answer, "Yes! Yes! Yes, I want that."
"Then tell me and the people watching this video. Tell them who you are. Tell them what you are. Tell them what you want," BigTRiXXX urged me to say while his fingers frantically pumped my sex.
I was lost in the moment and could feel my climax nearing, and with as much coherence as I could muster, I said, "My name is Naomi, and, oh fuck, I'm a huge slut for black cock. I get off on being used and humiliated on video. Fuck, I can't understand why, but I love knowing others watch me get used degradingly. I want everyone to know me as the slut I am. I wish everyone could see slutty Naomi."
Just as I was about to explode with a tremendous orgasm, BigTRiXXX pulled his hand away from my pussy, and left me inches from the desired finish. As I pleaded for him not to stop, to return his fingers and get me off, I heard him laugh and say, "Don't worry, I'm giving you exactly what you want."
Before I could beg anymore or ask what he meant, my mouth was again stuffed with one of their stiff cocks. I pushed everything out of my mind and focused on sucking the dick, hoping it would earn me my chance to come. After a while, I fell back into the role of a set of holes for the two black men, and my orgasms came from the onslaught of fucking continued.
Eventually, BigTRiXXX and his friend must have gotten worn out, as both finally came, one in my ass and one in my mouth. With both of them spent, I was guided to my feet. BigTRiXXX then began to walk me while he spoke. "This has been a blast, and you were every bit the hoe I knew you could be. I'm sure you had fun, and I think you will love seeing the video. But it's time for you to leave. I'll be in touch."
I felt him unfasten one of the cuffs from my wrist before shoving me forward. Half stumbling, I felt the gravel path outside on my bare feet and then heard the door to the cabin shut behind me. Reaching up with my now unsecured hands, I pulled off the blindfold and confirmed that BigTRiXXX had pushed me outside. I was naked except for the collar, nipple clamps, and the dangling cuffs from my wrist.
It took me a moment to truly process what was happening, but I soon realized that BigTRiXXX did not intend to open the door for me. He had his fill with me and tossed me out like a toy he no longer wanted to play with. I felt so used, but at the same time, extremely aroused. Looking around, I saw my small bag on the ground but no sign of the clothes I had worn into the small cabin.
Retrieving my bag, I was happy to see my phone inside. I retrieved the keys to my rental car and then turned to walk over to it. That is when I noticed the trunk of it open. As I got closer, I noticed that my suitcase was also open and looked like it had been rummaged through.
Standing at the open trunk, I took off the collar and clamps. The feeling of blood rushing back into my nipples is indescribable. I also noticed how sore my arms were from being locked behind me for so long as I removed the cuffs. While it was still daylight, it must have been at least an hour since I was inside the cabin, but probably closer to two. My body ached from being used, yet it wasn't a feeling I disliked. It gave me a weird sense of pride to perform well and get what I had hoped to receive in return.
I stashed the items away in my bag and then went to pull out an outfit to put on. It was at that moment that I realized why my suitcase was open. Every pair of underwear (bra and panties) that I had packed were gone. BigTRiXXX must have gone out to my car during one of his "rests" and taken them out of my bag. I thought about returning to the door and asking for them back, but instead decided it would be far naughtier and fun to accept the loss.



Considering I had packed for a short trip, I didn't have many options to choose from when it came to getting dressed, and to my dismay, those options also seemed to be limited, thanks to BigTRiXXX. It came down to a sundress and a pair of sandals. Every other clothing item was gone. Thankfully, my toiletries bag was still present. Having only a dress to wear for the rest of my time in town would certainly make things more interesting for me.
Once dressed, I closed my suitcase and the trunk before entering the car's driver's seat. Using the mirror in the sunshade, I did my best to fix up my make-up and hair to make myself look somewhat presentable. After all, I still had to check into my hotel room for the night. Grabbing my phone to get the navigation loaded, I noticed that my wallpaper had been changed and instantly knew BigTRiXXX had used my phone during our meet-up.
My phone screen showed a picture of me blindfolded with a big black cock in my mouth. Immediately, seeing the image caused my arousal to swell, and I quickly opened my photos app to see if there were more. To my delight, there were.
I decided to look at them once in my hotel room and opened my navigation. It would take me about 20 minutes to drive down the mountain to my hotel, which was plenty of time to contemplate what I had just experienced and how I truly felt about it. That was my plan, but instead, my hand found its way to my sex and began teasing it while my mind wandered with images of me being used by BigTRiXXX. I had to pull my dress out from under me as I didn't want to leave a wet spot on it.
Arriving at my hotel, I had only one thing on my mind: checking in as fast as I could so I could get myself off in the privacy of my room. That's what I found myself doing five minutes later. It was glorious.
After recovering from my much-needed climax, I finally took stock of everything. I spent over an hour being a fuck toy for two black men while they recorded it. The video, as I knew and wanted, would be posted online. I was now in a city with only a few clothing options and no underwear. Of course, I knew I could buy more, but I didn't feel like that would be part of the experience.
Feeling satisfied with my meet-up with BigTRiXXX, I stripped off my dress and started a shower to refresh. I still had the entire evening and much of the next morning until I had to return to my normal life. I wondered what kind of mischief I could get into until then. As if fated, this would be answered for me when I got out of the shower and saw I had a message from BigTRiXXX waiting for me on my phone.
BigTRiXXX: Here's the link to our video. I don't do much editing, so I get them up quickly. It's set to private right now; I wanted to let you see it before the world does.
Naomi: Oh my God, so fast. I'm going to watch it right now.
I did just that and was shocked. Not so much by the raunchiness of the sex, in which I was seemingly just a vessel for the two black men to stuff their cocks into, but how much BigTRiXXX revealed about me. The video started with them arriving at the cabin and showing me naked and blindfolded in the middle of the room. The camera then walked around the room as BigTRiXXX found my bag in the restroom containing my rental car keys and wallet. He collected it, along with my clothes, and brought them into the main room.
The other man had started a fire in the small wood-burning stove, and the video captured my clothes being tossed inside. My bag was dumped upside down onto the mattress, revealing my wallet and cuff keys. After that, the fucking and use of my holes began. I was aware of and enjoyed all of that at the moment, but there were things I didn't know about because of my blindfold that truly shocked me.
BigTRiXXX, as I knew, had found my phone, but he did more than simply take pictures and videos of me with it. He often held it in front of his camera as I was being used to show photos of me in my normal day-to-day life. Don had done this, too, which was partly the reason I had left my phone unlocked for BigTRiXXX. However, as I watched BigTRiXXX do this, I realized that this video would be available to view to anyone, not just paid customers. I cursed myself for making such a stupid error in judgment. In addition, he recorded himself sending those same photos to himself.
The video also showed how he had taken my car keys and rummaged through my suitcase. I watched as he took the clothes that I had packed and brought them inside to be thrown into the fire. Then, when he was fingering me and getting me to say how much I loved being humiliated and fucked by black cock, and how I wanted everyone to see slutty Naomi, an even bigger shock came.
As he pulled his hand away from my desperate pussy, and I begged for him to get me off, I understood what he meant when he said, "Don't worry, I'm giving you just what you want." In front of the camera, BigTRiXXX held my driver's license to show off my full name, picture, address, and everything else. He exposed and humiliated me completely by letting all his potential viewers see the real me; the slutty Naomi and the private Naomi. While that shocked me and caused me to become extremely terrified, I also found that my hand had found its way to my dripping sex, and I had two fingers plunged deep inside.
However, that wasn't the final shock nor the most exposing. At the end of the video, after he pushed me outside naked and shut the door, a slideshow of pictures began to roll on the screen. It started with just the normal pictures of me that he had sent to himself from my phone. Then he mixed in some of my nudes before showing those side-by-side with my normal ones. As that happened, I noticed that he had included my full name at the bottom of the photos.
My hand was glued to my pussy even though what I was watching was so scary for me. The slideshow progressed to show the images he had me send him in our early chat session. BigTRiXXX also included screenshots of those chats as well. When it came to the picture of me wearing the collar and clamps in front of my house, he placed it by a screenshot of Google Maps for my house in street view. Included was my address at the bottom and my name.
I was in a frenzy as I watched myself get exposed until the video ended with text stating my YouTube channel name and thumbnail of my most recent video. I exploded into another orgasm and convulsed on the floor for a few minutes before returning to reality. When I did, I immediately sent a message to BigTRiXXX.
Naomi: That is so hot, but you can't post that.
BigTRiXXX: Glad you liked it, but tell you what, give me your hotel details, and we can discuss this face-to-face.
Namoi: Okay. Yeah, that works for me.
I then sent my hotel information to him and waited. I didn't quite know what I would say once he arrived, but I knew that if he posted that video, it would out me as a slut for sure. It would be life-changing. As I waited for BigTRiXXX to arrive, I freshened up and put back on my dress. I felt even more exposed for not having on panties or a bra.
Thirty minutes later, there was a knock at my hotel door. I took a moment to gather myself before opening it and greeted the man who had just fucked me and planned to post the session online to expose me. It was the first time I had seen BigTRiXXX in person, and his large frame immediately made me assume a more submissive role. He said nothing as he stepped forward to take away the space between us and then took the nape of my neck in his hand, leaning in for a deep kiss.
I was immediately lost in lust. The worries and thoughts of the video flew out of my head as BigTRiXXX's tongue explored my mouth and his hands moved over my body. Within seconds of me opening the door, he had my dress up and over my ass, and his hand was kneading my ass like it was a dough ball. I didn't resist, though; instead, I ground my hips into his body and kissed him as passionately as possible.
BigTRiXXX began walking us into the room, the door falling shut behind us. Once we were in the middle of the room, he reached with both hands and ripped my dress off my body. He stepped back to admire my naked form, tossing my ruined dress into the corner of the room before asking, "You wanted to talk about the video?"
I was panting as he left me riled up, and it took me a moment to comprehend what he said. After a moment, I replied, "Ah, yes, the video. I don't think you can post it."
"And why is that," BigTRiXXX asked while stepping back toward me.
I retreated to try and keep from getting flustered again and answered, "Because it exposes me."
BigTRiXXX continued walking towards me until I backed up to the window. Standing just inches away, he responded, "That's what you want though. You said as much in the cabin. You want everyone to see your true slut side."
One of his hands gripped my hip while the other pulled open the curtain covering the window. In a swift motion, BigTRiXXX spun me to face the uncovered window and pressed himself behind me.
Into my ear, he raspily said, "You're a slut, and you need to let everyone know. You can't hide it anymore. You love giving yourself to black cock; everything else doesn't matter." His hand found my slit, and his fingers played with my wetness as he spoke. I could only moan in response.
"Look outside, all those people in their cars; they might see the video and would know what a true slut looks like," BigTRiXXX huskily whispered into my ear as he kept stimulating my sex with his fingers.
I stared out at the roadway and parking lot, and my mind filled with visions of the countless strangers watching me on their phones or computers. The thought alone was almost enough to bring me to another climax.
"You said so yourself, you want everyone to know you as the true slut you are. A slut that loves black cock and humiliation," BigTRiXXX added as he slipped two fingers into my slit.
I was panting as BigTRiXXX brought me to a near fever-pitched state of arousal. "Yes, but," I started to reply but wasn't able to finish.
"We both know you want to post the video. You want to post your ultimate humiliation online for every to have access to. You want to be free to be slut Naomi. Post the video," BigTRiXXX stated.
As he spoke, I saw his other hand raise up in the corner of my eye. Turning to look at it, I saw he was holding his phone up. The screen was illuminated and showed his video account with my video on it.
"All you have to do is touch where it says private and switch it to public. Then everyone will get to know the true Naomi," BigTRiXXX instructed. His fingers continued to plunge in and out of my pussy, and my mind raced with everything that was happening.
My mind was still desperately trying to remember that such a video would be life-changing, not only for me but for my husband as well. However, the pleasure from BigTRiXXX's fingers and the arousal of the thought were making it difficult to keep that straight. My slutty side wanted out, and it was currently winning the battle.
As if knowing the internal dialogue going on in my head, BigTRiXXX said, "You know what you really want. Just let go and enjoy. You can be free; all it takes is one little tap, and your true nature can be released."
Without me even realizing it, my hand had slid up the window and was level with his phone. I held it there a moment and looked back out onto the roadway. I watched as more cars drove past in the distance. The idea of them looking up at my window and seeing me as I was made my whole body quiver. I very nearly had another orgasm, but something kept me from stepping over that edge.
Looking back at BigTRiXXX's phone, I knew what it was. Almost as if in an out-of-body experience, I watched as my hand lifted away from the window. My index finger extended out and slowly moved to hover over the phone's bright screen. The tip of my finger stayed just above the word private for a few moments, as if contemplating on its own whether or not to push down. I felt out of control entirely and as if I was only a witness to the actions of my finger.
The moment my finger pressed down and I witnessed the word change from "Private" to "Public," I felt as though an explosion ripped through my entire body. My orgasm sent me thrashing against the cold glass of the window to the point I thought I might break through it. I could just make BigTriXXX's subtle chuckle over my own moans.
In the midst of my powerful climax, he spun me onto the hotel bed. When he returned, I felt him reattaching the handcuffs I had worn earlier at the cabin. He must have found them in my suitcase. In a matter of a few seconds, he had my hands once again secured behind my back, and I was face down, ass up on the bed.
Just as my orgasm started to recede, I felt BigTriXXX's cock slip into my drenched sex, and I was immediately set on the path to my next one. He worked me over with his mighty appendage for the next hour, and I lovingly went along for the ride. When he finally finished by flooding my unprotected pussy with his cum, I was completely spent. I had a day filled with mind-blowing orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm, and my body responded by passing out.
I awoke hours later in the middle of the night, and my arms and wrists were aching. Shaking myself out of my sleepy fog, I realized I was still handcuffed. I lifted my head up and looked to my left and right to see if BigTRiXXX was still around, but from my limited view, I could not see him. With the little energy left in my muscles, I managed to lift myself up to stand on my knees. I then shuffled around to look at the rest of the room. In the chair by the window, BigTRiXXX sat grinning at me. He was naked, and his black snake stood erect in his lap.
"Welcome back to the land of the living," BigTRiXXX said as I turned around to face him. "Just in time, too, your favorite thing is ready. Come and get it while it's hot."
Even though I was still foggy from my sleep, and my body felt fatigued, I began to walk over to him on my knees. It was only a short distance to cover, but one that was made more tricky being handcuffed. As I reached him, BigTRiXXX spread open his legs and used one of his hands to push his stiff cock toward me. I leaned in and kissed the bulbous purple head, tasting the tang of sex on it.
The kiss rapidly turned into licking and then sucking. BigTRiXXX let me do my thing and brought his hand to rest on the back of my head. Occasionally he would grip my hair and guide me to take his cock further into my mouth or to lick his long shaft. It felt so natural to serve him that I honestly got lost in the moment. That was, of course, until he spoke again.
"You truly are a natural slut. Just like you said in the video."
His mention of the video brought everything back to the forefront of my mind, and I stopped what I was doing to look at BigTRiXXX. He gripped into my hair to hold my mouth on his cock before continuing.
"Yeah, the video is doing really well. Probably my best-performing video in terms of view count. Already close to 10k in just a few hours. Everyone loves seeing the true Naomi. In fact, because it is so popular, I uploaded it to a few more sites also and dropped links in different forums online. You're the buzz of the slutty wife world."
Hearing all of that, I got an uneasy feeling in my stomach as I tried to ponder just what this would mean for my life going forward. I was exposed, and now I would have to live with it. But I also knew it was entirely my own doing. Coming to that conclusion, my pussy gushed with arousal.
BigTRiXXX had a way of picking up on just how much I enjoyed the humiliation and depravity of it all as he then said, "Let's record a quick thank you video for all your fans. You can express your gratitude for them watching the real you while you suck my dick"
His other hand held up his phone, and I knew exactly what he wanted. "What do you wanna say to all your fans slut," BigTRiXXX asked while pulling up on my hair to dislodge my mouth from his meat.
"Oh my god, I wanna say thank you. Thank you, everyone, for watching me be my true slutty self. It feels so surreal that everyone knows the true Naomi now. That my true slut self has been let out. Thank you, and I hope you enjoy what I have to offer," I spilled out organically.
He allowed me to take his cock back into my mouth, and I continued to blow him like the slut I was. After a few minutes, BigTRiXXX pushed my head away and stood up. Gripping his thick cock in his free hand, he pumped it until it spewed a gooey load of cum onto my face. He wiped the tip of his prick on my nose to clean it of the last remnant of the sticky load and then asked, "What do you have to say now, Naomi?"
Through the ejaculate that draped over my eyebrows to my cheeks, I could see he was still holding his phone up and was recording me. Knowing what he expected and accepting my new life, I put on a smile and said, "Thank you so much, BigTRiXXX. I feel honored to be one of your video hoes. Thank you for letting me experience your big black cock, and take your cum in my holes. And thank you for helping me free my true slut self for all to see."
BigTRiXXX laughed as he let his hand holding the phone drop. He then said, "You really are something else." I then watched as he walked over to retrieve my phone from the table. He stood in front of me, working on it for a moment before he said, "Smile."
I again put on a big smile as he took a picture of my cum-covered face.
"I'm gonna send that one to your hubby. Let him see that you are doing well," BigTRiXXX explained. "Oh, by the way, your YouTube channel has blown up with a bunch of new subscribers. You're almost at 100,000. I think the viewers of your video, with me, have found an interest in scrapbooking. And based on some of the comments they are leaving with links to your slutty videos, you might be seeing some of your original subscribers becoming fans of slutty Naomi too."
BigTRiXXX turned my phone to show me my YouTube app, and I was shocked to see how many new subscribers I had. However, I had mixed feelings as I knew that was because of the exposing video that I personally published. My pussy gushed. If this is to be my new life, I think I am going to like it.
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Tess and X lay sleeping in the bed as Beckett quietly slipped inside the room. He had forgotten to get out his golf clothes the night before and was hoping to sneak into his own bedroom to retrieve them without disturbing his wife's and her bull's sleep. They had been up late the night before, and from what Beckett had heard, it had been a very pleasurable night.
As he passed by the foot of the bed, Beckett couldn't help but stop and stare at the sight before him. His beautiful wife was naked and curled up onto the body of the muscular black man she had gone out with the night before. They had obviously enjoyed their evening in his martial bed and felt no need to cover their nude forms.
Beckett was snapped out of his daze with the sudden movement of X's hand. The husband looked up and locked eyes with the bull before casting his eyes back down to where the man's hand was. He watched as X gripped his wife's fleshy ass, spreading her open to allow Beckett to see the effects of a night of fucking.
He could see that Tess's sex was puffy and had a sheen of arousal. Beckett then looked up and saw that X was stroking his big black erection with his other hand. He was stuck in place as he stared at the mighty organ that had taken his wife's anal virginity the night before. An organ that he also knew had been inside of her sex without protection. The thought of a pregnancy risk should've made him nervous or scared, but instead, he found the thought arousing.
Suddenly, Tess began to stir, and that snapped Beckett out of his stupor. He quickly darted off to the walk-in closet to grab a polo and shorts before swiftly exiting the room. Shutting the door behind him, Beckett gripped his erection through his boxers and groaned at the many visions running through his head. Golf would be a much-needed distraction from the activities of his wife and her bull.
----------------------------------------------
"Beckett, I have some exciting news,"
Beckett was on his lunch break in his classroom when his phone lit up with a message from his wife. It intrigued him, and he quickly replied.
"You got my attention."
"We are going to the Knights game tonight!"
"What!? Really?"
"Yes, are you excited?"
"Of course. When did you buy the tickets?"
"I'm glad you are. It's going to be fun. X bought the tickets."
"Oh, I see. Does that mean he is going too?"
"Yes. Is that a problem?"
"No, not at all. I am just getting my mind around it, is all. This is quite a surprise."
"Good, because I haven't seen him since last week, and I
think this will be a very fun night for everyone."
"Yeah, it will be great. I can't wait. Love you, babe."
"Love you too. I'll see you when you get home."
The idea of going to the Knights game was indeed exciting for Beckett. He was a huge fan and always loved going to the games. The only drawback, though, was that X was the one who bought the tickets and was going with him and Tess. He knew that it was just going to be a normal night at the game. X certainly had other intentions, especially after last weekend when he took Tess out on a date.
That night included a bevy of new experiences for Beckett and his wife. Firstly, Tess had dyed her hair platinum blonde and waxed her sex smooth at X's request. Then, she went out with him and allowed X to step over some of the boundaries that had set up with him. Notably, he took pictures and videos of Tess naked and as he fucked her, both, at times, in public. Then there was also the fact that he had taken Tess's anal virginity and had fucked her bareback.
Beckett was shocked when he learned all of this, but he found it also turned him on immensely. When he discussed it with Tess later, she explained that when she is with X, she can't help herself. She feels as though she must do as he says, and that is what makes Beckett nervous about going to the game with X and his wife. What would X get Tess to do, and would Beckett or his wife be able to say no? He would have to find out.
X hadn't made any request on how he wanted Tess to dress like he had the weekend before, but she wanted to make sure she was as sexy as she could be. In the shower, Tess made sure to clear away the stubble on her mound to keep it smooth. As her hand rubbed moisturizer into the area afterward, she envisioned it adorned with the temporary spade tattoo as it was the week before, and her heart fluttered with the memory.
Her sex looked somehow lacking without it now, especially knowing she was going to be seeing her bull. Tess told herself that she would have to pick up some for the future.
In the meantime, she set about getting herself ready. This started with picking out a dainty red G-string. Until she started her unique relationship, Tess rarely wore such small underwear, only wearing thongs when wanting to hide panty lines under leggings. However, X had the ability to make her want to be more sexy in her outfit choices, so she found herself buying more provocative panty options.
The way the tiny panty barely concealed her bald sex and the red popped against her white skin made Tess buzz with arousal. It was enough to make her feel naughty and daring that she decided to just stay in the g-string while she got her minimal makeup on and did her hair. Seeing herself in the mirror added to her growing state of arousal. So much so that when she finished and saw that there was still time until her husband got home, Tess remained as she was while laying out her outfit for the game.
Tess picked out a pair of skin-tight leggings that were patterned like that of the Knights' uniform, a black Knights t-shirt, and her gold sequin bomber jacket. She laid the items on the bed before pulling down her checkerboard Vans. It would be a very casual but subtly sexy look as her ass filled out the leggings perfectly, and she would not be wearing a bra.
Wanting to ride the eroticism further and to push herself to be daring like X had the weekend before, Tess decided to stay in just her tiny g-string and walk into the main part of the house. What made this daring was the large window next to the door that looked out onto the front patio, lawn, and street. Also, the double front doors had decorative windows in them, making it seem like there were more opportunities for people to see in.
Tess knew the likelihood of anyone seeing her through those windows was highly unlikely unless someone walked up to the door. This rarely happened unless there was a delivery, which in Tess's mind made her action daring even though she wasn't expecting any deliveries that day.
The feeling of walking around her house nearly naked gave Tess a rush and thrill, but it wasn't very long until that feeling started to fade. Wanting to get the rush back, Tess knew she had to push herself to be more daring, and that's what she did.
Maybe she hadn't expected a delivery, but Beckett had. And maybe it had been delivered while she was in the shower. She would feel horrible if a delivered package left at their door was stolen by porch pirates, so she better check to see if there had been a delivery. What better way to do so than while in only her tiny red g-string? That would certainly be daring.
Taking a steadying breath, Tess walked over to her front door, peeked out the glass to see if she could see anyone, and then opened it slowly. She looked down but saw no package waiting. However, in her desire to be daring, she reminded herself that the delivery men sometimes head the packages behind the potted plant next to the door. To make sure there wasn't a delivery, she would have to open the door all the way and look.
As she pulled the door open further, Tess felt the thrill of standing in her doorway in only her small panties and could sense her sex becoming wetter. There was no package behind the pot, but Tess wasn't satisfied. She wanted to push herself and decided she should make sure there wasn't a package stashed somewhere else on the small, semi-secluded patio.
Being brave, Tess stepped out of her house and began to walk along the tiled path, "looking" for a package. With each step away, the more Tess's heart fluttered and the more her pussy slickened. The cool spring air on her uncovered skin felt amazing and made her nipples harden instantly. She felt so free and alive at that moment, but the sound of an oncoming car down the street caused her to retreat back to the safety of her home.
Back inside and behind the closed door, Tess put her hand to her chest and felt her beating heart. What a thrill! She wanted to go right back outside to feel it again, but looking at the time, she knew it would be better if she got herself dressed. Of course, she knew X would have plenty planned to give her the thrills she desired.
"Wow, you sexy," X said when Tess opened the door.
Blushing slightly, Tess replied, "Thank you."
X then reached in and pulled the white wife in for a kiss, gripping her ass as he did. It only lasted a moment but had the intended effect. Tess's arousal continued to grow, and X was able to confirm that she was wearing a very tiny pair of panties under her leggings.
"Well, are you guys ready?" X asked as he broke off the kiss.
Tess, feeling a little flustered from the embrace, took a moment before answering, "Yes, let me just grab my purse."
As Tess walked away, X and Beckett were left to have an awkward interaction. At least it was awkward for Beckett as he just watched his wife kiss and get fondled by her black lover. X, for his part, seemed entirely unfazed by the situation and showed as much as he broke the silence by saying, "How about you drive tonight, cucky? Saves us from having to get an Uber and allows me and your wife to drink without worrying about driving."
Unsure what to say, Beckett simply replied, "Yeah, okay," and then grabbed his keys. At that time, Tess had returned, and X informed her that her husband was their driver for the night.
"Ooh, that's nice. Thanks, babe," Tess said in response to the news and gave her husband a sweet peck on the cheek.
"Since we ain't driving, how about we pregame it on the way," X asked before adding, "You still got some drinks in the fridge?"
Tess smiled and promptly answered, "Great idea. Yeah, we have some Trulys."
"Perfect. Cucky, be a good boy and put a few in a bag, and then meet us in the car," X stated matter-of-factly as he took Tess's hand and guided her towards the driveway.
Beckett very little in that moment, but he could also feel his cock stirring to life and the sexual humiliation. He knew that it was to be only the beginning. He dutifully gathered four cans and made his way to the mid-size SUV that he drove. Upon reaching it, he saw that both X and his wife sat in the back seat, making his driving feel even more like being an actual hired driver.
While he drove, he tried his best to keep from staring at the couple in the backseat through the rearview mirror. However, their giggling and talking was anything but subtle. Beckett's erection pressed painfully into his tight jeans.
After finishing one of the drinks, X grabbed another for both himself and Tess and urged her to down the one she was currently drinking. Once she had finished hers, he cracked open the next ones and said, "I had an idea on how to make the game a bit more interesting and exciting."
Tess took the bait and responded by asking, "How so?"
"Of course, we are all Knights fans; I mean, we are all decked out in the gear. So there is no doubt we will be rooting for them to win, and considering who they are playing, that should be no problem. Really, it is more a question of how many goals they score in doing so." X began explaining with both Tess and Beckett listening on intently. "And that is where I think we can add some intrigue and excitement to watching the game. I propose that for each goal that the Knights score, my slut will have to do something, let's say naughty."
Tess, thinking back to how she had wanted to be more daring earlier and about the naughtiness X had gotten her up to the previous weekend, responded, "Oh my, I like the sound of that. What kind of naughty things might I have to do, if I may ask?"
"I'm glad you like it, and of course, you can know what extra bonuses we will be rooting for. When the Knights score their first goal, you will have to remove your panties for the rest of the night. To make sure of that, you will give them to me to hold on to after you do," X started explaining.
Tess practically purred her response, "Fuck, I like that. What happens if they score two goals?"
"When they score their next goal, you will have to take off your shirt for the rest of the night," X stated.
The excitement in the cab of the vehicle was almost visible, and Tess, already feeling naughty and the effects of the drinks, asked, "That's so bad, but at least I will still have my jacket to cover me. What if I try to cheat and put it back on?"
"Well then, after you take it off, you are to toss it in one of the trash cans on the concourse so you can't cheat," X answered.
Desperate to hear more, Tess urged him to continue.
"If the Knights score three goals, you will go into the ladies' room, stripped naked in a stall, and take a series of naked selfies that you will then send to me. I will, of course, make sure I open and look at each one the moment I receive them," X continued.
Lost in lust, Tess asked, "How many pictures would I have to take?"
"Let's say three times, whatever period the third goal is scored in. So, if they score it in the first period, you only take 3, but if it takes until the third period, you would have to take 9," X laid out to his visibly aroused slut. Knowing she wanted to hear more, he said, "If they score four goals, then you and cucky will have to go to the restrooms. He will go into the men's room first and remove his jersey. Then he will exit and give it to you, at which point you will go back into the ladies' room, remove all of your clothes, and only put on his jersey. Your clothes should be stashed in a bag that we can get from one of the merch shops, and you will wear only the jersey for the rest of the night."
"Fuck, that is so naughty. I would be completely naked under his jersey; it scares me, but I love it," Tess remarked.
X smiled at the slutty wife's enjoyment of his little game and moved to reveal that last part of it, "And finally, if the Knights score two goals in any period, you will have to give me a blow job when we come back to the car to drop off our stuff before getting some post-game drinks. However, you will be completely naked when you do so, and we will be outside of the car, and I will record the whole thing."
Tess's jaw dropped at the potential of what her bull revealed, but her pussy gushed at the sluttiness. "Well, all of that will certainly make the game even more thrilling," she said before tipping back her can and finishing the second can.
"Hey, cuck, go grab me and your wife some drinks," X said as the trio approached the bar.
There was still some time before the gates opened to the arena, so it was decided they would enjoy the festivities outside while they waited. Knights games were always a packed event, and people loved hanging out at The Park and Toshiba Plaza before the game. It was a great environment to just cut loose a little.
That's exactly what X did as Beckett obediently walked off to fetch the requested drinks. Pulling Tess to him, he placed one hand on her juicy ass and began to openly squeeze it, not caring who saw. He then began to give his slut a deep kiss. It only lasted a moment, but when he broke it off and looked around at the people nearby, X could tell he got the attention he was hoping for and was ready to push ahead with the next part of his plan.
"When cucky boy comes back with our drinks, make sure you make a big show of thanking 'such a wonderful husband' for buying you drinks," X whispered into Tess's ear while continuing his firm grip on her butt.
Moments later, Beckett returned with two drinks in hand, and Tess greeted him bubbly, making sure she did as X had asked. Of course, as she did, X noticed the people around them reacting to the revelation that the woman they just saw kissing a black man was married to the white guy now bringing over drinks. To cement the dynamic to anyone around that was slow to catch on and to add to the humiliation of the cuckold husband, X returned his hand to Tess's butt with a smack.
Grinning at the looks the trio was getting, X leaned in again to whisper into his slut's ear, "You going to be my naughty slut, tonight?"
"Yes, please," Tess answered in a hushed voice.
Wanting to push her further, X said, "Tell me how much of a naughty slut you are going to be tonight."
Tess turned to her powerful black bull and looked directly into his eyes as she replied, "I am going to be the naughtiest slut tonight. I will do whatever you say. I want you to use me however you want. I'm your slut, and I can't say no to you."
X smiled at her answer before responding by saying, "Wonderful, now go tell your husband what you just told me."
She felt her whole body buzz with the erotic naughtiness of what X had instructed her to do, but Tess meant what she said and moved swiftly to repeat it to her husband.
The look on Beckett's face was priceless, and X loved it just as much as he knew the cuckold husband loved it, and his slutty wife loved it.
The three found their seats easy enough, lower level on the corner of the ice that the Knights would shoot at twice. They were great seats, but then again, T-Mobile Arena didn't really have a bad seat when it came to watching the Knights. X explained that a co-worker of his had the seats as season tickets and offered them to him for the night.
The three of them got settled in, with Tess stashing the merch bag containing the Knights travel mug she bought when they arrived. She had actually been in the market for a travel mug, but in reality, she bought it so she would have a bag just in case the Knights scored four goals. Which she was secretly hoping they would do and do so early.
They watched the opening performance show that the Knights always put on at home games and then sang through the National Anthem, shooting "Knight" with the rest of the crowd as was tradition. Soon after, the puck was dropped, and the place was a buzz of energy. X, Tess, and Beckett all cheered and jeered with everyone else as the two teams worked to find their legs early in the period.
It's obvious that the Knights were the stronger team, as it seemed most of the action was happening in their offensive zone. The arena could sense that a goal was coming, and three minutes into the opening period, it happened. The red light burst to life, the goal horn blew, and the crowd erupted in jubilation at their home team getting on the scoreboard first.
X, Tess, and Beckett all celebrated the goal, high-fiving each other and the other fans around them. The feeling of pure joy in that moment is a hard one to describe, but the feeling Tess felt knowing she now had to remove her panties was something entirely different.
After the excitement in the arena died done to a low rumble, Tess leaned into X and whispered, "I'll be right back." She then shimmied her way down the aisle to the stairs that led to the concourse. Tess felt as if everyone's eyes were on her and knew exactly what she was about to do. The naughty thought pushed her to move a bit faster.
Inside a stall of a crowded ladies' room is not an ideal place to have to remove your leggings and panties, but if the game continued at this pace, it would be something Tess would have to get used to. It didn't take her long to get the tiny string of underwear off, and was quickly pulling back on her leggings. As she exited the restroom, having stashed her discarded panties in her jacket pocket, Tess heard the crowd erupt in cheers again. She walked over to see what happened and saw the scoreboard now had a two under the Knights logo.



A smile formed on Tess's face as she realized the Knights had scored their second goal already. This, of course, meant two things: first, she needed to return to the restroom and remove her shirt, and second, she would be performing a naked blow job in public later that night. She could feel the slickness of her sex as she walked back to the ladies' room.
X had a big grin on his face as Tess moved past him to her seat. He noticed her jacket was zipped up, confirming that she knew about the second goal and made true to the stipulation it enacted. He also noticed she didn't have her shirt with her, meaning she did, in fact, toss it out.
"You missed it. They scored again," X said, leaning into his slut.
Taking her seat, Tess noticed it was a T.V. timeout as the ice crew was out shoveling and smoothing the playing surface. She looked around to see that some of the people around them had taken the opportunity to refresh their drinks or use the facilities. Knowing what was expected of her, Tess figured this was the best time to pull her red g-string from her pocket and hand it to her bull.
X's smile grew as he handled the tiny garment in his palm for a moment. Then, to Tess's shock, he used his other hand to pull up the string and dangle it in front of him as if inspecting it.
Tess blushed heavily at the embarrassment of having her underwear displayed brazenly in public, but to her surprise, she didn't move to stop him. Instead, she just watched as X showed off her intimate clothing before finally stashing it away in the pocket of his hoodie. He then leaned in to kiss the flustered wife before whispering, "You're gonna look so sexy sucking my cock later."
The rest of the first period was an onslaught of offense by the Knights, but they didn't pot another goal. In the intermission, X had Beckett get him and Tess another round of drinks. While he was gone, X decided to play with his slut a little.
"You look a little warm with your jacket zipped up all the way. Let it down to cool off some," X stated to Tess.
Tess didn't say anything; instead, she just gave him a coy smile and pulled the zipper down a few inches to show off some skin.
"I think you can do better than that. Let me help you," X responded after seeing how far Tess unzipped her jacket. He then reached over to grip the pull and slid it further down until it was below her breasts. X knew it was daring, but he wanted to see how his slut would handle it. To his happy surprise, she didn't balk at the adjustment.
As Beckett returned, he noticed his wife's jacket and almost spilled the beers he was carrying. It was clear she wasn't wearing anything under the coat. He handed Tess her beer first, which she proceeded to hand to X and then took the second one. "Thanks, baby. Just what I needed."
The second period got underway shortly after, and the trio cheered and rooted on the Knights as they had previously. Miraculously, the Knights opened up the second period very much like they had the first period, tilting the ice in their favor and quickly netting a goal within the first minute of play.
After the high-fives and congratulations, which, because of her adjusted wardrobe, became an event of its own for Tess, she shimmied herself out of the aisle and off to the restroom once again. The third goal came in the second period, which meant she had to take six naked selfies of herself.
Inside the stall, Tess made quick work of getting her jacket off and hanging on the hook. Having to remove her leggings proved to be a dilemma. When she had first done so to take off her panties, she had simply peeled them over her shoes, but knowing that X had instructed "naked" selfies, leaving the shoes on now felt like cheating. However, the idea of being barefoot in a public restroom felt dirty. In the end, her lust and arousal won out, and she took off her shoes and then her leggings before snapping off the series of pictures she was obligated to do.
Taking naked selfies in a bathroom cubicle isn't the easiest thing to do, nor can one get much variety because of the lack of space. However, Tess felt proud of herself for what she did manage to capture and soon was sending the six photos to X, which she realized added to the number of such explicit photos and videos of her he was collecting. When this all started, pictures were a hard limit, but after last weekend, it seemed like a childish wish. Knowing her bull had such pornographic imagery of her only further turned Tess on.
Once dressed, Tess was t giddy to see what X's reaction to her photoshoot. He had said he would open and view each picture once he got them, and Tess understood that meant while he was at his seat. She also knew there was a high percentage chance that others around him would see. This thought caused her to blush as she made her made back to her seat and past the people in their section.
Upon her return, Tess took a big gulp from her beer. The drink helped calm her some, and she was finally able to focus on the game again. As they had been all game, the Knights remained dominant, but their opponent seemed intent on not allowing another goal. In her current state, Tess was hoping they would eventually let the fourth goal in. She was in a state of complete ravenous arousal.
Surprisingly, the opposing team scored two fluke goals, and all of a sudden, it was a one-goal game. The entire arena was on their feet, urging the Knights to regain their comfortable lead. Tess might have been the only fan at that moment who didn't care in that moment about who was winning but entirely focused on the Knights scoring a fourth goal. X could see the concentration on her face, as he knew he would be able to push her even further as the night went on, regardless of whether or not another Knights goal was scored.
After the opposing team's second goal, X sent Beckett to get some food and another round. As he was gone, X took the moment to add fuel to his slut's fire and leaned in to kiss her. While the kiss was short, his hand had found its way to her chest through her half-zipped jacket. His fingers deftly played with Tess's hardened nipples as her breathing became erratic and her heart pounded. X grinned as he whispered into her ear, "You want the Knights to score another goal, don't you?"
"Yes," Tess let out in almost a gasp.
Pinching his slut's nipple, X continued, "You love being a naughty slut in public?"
Again, in a hiss of arousal, Tess replied, "Yeeesss." As she did, X's fingers left her nipple abruptly. When she looked down to see where they went, she saw his ebony digits once again on the pull of her jacket zipper.
"Tell me when to stop," X said as he began to slowly pull the zipper further down.
Tess watched as more and more of her bare skin was revealed. Her breathing became even more heavy, and she was lost in a cloud of lust and arousal as the zipper inched closer and closer to the end of the line. While she watched it slip further away from her eyes, Tess didn't say a word. She witnessed the zipper slide away and disconnect from the other say, and her chest heaved as her breathing deepened with the sight of the skin from her chest to her pants exposed to the light.
"It doesn't get re-zipped," X calmly stated while removing his hand and turning his attention back to the game.
The idea of leaving her coat unzipped for the rest of the night was so dangerously naughty for Tess she could hardly focus on anything else. When her husband returned carrying the food and drinks, she had to concentrate on not letting herself flash her tits while reaching out for her offerings. Tess did notice, though, that Beckett had a real look of shock on his face upon recognizing that her jacket was completely unzipped.
As the second period neared its close, Tess began to become less concerned with her jacket and was again actively watching the game in the hopes the Knights would score another goal. With twenty seconds left, a bad turnover by the opposing team led to a one-on-none break for the Knights, resulting in their second goal of the period and fourth of the game.
As the goal went in, Tess, along with everyone else in attendance, jumped to her feet to cheer. In her explosion of exuberance, she forgot about the state of her jacket, and in mid-jump, her uncovered breasts were displayed to the entire arena. It was a brief flash as Tess quickly corrected her clothing mishap, but she was sure it didn't go unnoticed. She confirmed this assumption when she turned to high-five X and snuck a peak at the people behind her to find them staring in wide-eyed fascination at what they had just witnessed.
After the crowd's cheers for their team's latest goal died down and the period came to an end, Tess readied herself for her next task. She looked at her husband and nodded for them to make their way to the restrooms. Standing up, Tes made sure to grab the bag with her travel mug in it and, as she walked, held her hands in the pockets of her jacket to keep herself concealed. Because the fourth goal was scored at the end of the period, the restrooms were heavily populated by the many people choosing the break in the action to relieve themselves. This only meant that stripping down as Tess was about to do would be even more risky.
Per the plan X had laid out, Beckett went into the men's room first to remove his jersey. While he did, Tess nervously waited in the concourse as an endless stream of fans passed by her. Some didn't notice her, but there were a few that she saw do second takes upon seeing her outfit. Those looks made Tess's sex bubble.
However, it was soon her turn to head into the restroom as Beckett returned to her with his jersey outstretched in his hand. As Tess reached for the jersey, she realized doing so would take considerable care not to reveal her nakedness. She managed somehow to retrieve her husband's jersey without exposing herself before making her move to wait in line for the women's room.
As the line slowly progressed forward, Tess felt as if every woman who saw her knew exactly what she was about to do. Obviously, she understood that couldn't be, but it wasn't enough to keep her from nervously rocking as she waited her turn. When she finally got to the front of the line, and a stall became available for Tess, she had to keep herself from sprinting to get inside.
She settled herself a little after closing and locking the door. Hooking the jersey and then the bag on the coat hook before pulling her leggings down and sitting on the toilet, Tess relieved herself of her full bladder. As she sat, it allowed her more time to calm her nerves, but she knew that there was no way she was going to back out. The alcohol and her arousal wouldn't let her.
Seeing as though she had already pulled her leggings down, Tess decided to start her task by removing them first. Of course, this meant pulling them off over her shoes. It was a tricky task, but one she made quick work of considering she had practice earlier that evening. Next, she just had to slip off her jacket, which, thanks to X, was already unzipped. Tess again found herself naked in a public restroom stall and felt the thrill of it rush through her body.
Tess stood and stuffed the discarded clothes into the bag she had brought. She then removed her husband's jersey from the hook, placing the bag on it momentarily as she pulled the large hockey sweater over her head. For her top half, she was more covered then she was moments before. Her whole torso was concealed, and the jersey, being a man's size, stretched long enough to cover her to mid-thigh. The arm length was an issue as they were far to long, a problem solved by rolling them up to her forearms.
Tess marveled at how sexy she felt while being so covered up. The jersey was big, which allowed for plenty of airflow, and the material was somewhat rough on her skin. But knowing she was completely naked under it made her twinge with further excitement. All that was left to do was make her way back to the seats and rejoin her husband and bull for the final period of the game. As she strolled through the crowd, Tess felt unbelievably aroused at her newest secret.
The Knights ended up scoring another two goals in the third period and winning the game six to two. Tess wondered what other tasks X could have come up with for her if he knew they would end up scoring so much. In the end, the tasks she did complete had her revved up beyond anything she had ever experienced, and having to spend the rest of the night in just a hockey jersey was only adding to that feeling.
The trio filed out of the arena with the rest of the crowd, and X told them they should go back to the car to drop off their stuff before going back for post-game libations. All of them also knew that there was another reason for going back to the car, but no one brought it up, though X did play with his slut's ass as they walked. Tess knew he was brazenly showing his ownership of her, as well as brazenly showing off her bare ass, but she couldn't care less at that moment.
When they arrived back to the car, which they opted to park on top of the nearby parking garage, Beckett unlocked it for his wife to stash her bag inside. X followed behind her, and as Tess leaned in, he lifted up the back of the jersey to reveal her naked ass before giving it a playful smack. She stood up and turned to look at her bull with a devilish grin. X stared at her, not saying a word, as he pulled his phone out of his pants pocket. Knowing what was expected from her and what she had agreed to do, Tess reached down and began to pull up and over her head the only item of clothing she was wearing.
In a moment, she stood before her bull naked in the middle of a public parking lot. There was another car next to her, and X stood in front, which gave Tess's nudity some level of shielding. Understanding that there was no reason to wait, she dropped down into a squat and tried to unfasten X's jeans. However, before she could start, he stepped back.
"Hold up, let's turn around. Cucky Boy can keep a lookout. It will make for a better scene," X explained.
X then guided Tess to shuffle around and take his spot. Doing so meant she was more exposed, but this only added to her excitement. As she had moments before, Tess squatted down and began to unfasten her bull's pants. This time, he didn't stop her, and Tess quickly had his black pole feed from his pants. It took only a few moments before she was able to bring the massive appendage to full attention, at which point she dutifully began to take it into her mouth.
"Yeah, that's a good slut. Take my dick in your mouth," X spoke as he recorded the white wife unabashedly sucking him off while naked in the parking lot. "You're a true naughty slut. Got you naked sucking my black cock in public while your cuck husband stands watch."
Tess looked up to see, to her surprise, that X was pointing his phone at her. Instead, he seemed to be recording the surrounding area, and now she understood what he meant by "a better scene" when he had them switch places. He wanted to record exactly how, in public, they were to further cement the humiliation and degradation of the task. Tess wasn't put off by this and showed as much as she doubled down on her efforts.
"You love this, don't you? You love being a naughty slut wife for your big black bull," X asked, panning the camera back down to capture Tess with her mouth full of his cock.
Tess let the meaty pole pop out of her mouth before answering, "Yes. I love it. I love being a naughty slut for you." As she returned to blowing X, she could hear the rumblings of others nearby as they walked to their cars and celebrated the big Knights win.
"All these people have to do is look over here, and they will see what a true slut looks like. Maybe I should call some of them over so you can perform in front of a crowd," X said, to which Tess moaned on his cock at the prospect.
Laughing at her response, X added, "Nah, not this time. Still plenty of opportunities to show you off tonight. Right now, I wanna bust my nut and then go get some victory drinks at the bar."
Tess felt X's hand drop to her head, and then his hips began to thrust. She readied herself as X became more forceful with his moments. While Tess was happy that her ministrations brought about the appropriate climax, she was also somewhat saddened that it was ending so soon. Tess had found she was actually enjoying the exhilaration of being naked in public as she was. As the first volley of X's eruption splashed into her mouth, she hoped that this wouldn't be the last time she was naked in public that night.
"Ah fuck, yeah, take my nut," X said after filling the white wife's mouth. He kept recording on his phone as she swallowed his cum, and then he instructed, "Good slut. Now go give cucky a kiss for being a good lookout."
Tess smiled at her bull's latest task for her. She knew that doing as he wanted would have her potential to be seen naked rise, but in her state, she wanted that to happen.
Beckett had been listening to the whole ordeal, and hearing that X wanted his wife to give him a kiss after taking a load of his semen in her mouth both humiliated and aroused him. The whole night had been one big power play and display of X's dominance in the relationship to humiliate Beckett. He knew other husbands would not have stood for such humiliation, but he endured it all because it turned him on more than anything else.
When Beckett felt the light tap on his shoulder, he meekly turned around to view his naked wife standing before him. "Thank you for keeping lookout while I sucked off my big powerful bull," Tess said before standing on her tippy toes and pulling her husband in for a loving embrace. She made sure to roll her tongue around in his mouth to further add to the erotic humiliation of the act.
Breaking off the kiss, Tess looked around her husband and saw a few other people walking about, but none of them were looking in their direction. She put on a slight pout before turning back to face X. He was no longer holding his phone up and was instead holding out the discarded jersey to Tess. He had also stuffed his spent cock back into his pants and secured them closed.
"Put this back on, and we can go down to the bar for a few more drinks," X explained as Tess took the jersey from him. After pulling the clothing back on, the two of them began to walk away from the car towards the elevators. Beckett moved to join them, but X stopped him by saying, "Cuck, you stay here at the car. I'll text you when we need a pickup, and we will meet you at the ride-share section."
The look of shame that fell over Beckett's face was almost comical, but he did not protest as he watched his wife walk away with the black man they had reached out to as a potential bull in their relationship. Beckett, understanding his role in the changing dynamic, turned and got into his vehicle. Not sure how long it would be before X texted him, he pulled out his phone to mindlessly begin browsing his social feeds.
"You really do love it, don't you," X asked as he returned to Tess with the second drink since leaving her husband waiting in the car.
Feeling the effects of the alcohol and in a very flirtatious mood, Tess replied, "Love what exactly?"
"You love being the naughty slut that you have been all night. You love it when I push you to do daring things like this," X explained as his hand moved to the wife's bare thigh. He urged it open before sliding it up further until his fingers began to tease the dripping slit of his slut. "I have you wearing only your husband's jersey, which I ordered you not to sit on. This means you are sitting with your bare ass on the bench in public, and now I'm playing with your leaking pussy as I push the jersey up further to expose more of just how little you are wearing."



Tess let out a subtle moan before responding, "Yes, I love this. I love that you make me do such daring and naughty things. I love being your naughty slut."
Leaving her wanting, X removed his hand and took a swig from his drink. Tess desperately wanted him to continue playing with her. She didn't care they were currently sitting in a very crowded bar and were surrounded by countless strangers. Tess had a very real belief that had he asked her to, she would have stripped naked right then and there.
"I think we might need some supplies to see just how much you love being a naughty slut," X divulged to his obviously lustful slut.
Tess pulled herself out of the idea of stripping naked in the bar to reply, "Ooh, that sounds intriguing. What kind of supplies are you thinking?"
"You'll find out, but right now, let's enjoy our drinks, and then I'll text Uber-cuck to come get us," X explained.
Beckett had been sitting in his car waiting for nearly forty minutes before the text he was waiting for finally arrived. X had texted, saying that he and Tess were ready to be picked up and they would see him at the casino's ride-share area. He was being treated and used as if he was their Uber driver, and yet he didn't mind. Beckett justified with himself that at least he was involved more this weekend than he had been last time. With that reassurance, he started his car and drove his way to meet his wife and her bull at the designated location.
Pulling into the flow of other cars, Beckett saw Tess and X waiting for him and drove up to where they were. He watched from the rearview and side mirrors as the pair walked over to his car. It was obvious that they were enjoying themselves and that they were feeling frisky. This was made more evident when X flipped up the jersey Tess was wearing to display her nakedness underneath as she went to climb into the car.
Tess let out a little squeal at feeling her bare backside being exposed, but she didn't admonish X; instead, she playfully said, "You're bad."
Beckett noticed the shocked faces of the others waiting for their rides nearby as he drove away. He didn't say anything, just shook his head in disbelief at how much his wife's sexuality had changed since meeting X.
"I dropped you a pin of where to go," X said nonchalantly as his focus was on Tess.
Looking at his phone, Beckett saw the message from X and loaded up the destination on Google Maps. They weren't going far, but because of the ever-present construction and traffic around the Las Vegas Strip, it was going to take a while to get there.
The pair in the backseat didn't mind, as once they were inside, X was quickly making Tess more "comfortable" by having her remove the jersey. From his view in the rearview mirror, Beckett could see that his wife was very much enjoying being in the hands of her black bull. Beckett's erection strained in the crouch of his pants.
After a slow drive up the road, Beckett pulled into the parking lot of the location X sent to him. To his mild surprise, it was an adult superstore. He could only imagine what X had planned at a place like this.
"Unfortunately, you're going to have to get redressed slut. However, I think we will be able to find some more appropriate options for you inside," X stated.
Pulling the jersey on once again, Tess looked out the window to see where they were and replied, "Oh my. I can't wait."
"Cuck, we will be a bit. Just hang out in the parking lot," instructed X as he and his slut exited the car to walk into the sex shop together.
It was just past midnight when Tess and X walked inside, and surprisingly, they were greeted by a bubbly woman in her mid-forties. Aside from her, there only seemed to be a few other customers inside. Tess noticed two rough-looking men near the display of pornographic movies and a young couple shyly looking at the displays of sex toys. Being extremely horny from her night full of daring naughtiness, Tess wondered what X would be looking to purchase for her or, even better, to use on her.
X led the way to the section of the store that seemed geared toward bondage equipment and started navigating the displays. He didn't say a single word to Tess as he began to pick up different items and hand them to her to hold. Tess was amazed at the many things he picked out, and soon, her arms became full of a variety of restraints and implements.
Satisfied with his selections, X moved to the clothing area and instantly grabbed a white micro-mini skirt in a stretchy nylon-like fabric. He then found a display on a nearby counter that had nipple pasties and selected a set of black spade ones. As he walked around some more, he noticed lipstick being sold and smiled as a devilish idea came into his head. He picked out a deep purple shade and handed it over to his slut.
Tess's sex became more and more saturated with her arousal with each item that was placed in her arms. She had an idea of what each of them would be used for, and the thought of them all being used in combination was nearly enough to make her climax on the spot. Of course, she did not. Instead, she followed her black bull as he led them around the rest of the smutty shop. He procured one last item, a small bottle of lube, before seemingly intent on making sure everyone in the store knew what their dynamic was. He was the Master, and she was the slave.
Feeling content that he had riled the slutty wife up, X started for the checkout counter and the bubbly worker who greeted them upon their entrance. Tess carefully set the items she had been carrying onto the countertop as they reached the women. Upon seeing the items, the shop worker said, "Looks like you two are going to have a fun night." Tess blushed and smiled as X gripped her ass through the jersey.
"Did you guys go to the game tonight," the woman asked, noticing the jersey Tess was wearing and the hoodie X was wearing.
X answered with confidence, as always, "Yeah. We had a blast and want to keep the night going.
"Well, I think you certainly will be able to with this selection," the woman replied without a hint of embarrassment. She sees this kind of stuff all the time, after all.
X wanted to continue the banter, so he added, "Well, you can't blame us. When you get to have a night with such a naughty wife, you take full advantage."
Tess again blushed as she knew where this nugget of information X had divulged would lead.
"Oh, are you two married," asked the shop worker.
With a big grin on his face and looking at Tess, X answered, "No. Well, she is, just not to me."
"My oh my, I see. Kinky," the woman returned as she rang up the last of the items.
X handed her his card to pay before asking, "Can we use the fitting rooms to have my slut wear this stuff out?"
With a knowing look, the woman handed back his card before replying, "Of course, just no funny business."
"Thank you, and don't worry, we will save the 'funny business' for later," X said in return.
Tess was left to grab the bag of goodies from the woman as X headed off to the fitting rooms at the back of the store. She caught up with him, and they both entered what was, surprisingly, a large cubicle. X had Tess set the bag down on the lone chair and then strip off the Jersey. This was quickly, and Tess again stood before her bull, completely naked.
X began to rummage through the bag, retrieving items. The first was the skirt that he had Tess put on. The stretchy material easily slid up her legs and over her hips, but because it was white, it was also nearly see-through. In addition, the micro effect met it just barely covered her entire butt while standing. Tess understood that any movement would cause it to ride up and expose her nakedness.
The next item handed to Tess was actually two items, and the first thing X had picked out when they arrived. It was a pair of black, patent leather high heels. Tess slipped out of her shoes and went about donning the sluttier footwear. She didn't often wear high heels, and certainly none that high, but she had to admit, she looked absolutely alluring in them. Finding her balance in the elevated footwear, she looked to her bull to see what was next.
X twirled his finger to indicate Tess was to turn around. As she complied, he grabbed hold of her left wrist, attached a leather cuff to it, and then replicated the maneuver with her right wrist. He next locked the included padlocks to keep the cuffs from being removed before locking the two cuffs together. His slut now had her hands locked behind her.
Tess pulled at the restraints to test their strength and found them surprisingly unyielding yet comfortable. The soft lining made the experience of being cuffed more enjoyable than it had been last weekend with her own pair of handcuffs. Still facing away from X, Tess soon felt him begin to attach something around her neck. She could see in the mirror on the door that he was putting a thin leather collar on her with a circular metal loop at the front for a leash to be clipped to. Seeing herself collared sent a shiver of excitement through her body.
After securing the collar, X picked up the next item he wanted to have his slut wear. It was a red ball gag, and as he had with the collar, he reached around Tess to insert the ball into her mouth and then fasten the straps behind her head. The gag did its job as intended, stretching open her mouth while limiting her from speaking. X was pleased with how it looked.
Serine her gagged reflection, Tess was pleased as well. She had never worn a gag before, and she felt so submissive wearing it in conjunction with the collar and having her arms restrained. Her chest heaved with the growing desire and arousal inside her. From behind her head, Tess saw X indicating through the mirror that she should turn around and face him again. As she turned, she saw the next item in his hands.
X reached out and deftly attached the lasso-style loop on one end of the gold chain to the bound wife's right nipple. After tightening it enough to cause the erect bud to bulge slightly, X then ran the glittery but sturdy gold chain up and through the metal ring of the collar. He then attached the other end of the chain to her left nipple.
The effect of running the chain through the ring on the collar was enough to slightly pull both nipples up and apply just the slightest amount of tension on them. Tess squirmed with the new sensation and could swear she felt her juices begin to seep down her inner thighs. From the trip around the shop gathering items, Tess knew that there weren't many more pieces to put on the app. She also understood that this meant she would soon be exiting into the view of the public in the new get-up.
However, before that could happen, X calmly said, "Stay here. I need to get something from the shop attendant." He then slid past his slut, opened the door to the fitting room, and walked away.
Tess watched as he left and walked towards the front counter, at which point she realized that X had left the door to the room open. Anyone nearby would be able to view her, though she knew there weren't many in the store to begin with. It also meant that the woman at the register would also be able to see her, which she did as X approached and asked for whatever it was he needed. The woman smiled and retrieved the item before turning to look at the area of the fitting rooms and seeing Tess collared, gagged, and restrained. With a smile and shake of her head, the woman went back to busying herself with her work.
As X returned to his slut, drool had begun to form around the corners of her mouth, and he smiled at the sight. After closing the door behind him, X took the scissors that the shop clerk had given him and began to modify the pasties he had picked out earlier. A few small snips at the top of each spade were all he needed before he moved to adhere them to Tess's stiff nipples. The reason for the slits was to allow for the nipple chain to pass through while still allowing the pasties to do their job of covering the nipple itself.
Tess was impressed by her bull's ingenuity and marveled at the act of covering her nipples somehow added to the sexiness of her appearance. She also felt a sense of pride to once again display the mark of a black spade as she had the previous weekend. Watching X lift up the lipstick, Tess pursed her lips instinctively but was bewildered when he didn't move the colored cylinder to her lips but towards her chest.
"Close your eyes slut," X commanded in a soft yet firm voice.
Though she was beyond curious, Tess followed X's order and shut her eyes. She soon felt the pressure of the tube on her skin. From what she could make out from his movements, X was either writing or drawing something on her torso. She couldn't make any sense of it but reveled in the feeling of the smooth strokes gliding over her skin. Eventually, X completed his task and instructed Tess to open her eyes. He spun her around to view herself in the mirror, and her eyes widened in shock at what she saw.
"Naughty"
"Slut"
"Wife"
Those three words, written in bold strokes on her exposed torso, displayed clearly what Tess was, and as X clipped a leash to her collar, they would soon be displayed to anyone lucky enough to see. Her heart fluttered, and her breathing deepened with the thought. X stashed the jersey and her old shoes into the bag with the lipstick and bottle of lube before placing it into her locked hands. "Shall we," he said, opening the door.
On their way past the unfazed woman working the counter, X dropped off the borrowed scissors and again thanked her for her assistance. As they moved to leave, the young couple they noticed earlier while shopping seemingly were ready to purchase their choice of sex toy and now stood just in front of them. The young couple froze upon seeing Tess, obviously unsure what to do or what to say.
X broke the awkwardness, saying, "So many fun and erotic things to see here, don't you think?"
This shook the couple out of their stupor, with the young man laughing nervously and the young woman replying, "Yeah," while still staring at Tess. It was obvious from the look in the woman's eye that she desired to be done up similarly to Tess. X grinned broadly at his evaluation before walking around them and tugging the leash to have his slut follow.
Into the night, they walked after exiting the store. X saw Beckett's car parked at the far end of the lot and pulled Tess along with him as he walked towards it. Just before reaching the car and after seeing the husband's reaction to seeing his wife dressed as she was, X turned to Tess and said, "I think it is a beautiful night for a stroll."
Beckett pulled into one of the back parking lots of the local university, and as he stopped, he watched as X and Tess exited the car. It was surreal for him to see his wife as she was, being led by X via a leash on a "walk" through the campus grounds. She didn't seem at all embarrassed that she was nearly naked or that she had such a degrading proclamation scrawled across her torso. Tess, instead, seemed to be in high spirits and enjoying every moment of the humiliation.
He wanted to stay and watch longer as his wife was paraded into the dark night along the paths he and her once walked when they had attended the university, but he knew he couldn't. X had instructed him to meet them on the other side of the campus when they finished their walk. Beckett knew it would take them some time to make the trek, but he also knew the issues with construction and traffic even at that hour of the night and didn't want to risk being late. With a final look, he pulled away, leaving his wife in the hands of her bull.
Being led as if a pet ironically felt freeing to Tess. Yes, she was nearly naked, and her chest read a message that exclaimed her a married slut, but strolling through the empty night made her feel free. She had attended this college to earn her degree and had walked the current route they were on many times. Never once did she imagine that one day she would walk it as she was now, tethered to her bull to meet her husband at the other end.
It was late, so there wasn't a real chance of running into any of the student body, but she knew that it was still a possibility. Many students lived on campus in the dorms, and being Friday night could possibly be walking back from a party or a late-night meal. And, of course, there was always security roaming around doing their checks. Tess let herself envision what it would be like if they were to run into anyone, and though she knew it would be embarrassing, she could not deny the warmth such an idea caused in her nether region.
As luck would have, not mere moments after envisioning such an encounter did one present itself. Just up ahead, a security cart pulled up to the path and happened to turn in the direction of X and Tess. Tess felt herself slow, but X stayed on the path and continued ahead. Because of the leash, Tess had to follow.
"Good evening, or should I say morning," X confidently said as they neared the initially dumbstruck security officer.
After the initial shock of what he was seeing wore off, he stopped his cart and replied, "Hold up. What's going on here?"
X, complying, stopped walking and responded, "Just out for a late-night stroll."
Somewhat flustered by X's calm demeanor, the officer took a moment before asking, "Is that right? And this is how you typically go for walks?"
"No, of course not. But, the slut here wanted to make sure it was apparent what she is, and I was happy to oblige," answered in such a way that it almost seemed normal that he was walking a nearly naked woman through campus at night.
Tess could see the wheels spinning in the security man's head as he pondered what to do. After another moment, he asked, "Is the lady doing this of her own free will?"
"As I said, it was her insistence that we are here, but feel free to ask her yourself," X stated plainly.
The guard gave him an unsure look before focusing his attention on Tess and asking her, "Ma'am, is this man forcing you to be out here?"
The gag did not allow her to respond verbally, so Tess shook her head to indicate that X was not forcing her to do anything. While it wasn't her idea to be out as she was, she was certainly consenting to the activity.
Feeling as if he needed to make sure nothing more mischievous was going on than just a kinky couple out on the night, the guard asked Tess, "So, you want to be doing this?"
Again, not being able to speak, Tess nodded her head to confirm she did indeed want to be "doing this."
Still not one hundred percent buying the story, the security guard shook his head as he said, "Well, if this is a consensual act, and because technically you aren't indecent, I will let you both continue on your way. But I would highly recommend you both get to where you're going before anything dangerous occurs."
"Thank you, officer. We understand and are actually heading to our ride now. Enjoy the rest of your night," X said, giving the leash a tug and leading his slut away from the obviously flabbergasted guard.
X and Tess continued on their walk, now with Tess visibly shaking from the encounter. She was not shaking out of fear but from over-excitement. Closer to the end of the path, X snuck a peek back to see if the guard was around. Not seeing him anymore, he stopped and turned to his slut. He could see drool dripping out around the gag and coating her bare cheat.
"Let's get a picture to commemorate your return to campus. Go stand next to that sign," X stated, pointing at a nearby building and the brick sign that indicated it was the engineering building.
In near auto-pilot mode, moved over to stand next to the sign and watched as X took a series of photos of her. As she posed, the idea that she was on her old campus grounds after all these years dressed as she was caused her to become weak in the knees. Thankfully, her bull was happy with the picture session and retrieved the leash to lead her on their way to the car again.



As Beckett watched his wife and X approach his car, he could clearly see the ravenous look in his wife's eyes, and he wondered how she was holding up. He wasn't sure if he should say anything or ask her if she was alright. In all honesty, he was hornier than he could ever remember being, and that clouded his judgment. However, as X and Tess settled into the car, he learned his wife was more than okay.
X removed the gag from his slut's mouth and then asked, "Did the slut enjoy her walk?"
"Yes! It was so thrilling. I can't believe I just did that," Tess exclaimed in reply.
X grinned brightly before saying, "In that case, let's get back to your place and have some 'real' fun."
Beckett collected the bags from the back of the car as X had ordered him to do and walked into his house to the sight of his wife no longer dressed in the mini skirt or with the pasties but still collared and wearing the nipple chain. X was behind her, unfastening the leather cuffs. Upon seeing the cuckold husband, he gave his next order.
"Set the bags on the kitchen counter, and then come over here."
Again, Beckett did as he was told without questioning. When he returned to the front of the house, his wife was now on her hands and knees on the ottoman in the room, her wrists now cuffed in front of her. Beckett looked to see that X was undressing himself as he stood behind Tess.
"Go ahead and give your wife's ass a kiss," X stated nonchalantly as he removed his pants and his erection strung forth in front of him. "I gonna fuck her tight ass and need you to get her ready. It seems fair, considering you've never had the chance. At least now you get to be a part of her new life as an anal whore."
Beckett was stunned while simultaneously aroused. He cautiously stepped towards his wife, who turned her head to look at him. Beckett could see the fire in her eyes, and it pushed him to continue. Kneeling down, he leaned his face towards her plump cheeks and gave the right one a gentle kiss.
"You'll need to do better than that. Get in there, kiss her ass. Make out with it," X urged from behind.
Following X's insistence and feeling the heat radiating from his wife's sex, Beckett leaned in again. His kiss was more focused and forceful. He sensually savored his wife's rear cheeks before moving his hands up to grip them. Beckett pulled open Tess's ass to reveal the tender bud beneath. In a carnal state, he pushed his face into the crevice of his wife's ass and began to assault her rear hole with his tongue and mouth.
The moans coming from Tess indicated that she was enjoying what Beckett was doing, and the strain of his erection proved he was also enjoying his task. Never before had he rimmed his wife, and in that moment, he found himself doing so at the urging of the large black man who was about to fuck his wife. Beckett didn't mind, as he focused on enjoying himself and the moment.
After a few more moments, X spoke up, saying, "Alright cucky boy, I think that's good. Now let's get my cock ready."
Beckett pulled his head reluctantly away from his wife's ass and turned to look at X with a face of confusion. To his relief, X had no intention of having the cuckold husband use his mouth to prep his member. Instead, he held out the bottle of lube procured from the sex shop.
"Lube my cock up first and then put some on the slut's hole," X instructed, handing the bottle to the flustered husband.
Tentatively, Beckett took the lube from X, and he pondered if he could actually do what was expected of him. He had only ever touched his own cock, and never thought about touching another man's. But jutting out before him was his wife's bull's cock, and he was expected to not only touch it but lube it up for the man to penetrate his wife's ass. Somehow, with everything that occurred that night, Beckett found himself flipping the cap of the bottle and squeezing out the slippery lubricant into the palm of his left hand.
With care not to spill, Beckett set the bottle on the floor momentarily while his other hand moved to grasp the thick ebony appendage in front of him. The feeling of X's rigidness caused Beckett to involuntary tremble before he began to slide his hand over the rest of the lengthy shaft. The slick liquid allowed his palm to slide effortlessly, but he had to use his other hand to keep any of the lube from dripping onto the floor. It was a fruitless effort but one that found him willingly stroking his wife's lover's black cock.
When Beckett felt X was sufficiently lubricated, he reached down to retrieve the bottle and squirted some more onto his fingers. He took the new supply of slippery substance to his wife's ass and began to massage it into her tight hole. Tess's ass cheeks and hole shined from the lube, and she moaned at how erotically naughty the moment was.
"Great, now take my cock and guide it into your wife's asshole. I want you to see just how much of an eager anal slut she has become," X ordered Beckett.
Again, Beckett found himself complying with X's order, and his left hand gripped the man's thick cock. He held it at its base while X began to lean in towards Tess's ass. Beckett had to angle it to point at his wife's slippery hole and watched in awe at the contrast between the darkness of the cock in his hand and the pale skin of his wife's ass.
X paused momentarily to allow the cuckold husband to comprehend everything that was happening, but after a few breathes, he pushed into the slut wife's ass, and said, "See how easily it slips in?"
Tess let out a long moan as her hole accomodated the large intrusion. Having given her anal cherry to X the weekend before, she knew what to expect, but that didn't change the fact that he was massive. Tess stole a peak to see her husband staring opened eyed at her ass being penetrated and she smiled in pleasure.
Transfixed by what he was witnessing, Beckett didn't even realize that he was still holding onto X's cock until he felt his hand pressing into the soft flesh of his wife's cheeks as X pushed his stiff manhood further into her. He couldn't believe that his sweet wife was easily taking such a huge penis in her asshole. The way it stretched to accomodate was baffling.
"I'm going to pull out so you can see her gape," X declared as he slowly slid his snake out.
Tess's hole gaped open as the intruding appendage left and she could almost feel husband's eyes staring into it.
"Oh my God," Beckett stammered as he stared at his wife's open asshole.
X laughed and then responded to the cuck's astonishment by saying, "Quite the sight, but let's give it back what it wants."
Beckett felt his hand move forward, as it was still holding onto X's black pole. He again watched in amazement as the thick cock pierced his wife's rear and tunneled its way deep inside. Suddenly Beckett's attention was taken away from the anal penetration with a slap to his hand. He turned and looked at X.
"You can let go now cuck, I'll take it from here. Go ahead and give your slut wife a kiss before we move to the bedroom," X instructed.
Beckett tentatively let go of X's cock, and stared shocked at him for a moment. That was it? After everything that night, he was expected to just kiss his wife goodnight and spend another sleepless night on the couch? Beckett felt so humiliated and frustrated, but once he felt the cool sensation in his crotch of his unexpected climax, he knew he couldn't say or do anything about it. He stood up, walked to his wife's face, and leaned in to kiss her on the lips.
Abruptly, breaking the kiss off, X lifted Tess up while still keeping his cock buried in her ass, and began to walk her to the bedroom. Beckett was left to watch as his wife and her bull went to spend another night having wild and erotic sex. He dropped his head in shame before walking towards the guest bath to clean up, while he could hear the screams and loud moans of pleasure coming from his wife.
The End for now
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I Saw it Online
It was one of those videos that sticks with you. The kind that you not only enjoy so much while watching but also can't stop thinking about afterward. I had such a fierce and all-consuming orgasm as I watched the tipping point of what I had expected to be a basic "nude in public" video, that I couldn't blame myself for continuing to ponder the video.
That night, I was home alone, as was often the case considering my roommate worked the night shift. Because of the outrageous rental prices in my area, having a roommate was almost necessary, but with our nearly opposite schedules, it often didn't seem like I had a roommate. That made my usual nights of browsing porn on my laptop far more enjoyable. Especially considering I had recently taken to doing so while completely naked and sitting on the living room couch.
In fact, it was my favorite pornography theme that led me to engage in its viewing while nude and outside the privacy of my bedroom. I have a fondness for seeing young women, naked, and in precarious situations or in daring locations, or both. While watching such videos, I often envisioned myself as the girl and would touch myself wondering what it would be like to find myself naked outdoors.
As my nightly viewings became more habitual, the more struggled with myself to potentially do what I was watching. Usually, I would convince myself that I would certainly be up for such an adventure as stripping naked somewhere public, but after an orgasm, those thoughts would be pushed away having a clearer mind take control. However, the video I watched two nights prior had me planning on partaking just as the woman had I watched. The explosive orgasm I had while watching didn't do anything to quell my desire to replicate the adventure myself, instead because of its ferocity, I was more compelled to see through with the plan.
Even after a night's sleep, the thought of doing as the woman in the video had stayed with me, and the urge grew with each day, and with each repeat viewing of the video. I had determined that I needed to experience for myself just what the woman recorded herself doing. As my day off was the following day, it made sense to take advantage of my free time and partake in the perverse activity. The night before, I planned it all out and in the morning was ready to complete my erotic task.
All in all, there wasn't much to plan. I simply had to decide what clothes to wear, and where to go. The video I hoped to replicate had a woman who went to a secluded area in nature, stripped off her clothes, and then lit them on fire. This, of course, meant that she would have to return to her vehicle completely naked without any option of putting on clothes until reaching her destination. The vulnerability of purposefully destroying my clothes to force myself to remain naked was what truly spoke to me and my perverted mind. However, because I was operating at a level of increased arousal, I had made additional plans to increase the perverseness of the adventure for myself.
I knew of an area just outside of the town I lived in where an old access road cut into the tree line. The road could be accessed from two ends of the highway, separated by about 3 miles. Adventurous mountain bikers often used it to ride trails through the dense trees. I felt it would work perfectly for me, as I could leave my keys at one end of the road, and then drive to the other end to begin my daring trek. Of course, I understood that it would mean I would have to walk nearly 6 miles, mostly naked, but that only fueled my desire to do it.
While there was a chance of being caught, I assured myself that because I was doing it early in the morning, and during a weekday, the chance of others being out would be less. I was running on an all-time high of arousal, and as I drove to the first stop of my journey, my body was buzzing with adrenaline. While I understood I was being reckless, I also knew that if I didn't go through with my plan, I would constantly be plagued with feelings of missing out. I had to do this to quell the curiosity raging in my brain.
Pulling off the highway into the north entrance of the access road, I hurried out of my car and dashed to the treeline. I spotted a fallen log about ten feet away and decided it was the best option to hide my keys. Completing the first step in my adventure, I hurried back to my car to drive to the south entrance of the access road. The quick drive was over in a flash, and I found myself sitting in my parked car taking a moment to go through everything in my head.
I looked to my left and right, no other cars were parked nearby, and having just been at the other end, knew there hadn't been any parked there either. It was all the confirmation I needed to fuel my confidence further and begin. Grabbing the small drawstring bag off the passenger seat, it was to hold the few items I was bringing with me to complete my daring task, I opened my car door.
Stepping onto the gravel road, I secured the bag onto my back and again took a look around to take in my surroundings. Every so often a car would pass me on the highway, but I could see and hear them coming from a ways off and the road curved away after they passed. Understanding this, I was not too concerned about being spotted when I eventually returned to my car naked at the end of my escapade. I closed my car door, used my key to lock it, and then with one last steadying breath, I slid the key into the small crack in the window. I had effectively locked myself out of my car.
With nervous arousal coursing through me, I took my first step along my journey. Having been on this road before, I knew there was a good spot that went off the road about fifty yards that would be perfect for me to use when making the fire. It was almost exactly halfway from where I was, and where my spare keys were hidden, and would allow my excitement to continue to build as I made the journey.
As I began walking, I took in the beauty of the nature and scenery around me. On all sides were tall trees that provided wonderful shade, and the wildflowers were in bloom adding a very enjoyable aroma to the slight breeze of the morning. I could hear birds chirping, and the further I moved away from the main road, the sound of occasional traffic fell away. I felt as though I was in my private wonderland, and my pulse raced that I would soon be experiencing it in my most natural state.
During my entire trek to my predetermined location, not another soul was present. I got the sense that I may be alone for the rest of my time on my adventure. While that made me feel more comfortable, it also felt like a bummer that my daring task wouldn't be quite as daring as I expected. I didn't let that bother me too long, as I decided it best to just continue with the plan. The next thing I needed to do was to gather wood and stones to create a makeshift fire pit. Drawing inspiration from the woman in the video, I decided that with each trek to gather materials, I would do so without my top on.
I had only chosen to wear a light cotton tank, a pink floral thong, and a pair of old leggings. Taking my top off meant I was of course topless, and feeling the gentle breeze on my modest b-cup breasts kept my nipples standing firm at attention. I had to remove the bag as well, so as I walked around gathering twigs, leaves, and stuff for a fire, I got to enjoy the lovely experience of having my tits out in public without a care in the world.
After a few minutes of gathering, I felt I had enough to get a small fire going and began setting it up. Reaching into the small bag I brought, I pulled out a book of matches. I pulled a match from the book and lit it. The flame danced at the end as if teasing me to continue, so, with a grin on my face, I moved it to the kindling of dry leaves. It took only a second before they ignited, and soon the fire began to grow. I added a few smaller twigs to sustain the flames before retrieving my discarded top from the ground and holding it in front of the flames.
Taking a deep breath I delicately dropped my tank top on the small fire. After a few moments, the flames took hold of it and the small top began to burn and smoke. I added another larger bit of wood onto the pile before standing up. I wanted the live in the moment of burning my top and decided to wander around a bit topless. Watching my shirt burn really "lit my fire," pun intended. I could only imagine what it would be like to see my pants go.
At that moment, the only sensible thing to do was to find out. I began pushing my tight leggings down and stepping out of them, choosing to leave my sandals off as well. With my pants off, I left them piled on the ground next to the fire, and went off in only my tiny thong underwear, to "search" for more firewood. In reality, I just wanted to feel the freedom of walking around in nature nearly naked.
The rough surface of the ground was tough on my bare feet, but I pushed myself to bear through it. Feeling the cool air on my skin caused it to goose pimple, and I shivered at the thought of someone coming around one of the bends and finding me as I was. Even though I felt all alone, I knew that there was a real possibility of someone showing up unexpectedly. That knowledge didn't scare me, however, instead, it fueled my desire and my arousal, and I could feel my sex heating up from the thought.
I wandered around, taking my time to collect a few twigs and branches, all the while reveling in the moment. In my mind, I was just like the woman in the video and soon wanted to experience the rush of watching my pants put to the flame. Returning to the small fire, I noticed that my top was no longer visible except for the bit of collar, and I smiled to myself as I gathered my leggings.
Taking my time, I hung the legs over the flames and watched as they licked at the stretchy fabric. Suddenly, one of the flames took hold and ignited a pant leg, and I gradually lowered the rest into the pit, watching as more and more caught fire. I was lost in fire lust as another piece of my clothing was burned away. My heart raced faster and my pussy saturated the gusset of my underwear. Not wanting to risk them not being able to burn probably because of the wetness, I slid the thong panties down my legs and stepped out of them.
As I had after burning my shirt, I added a few more twigs to the fire to keep it lit and then went on another walk around to gather more wood. This time, I was entirely naked; not a stitch and it was even more thrilling. I had to fight the urge to just drop my hand to my crotch and bring myself to what would surely be a quick and powerful orgasm. I wanted to draw out the experience, even if it extended the chance of being caught.
With another small handful of twigs, I returned to the fire ready for another hit of the high I was experiencing. Reaching down, I picked up my dainty panties, and with a flick of my wrist, tossed them into the flames. They quickly ignited and were soon burned away. I stared wide-eyed, as the realization that all my clothes were now gone without the option of retrieval, washed over me. My body shuddered, and my knees weakened to the point I had to catch myself from falling.
All I had left were my sandals and my canvas bag which still had two items inside that I intended to still put to use. With a refocus on what I needed to do, I shook myself out of the state I was in and returned to my bag. From inside, I pulled out a pair of scissors. As my sandals were an item of clothing, but were rubber, the scissors would be my solution for how best to destroy them. Using the scissors, I cut through the rubber straps on each sandal, effectively making them unwearable.
Again, my body radiated with heat from my nerves and arousal as I set my now ruined footwear and the scissors next to the fire pit. Retrieving the canvas bag again, I pulled out the final item from within. It was my addition to the challenge, one that I felt would make it harder and add to feelings of vulnerability. Before I worked with the new item, I tossed the canvas bag onto the small fire to dispose of it. I didn't want the option of using it for even a bit of cover.
That would have been difficult considering the item that I held in my hands. It was a pair of heavy-duty handcuffs, the kind you need a key to unlock once fastened. I planned to secure them to my wrists and lock my hands behind me. When I was planning out my adventure, I thought the cuffs would add to the overall theme, and allow me to experience another fantasy of mine at the same time. I had often envisioned being tied up naked in public, and it felt to me my naked trek would be an excellent option to dabble in just that.
My hands were jittery, with a mix of nerves and excitement, as I attached the first cuff to my left wrist. Taking a deep breath to steady myself some, I moved both my arms behind my back and began to secure my right wrist into the other half of the handcuffs. As it clicked closed, I felt my body shudder. I had just locked my hands behind my naked body. The only way I would be able to cover myself would be to retrieve my car keys at the end of the road, and then return to my car parked at the opposite end. Wanting to push myself to stay cuffed, I had left the key to unlock the cuffs in my car. I would be bound naked for the entire walk.
With nothing else to do, I looked at the fire and saw it was dwindling. Knowing I would be coming back by, I felt okay leaving it to begin walking towards my hidden car keys. With each step I felt more and more exposed, though the truth of the matter was it didn't matter where I was or where I went, I was always exposed. There was no hiding it. Part of me wanted my luck to run out and have someone pass by on a bike, but the rational side of my brain hoped that didn't happen as it would be difficult to explain why I was out as I was.
The closer I got to the end of the road, the more I heard the sounds of traffic. It wasn't constant, but enough to remind me how exposed I was. Of course, this notion only furthered my desire to be seen. I began to envision a lucky hiker or bike rider finding me, and then me allowing them to use me like a cheap slut. My arousal was apparent, as I could feel wetness on my inner thighs.
At the final bend of the road, I could finally see the exit onto the highway. The occasional car would pass by as I walked closer, but I assured myself they were moving too fast to notice me. However, I knew that as I neared my destination, I would be more noticeable. I decided that timing would be crucial if I didn't want to be seen. Using my ears, I could hear a car coming from either direction before seeing it. If I waited in the right spot, hidden somewhat from view, I could wait until it sounded like the coast was clear and then make a mad dash to retrieve my keys.
I felt even more confident with my plan as I took note that no cars were parked in the small entry at the end of the road. Finding a bit of cover, I waited for a few moments to get accustomed to the highway noise. At first, it felt as if there was never going to be a break in the cars passing by, and that I would have to just brave the potential of being seen and go, but eventually I heard a lull. It was my chance, and I took it.
Dashing out from my limited cover, I jogged out to the fallen log where I had stashed my spare keys. As I reached it, I realized that retrieving the hidden prize was made more difficult because I had decided to handcuff myself. I had to turn my back to the log and the highway, squat down, and blindly reach for the keys. This took a considerable amount of time, and I soon heard the sound of a coming car just as I gripped the keyring into my hands.
At that moment, I had to make a decision; drop down and hope the log provided enough cover, or run like hell and hope I was out of sight before the car passed by. Knowing the log wasn't very large, I chose the second option and hurriedly stood before booking it back down the road. My breast jiggled with each step and the rough road stung my feet with each stride, but to my relief, I managed to get far enough down the road that if the car passing by did see me, the driver most likely didn't get a great view.
I took a moment to regather my composure, and my breath before laughing at the ridiculous situation I had gotten myself in. My body was buzzing and I still had another long walk while still naked and handcuffed. If I hadn't bound myself, I would have sat down right then and played with my overly excited pussy until I erupted into an orgasm. That would have to wait, however, if I was going to get my chance for a much-needed climax, I had to start back down the road to my car.
As I was nearing the spot I had burned away my clothing, I had settled down some and was feeling a little bummed that there wasn't any further excitement aside from being naked. The universe must have caught onto my feelings because just before I turned the bend to see where my impromptu fire had been, I heard voices.
Slowing down, and using the trees as cover, I crept around to see more of who was on the road with me. About a hundred feet ahead of me were two mountain bikers. They were stopped by where I had made my fire and were talking to each other. I could just make out what they were saying from my position.
"It is odd that someone would start a fire out here. It's not really a spot I would think to camp at."
"Yeah, strange. But maybe it is just some hobo who needed a place to cook a quick meal or something."
I giggled to myself hearing them discuss my fire. If they only knew that I was the one that started the fire, and had done so to deliberately burn my clothes they would be even more shocked.
"Well, whoever did it, was just here. The coals are still red hot, and it looks like they left scissors behind."
"Scissors? That's the weird part to me. Why are there scissors?"
"If the sandals are any indication, they used the scissors to cut them up. Not sure why. Maybe they were upset with how they made their feet feel."
"Whatever. Let's just go ride."
"Works for me."
I was thankful they were ready to move on, but as they mounted their bikes again, I nearly gasped as they began pedaling towards my direction. The entrance to their trail must be either near me or past me. Being seen by these two men looked like a real possibility. I could only hope the tree I had chosen to hide behind would be good enough to conceal me from them.
I watched frightfully as the two mountain bikers pedaled their bikes to just ten feet away from me before bearing off into the opposite treeline down a very faint path. As they disappeared into the trees, I could've sworn one of them looked back at me, but as he was wearing a helmet, I couldn't be sure where he was looking. Either way, they both were soon gone in the dense trees and, presumably, bombing downhill along the bike trail.
After that near encounter, the buzz in my body was back, and I quickly began walking toward my car again. I did take a moment to stop by the fire pit I made and confirmed that the fire was out, and only a few coals remained. While I walked, I felt as if I was floating. I had set out to replicate the video I watched online, and not only did I go through with it, but I felt I exceeded my expectations in doing so. All that was left was the ending; returning to my car and going home to revel in the experience.
It didn't take me long before I was nearing the other end of the road, and I could just make out my car, along with what I assumed was the car of the mountain bikers I saw earlier, parked at the entrance. I also noticed that traffic on the passing highway seemed more steady than it had before, and slower. I continued to walk closer, telling myself it was all in my head. However, as I came about one hundred yards away, I could tell there was slower-moving traffic and to my shock, it suddenly came to a stop with cars stationary on the road in front of my parked vehicle.



What was going on? That was all I could think. Why were cars having to stop on the highway, and why did they just happen to be stopping right by my salvation? With those cars practically parked, I knew there was no way I would beagle to get to my car without being seen. I chose to move towards the treeline to better assess the situation and to keep out of sight.
While I contemplated what I was going to do, there was a sudden flurry of cars passing from the other direction. After a few minutes, there weren't any cars passing, and slowly, but surely, the cars that were stopped began to creep forward. Eventually, they were gone away as well. I was relieved, at least until I noticed the slowing of traffic again, and then it hit me. There must be some kind of obstruction or road work happening on the highway, and a crew has moved the road down to a signal lane for a stretch.
Feeling more confident with this new knowledge, I began to watch intently and pick out the pattern of the traffic. After a few more stops and go's for the cars, I felt I had enough of an understanding that I could realistically make it to my car with the right timing. The first thing I did, was move a little closer using the trees as a shield. Then, as the cars stopped momentarily in front of the entrance to the access road had began to pull forward, I moved up more with them.
As the last car in the line passed by my car, I began to run down the road as fast as I could with my hands secured behind me. I was about 100 feet from my car and was feeling victorious when I saw the first car coming from the other direction. I dropped to a squat and hurriedly moved to cover. There wasn't much other than my car, and with the real risk that other cars would soon be coming and stopping in the other direction, I scuttle in a low squat to my car.
Not hearing any honking or screeching brakes, I assumed I was successful in my trek and as I reached the passenger side of my car, I leaned my shoulder against the cold metal door and collected myself once again. I had reached my car, but couldn't get inside at the risk of being seen naked and bound by the line of cars waiting on the highway twenty feet away. All I could do was sit on the rough road, collect my breath, and wait.
As I waited, I felt the telltale sign of my arousal coating my inner thighs as they were firmly pressed together. If my hands hadn't been cuffed behind me, I would have played with my eager pussy right then and there. Instead, I floated off into a fantasy scenario in which the two mountain bikers rode up to me on their way back to their car.
In my head, I envisioned them being shocked to find me naked, but then quickly realizing the opportunity in front of them. Behind my closed eyes, my mind created a story of them pulling me up from my hiding spot and pulling me back down the road and into the trees. Hidden from the road, they would both begin to roughly use me for their pleasure and in my fantasy, I didn't put up any fight. I went along with it and enjoyed their sexual use of my body.
Unfortunately, I was pulled out of my erotic daze by the sound of a car horn honking. I guess I was the only person daydreaming, as another driver didn't notice that traffic was moving ahead of them. I peeked up through my car's window and watched the cars slowly pull away. As I saw the rear bumper of the last car in the line, I stood up and quickly made my way to the driver's side of my car.
With my hands behind me, unlocking my car with the spare key was tricky, but after a bit of fumbling, I finally managed to get the door unlocked and opened. Wanting to get out of sight of the highway, I quickly got in and managed to somehow pull the door shut as I did. While I felt a sense of accomplishment for getting into my car, I was still cuffed, and getting the key to unlock myself meant crawling into the back seat to retrieve it from the cupholder.
Already, the next string of cars began pulling to a stop on the highway as they waited their turn to pass the temporary one-lane road. I decided to slip down in my seat a wait again. It was only a few minutes before my moment to move came and I quickly took it. With some difficulty, I slivered into my backseat and began to maneuver myself to reach the stashed key.
I was in the best possible position to retrieve the key to my handcuffs, it was about in my grasp as the next line of cars began rolling to a stop. At that moment, I decided to continue my movements to get the key, even if I was now in clear view of any of the cars. I was past the point of worry and was desperate to release myself from the bounds I put on.
Fortunately, I had just enough time to get the key out of the cupholder before a car came to a stop even with my parked car. I was able to lie down out of sight and work to free my hands. Doing some turned out to be rather difficult, especially as I had never practiced such a task while crammed in the back seat of my car. I had to be careful not to drop the key, but eventually, I got it into the keyhole and was able to unfasten my left wrist. A big sigh of relief rushed out of my mouth as I lay in the backseat of my car and began to laugh at what I had gotten myself into.
Once my laughter subsided, I uncuffed my right wrist and tossed the metal binds onto the floor of my car. I then slowly leaned up and looked out to the highway. The cars on the highway were just beginning to pull forward and I moved to take my seat in the front seat. Even though I was still naked, I started my car and pulled out onto the highway to join the flow of traffic. I could get dressed later. After all, my backup clothes were in my trunk, locked in a box. The key of which was inside my mailbox at home.
Looking at my reflection in the rearview mirror, I smiled. I know just how to push myself.
The End
~
Thank you for reading. If you enjoyed it, please don't forget to rate and favorite it. This story is a little different than some I have written in the past. If you would like to read more from me like this, let me know in the comments and maybe even pass along some potential ideas.



        What Happens If?

        A couple go for a walk and discover a new path.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/what-happens-if

Title: What Happens If?

Author: GettingItDone

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: A couple go for a walk and discover a new path.

Tags: public, submissive, leash, bound, blow job, slut, naked, cum




"What happens if I do this?"
That's the question I ask her after we have been on our quiet night walk through a park. We were all alone, feeling the effects of the wine we drank with dinner, and I pulled her into me so I could kiss her neck. I could feel her wonderfully plump ass pressing into me, and I decided I wanted to see how naughty we could get while out.
I reached down with my hands to the button of her black denim skirt as I playfully bit her earlobe. I then asked the question, "What happens if I do this?" Her hands were on my wrists, and she watched as my fingers unfastened the button and slid the zipper down. A gasp and moan caught in her throat, and I sucked on her neck before letting go of my grip on the skirt.
The fabric slid an inch or two down her hips before pausing on the curve of her butt. Her hands remained on my wrist, but they didn't halt their progress as I began to push the skirt off past her soft cheeks. I could almost feel how hard her heart was beating from the thrill of having her clothing removed as it was in public. No one was out, but the fear of being seen was still there.
Once her skirt had fallen and pooled at her ankles, I bent down to pick it up as she stepped out of it. She was left standing in just her black, long-sleeve, thong-back bodysuit. Technically, she was still covered, but I knew it was nerve-wracking for her to be outside as she was. I gave her a deep, passion-filled kiss on her lips before guiding us to continue on the walk.
We walked in silence for a few moments, holding hands and feeling the sexual energy grow between us. As we reached a section of the trail that had a little alcove for a water fountain, I stopped our progress and guided her into it. Her eyes looked at me; she knew I desired to reveal more of her, and yet, she did not put up any sign of resistance.
As I approached her, one hand reached for her hip, my other moved to fondle her perky breasts through the cotton fabric of her top. She had not worn a bra under her bodysuit, and I could easily feel her hardened nipple press itself into my open palm. A moan escaped her mouth as I massaged her chest, and I noticed her body shiver with anticipation.
"I want to feel your bare breast. It may be best if we take this off as well," I said softly while allowing the hand on her hip to slide down and over her crotch. My fingers found the snaps that secured the garment closed, and they traced the fasteners. She bit her lower lip as I teased the gusset of her bodysuit.
With a pinch of her nipple, I flung loose the snaps, and the crotch of her bodysuit popped open. I fought the urge to slip my fingers into her inviting, exposed sex and instead reached down with both hands to begin lifting the unfastened piece of clothing from her torso. There was a noticeable tremble in her stance as more and more of her flesh became exposed to the cool night air.
As the top slid higher, she reached her arms over her head to let me complete the task of stripping it off. The sleeves came free, and she stood naked, except for her shoes, before me. There was a look in her eyes that was a mix of nervousness and wild arousal. Her skin flushed from her accelerated heart rate, and I watched her chest begin to rise and fall as her breathing increased.
I set her skirt and bodysuit down on the low brick wall next to us and then took her in my arms. My left hand palmed her ass, pulling her tight against me as I squeezed her juicy cheek. The other hand returned to her now exposed tit and began to play with the perky flesh while also twiddling with her nipple. I smothered her mouth with my own, and we let our tongues wrestle each other in a fury of passion.
After a few moments of this pawing, I felt her hands move to my belt, working to unfasten it, but I stopped her. She let out a whimper of displeasure at being halted, but I wasn't ready to move our night into that stage yet. However, her handling of my belt inspired another thought, leading me to remove the leather strap myself. I saw the smile form on her face as I pulled my belt free, but then her face registered confusion as I turned her around.
Gripping her wrist in each of my hands, I pulled them behind her back. Using the belt, I secured her arms at her back before stepping back and holding the remaining strip of leather. "Let's keep walking, but you lead the way." She looked at me, and then at her clothes still lying on the wall. "We can circle back and get them. I have my hands full at the moment." I held up the impromptu lead and then gave it a shake to indicate for her to start walking.
In her defense, she didn't falter. She began walking along the path, away from her only clothing, with little sign of concern. I knew it must be nerve-wracking for her, but it was not noticeable from her pace. Calm and confident, she strolled down the concrete trail.
My eyes became transfixed on the way her ass moved with her stride. It bounced from cheek to cheek with each step, and I knew I would be a fool if I didn't document it. I pulled out my phone from my pocket and loaded the camera app. As if she could sense something different, her head turned to look back at me. Noticing I was holding my phone, a shy smile formed on her face, but she didn't say anything to me or stop walking.
We walked along the path further, taking in the serene night and the cool, refreshing air. She, more so than I, with her naked flesh bared to the briskness of the evening. I was familiar with the trail we were on, and I knew we would soon reach a bench that marked the turnaround point of the path. Upon reaching the point, the nude beauty before me turned and awaited my guidance on what she was to do.
"Go sit on the bench," I instructed, and dropped the impromptu belt leash. With a flutter in her step, she proceeded to take her seat and sat waiting for my next move. I could see the ravenous desire in her eyes. The wine and her naked stroll had supercharged her arousal, and she was eager to indulge in her carnal desires.
I stepped forward, my free hand unfastening my pants, while the other still held my phone. With a practiced hand, I had my button fly undone and retrieved my stiffened manhood from its confines. I gave my length a few long strokes as I approached her, and then offered it to her waiting and open mouth. "Suck," was all I said, and it was all that needed to be said as she dutifully engulfed my firm erection with her mouth.
It was my turn to let out a moan of pleasure and arousal as I felt the wondrous wetness of her tongue and mouth bathe my cock. My free hand lightly held onto her head as she enthusiastically bobbed back and forth. I somehow managed to keep my phone pointed in the proper direction to capture the erotic act; I knew she would love to watch herself performing like a simple sexual being later, as would I.
The wine was having a positive effect on me as well. It was slowing my journey to a climax, which was much appreciated as I desired to push her further down the naughty erotic path we were traveling together. "Does this make you feel slutty? You being naked and sucking my cock in public," I asked, wanting her to remember just where we were and what we were doing. She didn't stop her task but instead mumbled on my shaft an affirmative to my question. "Do you like feeling slutty?" came my next question, and again she mumbled another confirmation.
She then pushed her face forward, taking more of my stiff cock into her throat, and a moan of pleasure escaped my mouth. When she backed off and resumed a steady rhythm, I said, "I like you as my slut. I love stripping you naked and having you submit to me. I love recording you; capturing your sluttiness, your submission." Her response was a moan, which caused my shaft to flex in her mouth.
This spurred me on to continue with my dialogue, "You are my slut to use. To use in public. To use for my pleasure. Does that make you wet? Does it make you wet to hear I want to use you for my pleasure?"
She tried to moan another confirmation, but I wanted more. I pulled back and freed my cock from her mouth to ask her again. "No, I want to hear you say. To record you sitting, naked, and desperate as you tell me it makes you wet." She panted while looking directly at the phone in my hand.
"It makes me sooo wet to be used as your slut. To be naked and sucking your cock in public while you record me. I want you to use me."
I grinned at her admission and stepped back towards her to allow her to resume her oral duties. I allowed myself to get lost in the moment and began to think about how this moment could very well be a turning point for us. We had gotten naughty on similar levels in the past, but this is the first time I've pushed her to admit to such desires. It caused me to wonder if I could, and if I should, use it to make a more permanent change to our relationship dynamic.
Feeling confident with how things had progressed so far, and the lingering effects of alcohol, I put a plan into motion. "I'm glad you confessed your true feelings. Now we don't have to kid ourselves. You can be my slut from now on. Truly. Not just in the moment, but all the time."
I let my statement linger for a moment. Let her ponder what I said and what it meant. To let her wonder if I was being real. If I were committed to such a change in our dynamic. Her actions didn't falter, but I could tell her mind was turning over thoughts, and I wanted to push her towards accepting such a role.
"You will be my slut at all times. Not my girlfriend, but my slut. To serve me, to please me, to be used by me."
I reach out and pulled her head further onto my cock before continuing, "I can tell your pussy is soaking at the thought of it. The thought of submitting yourself to me freely." I hold her tight, my cock deep in her throat until I feel it contract. Letting go, she moves away to get her breath back and regain some composure. As she looks back at me, I smile and say, "Tell me that's what you want."
Her breathing is deep and rapid, and she looks into my eyes before dropping her gaze to the phone and saying, "I want to be your slut. I want you to use me as your slut, to use me however you desire. I'm your slut, baby. I'm your slut, master."
Her use of "Master" brought a big grin to my face. She was in, and now I wanted to cement the change in our relationship. I gripped my throbbing cock in my free hand and began to stroke myself. "If you truly want to be my slut from now on, stay there and smile. If not, then stand up, and we can forget all of this." I watched as she remained in her position and put a big, beaming smile on her face. I matched it with a smile of my own, and then began to pump my shaft faster.
Within moments, I began to erupt volleys of cum out of my cock and splatter her face with them. She didn't move. She remained still and smiled as rope after rope of my sticky goo began to coat her unblemished face. It was a big load, more than I typically unleash, and her face was covered in streaks of my pleasure. Yet, her smile remained, though it morphed into an image of pure lust and arousal. As if we had performed a ritual that unlocked an inner being from within her.
As I recovered from my climax and looked down at her, I zoomed my phone in to capture the desecration of her face with my seed before stopping the recording and putting it away into my pocket. I refastened my pants, walked around behind her, bent down, and picked up the impromptu lead. I then directed her to stand, saying, "Stand up slut, let's go back to the car."
She complied, and with a new swagger in her gate, she walked ahead of me like a proud prize pony. She led us to the alcove where her clothes sat on the small brick wall, and looked back at me. She wanted to know what to do. Wanted to know if she would be allowed to redress. I smiled and said, "Leave them. You're my slut, and I want you to show it off, naked and cum-covered." I could almost see the pulse of arousal ripple through her.
The End
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Author's Note:
This is a short and sweet story that came to me in a moment of inspiration. If I feel compelled, I may look to write more parts to it, but as fans of my other stories can attest, I often lose steam and leave them wanting. For that, I am sorry. However, you never know when I may return.
Thank you for reading and rating.
********
Some may think I am weird. I have unusual kinks that get me off, and they mostly derive from the porn I watch, which often involves some level of exposure, humiliation, or degradation. That is to say, I enjoy seeing women being put into risky and humiliating situations that are somewhat out of their control, and often include some good sex either before or during. I often find myself fantasizing about what it would be like to be in such situations.
Because of this, that is how I currently find myself frantically scrambling naked down a back road of an industrial area, picking up my discarded clothes in broad daylight. I'm scared out of my mind, but at the same time, I am more aroused than ever before. However, I feel I may be jumping too far ahead, as I must set up a bit more of the story of how I got here.
My name is Tiffany, and I am in my late twenties. I often get people who say I resemble Kristin Bell, which I can see, but I mainly think it is because I am short, blonde, and have a cuteness about me. My breasts are a nice B-cup in size, my butt has a perfect bubble shape to it, and I stay fit with a combination of yoga/pilates, relatively healthy eating, and really good genes.
To outsiders, I am the image of a cute neighbor girl that they would love to hang out with and be friends with. What they don't know is how kinky I get in my bedroom during my times of porn binging. Which, folks, if you guessed it, was the catalyst to my naked road running.
For some time, I was content to watch my favorite porn scenes and sites and live out my fantasies through those women on the screen. However, like any true desire, or maybe addiction, I began to feel as if I needed more. I began to feel as if I actually wanted to experience the things I was fingering myself to. Unfortunately, I didn't know how to actually go about doing that.
I wanted to be put into those women's shoes, but I needed someone that provide it for me. And yes, I did contemplate reaching out to some of my favorite sites to potentially film with them, but I never could convince myself that I was okay with that, or at least I hadn't gotten to that point yet. This was thankfully remedied by Darren.
One night, a spark of inspiration came to me: online dating apps. You know the type, swipe this way or that, and have a casual hook-up in minutes. It seemed like the perfect way to find someone to help me play out my naughty fantasies in real life. After some false starts, I matched with Darren. In our chats back and forth, I explained, as much as I could, what exactly I was after. All it took was explaining my enjoyment of sites like Bang Bus, and Darren quickly understood what I desired.
We set up a time to meet the next afternoon, and I was happily surprised when he showed up in a minivan with the second row of seats removed. I knew at that moment that he was going to be a good match for me. He had even set up a GoPro camera on a mount to the dashboard to fully resemble the Bang Bus vibe.
Our adventure started slowly. I got into the passenger seat, smoothing down my spaghetti-strapped sundress as I sat. It was obvious that I wasn't wearing a bra, as the cut of the top showed off my minimal cleavage, and my hard nipples were pushing out the thin, pale blue fabric. At first, we just chatted as he drove around and asked me questions about myself. Eventually, he reached over, grabbed my hand, and without even a questioning look, pulled it over to place it on his crotch.
My sexual instincts took over, and I began to rub up and down the front of his shorts, feeling his manhood come to life. Darren is an average-looking man, and from what I could feel, his cock was about average too, but none of that mattered. I was there to let him use me and, hopefully, simultaneously humiliate me. He knew it, and I knew it, and we both seemed eager to move our meet up along to that stage.
I wasted no time undoing the button of his shorts and pulling the zipper down to make pulling his now stiff appendage out easier. At a stoplight, he used his hands to push his shorts and briefs down his legs to allow me more freedom to stroke his shaft. It was a thrill to be jerking off the cock of a man I just met in person minutes before, and doing so openly in public.
That thrill went up a notch when the light turned green, and he pulled away from the intersection. His hand came back over to my side of the van and gripped my head. He gently began to pull me down until my face was in his lap, and I had no choice but to comply with his desire to have his swollen member in my mouth. Going with the flow, I stuck out my tongue and engulfed his precum-coated cockhead into my mouth. His hand remained resting on the back of my head as I began to work both my hand and mouth up and down on his sex.
As we slowed to another stop, at what I presumed to be another stoplight, it dawned on me how brazen I was being. I was leaning over blowing a man in the middle of the afternoon while he drove around the town. Darren seemingly wanted to push me further as the hand he had resting on my head again moved to my side of the car to grab something of mine and pull towards him. This time it was the hem of my sundress. As I felt the fabric slide up my hips and reveal my tiny white g-string underneath, I tried to remember how tinted the windows of the van were. A stinging slap on my exposed ass pushed that thought out of my head, and I moaned around his cock, refocusing my attention on blowing him.
He seemed content for some time to get head and drive around while also kneading the flesh of my ass cheeks. It was I who made the next move to push the adventure along as I reached underneath me with my right hand, unbuckled my seat belt, and pulled my legs up until I was on my knees in the seat. Of course, I knew that this would bring my ass up higher, but the thrill of doing so was more than the fear of potentially being seen. Darren must have felt the same way and decided he could take it a notch further as he pulled my dress further along my body until I had to briefly pause and take his cock from my mouth to allow him to remove my dress completely.
It wasn't too long after I could sense Darren steering the van into some kind of parking lot, the quick succession of slow turns indicating he was looking for a place to park. Eventually, the vehicle came to a halt. He reached down and pushed my head away from his cock, my mouth making a slick pop as his bobbing erection came free.
"In the back," he commanded, his voice thick with lust. I scrambled over the center console, my naked skin sticking slightly to the leather as I moved into the open space where the seats used to be. I heard him fumble with the mounted camera and then open his door to exit the van. Turning to watch him move to the sliding door on the driver's side of the van, I took note that we seemed to be in some industrial area and parked behind a row of rusted shipping containers.
As soon as he joined me in the back, he didn't waste a second. He gripped the thin waistband of my white g-string and yanked downward. The fabric groaned and then snapped, the ruined fabric falling to the floor of the van. I was completely exposed, shivering from a cocktail of adrenaline and arousal. He pushed me down onto the scratchy carpeted van floor and entered me with an intense, driving force.
The sex was primal and frantic, exactly like the scenes I had obsessed over online. Every thrust reminded me of the camera in his hand capturing my degradation, and the thought that anyone could walk by and see through the windows made me peak with a scream that echoed off the metal walls. It was a shuddering orgasm that, not surprisingly, triggered Darren's climax as well. I writhed on my hands and knees as I felt the heat from his seed shoot into my pulsing sex.
Suddenly, just as the aftershocks of my climax were fading, Darren abruptly pulled out. The heat of his body was replaced by the stale, air-conditioned chill of the van. A dribble of his cum slowly slid from my ravaged slit, and I smiled from the feeling as I tried to catch my breath.
The sound of the sliding side door opening caused me to turn and look back at Darren. He was stepping out and adjusting his shorts. "I have some paper towels in the back. You can help yourself to them. I just need to get a drink of water."
Still feeling the afterglow of such an intense orgasm, I turned around and climbed out of the van. Darren was standing beside the open driver's side door with a water bottle in his hand. I walked the few steps to the back of the van and reached out for the button to lift the automatic rear door. It beeped twice in warning that it was opening, and just as it began to lift up, Darren's door slammed shut, and the van began to pull away from me.
I watched in shock as it pulled away, leaving me standing naked and leaking cum. When it was about 500 feet, I saw the brake lights come on and thought that maybe he was just joking, which is very much how I assumed the men in all the Bang Bus videos I watched did. The women were obviously in on it. However, he wasn't stopping to come back for me or allow me to get back in the van. Instead, he just needed to stop so he could gather up my belongings, because shortly after stopping, he tossed my purse out of his window and continued driving away. A bit further up, I watched as my sundress came fluttering out of the window, too.
As my dress floated down, coming to rest atop the crumbling asphalt surface, I remained standing still as a statue, in real shock. Then, suddenly, a smile appeared on my face, and I began scampering barefoot after my things. This was exactly what I had been fantasizing about for so long. Once I reached my purse and carried it to my discarded dress, I pulled out my phone and typed out a message to Darren.
"That was fun, we should do it again soon."
********
End of the Story
If you enjoyed it, rate it highly and let me know in the comments. If you didn't, you can leave your comment too, whatever.


        